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  Ming Men Yi Nu – Prologue
In the early summer of the third year of Baoyuan during the Great Qing Dynasty, in Yong’an Prefecture, gongs and drums resounded thunderously while firecrackers crackled incessantly.

The entire street where the Marquis Dingxi’s residence was located was draped in red and green decorations, packed so tightly with crowds that not even water could flow through. Even the trees and walls were covered with people.

“Such a grand wedding procession—we haven’t seen anything like this in Yong’an Prefecture for quite some time,” said the gray-haired elders in the crowd, squinting with their dim, yellowed eyes at the wedding procession before them.

A sixteen-person musical ensemble with drums and wind instruments, twenty men on tall horses, thirty wedding escorts, all surrounding a flower sedan chair carried by six men. Along the route, attendants on both sides continuously scattered colorful paper and silk flowers, like celestial maidens scattering blossoms in a fluttering cascade, causing young ladies, young wives, and children to scramble for them.

The silk flowers from Marquis Dingxi’s residence were of materials and designs that ordinary families could never obtain.

Today, the legitimate eldest son of Marquis Dingxi was taking a wife—an event no less significant than the birth of the legitimate eldest son. For this great marquis family, it marked an important moment symbolizing the continuation of the family line. Given Marquis Dingxi’s position at court, these flowers might even be fresh designs obtained from the imperial palace.

As the wedding procession passed by, the crowd surged in wave after wave of excitement. Those who had been jostled about laughed and cursed, looking for shoes, steadying their hats amid the clamorous noise, but no one was willing to shift their gaze even an inch, fearing they might have one less detail to talk about than others in the future.

Walking at the very front of the procession was the bridegroom, tall and upright in his red cap, red robes, and red gauze—a sea of red that made it impossible to see his face or expression clearly. This was the legitimate eldest son of Marquis Dingxi, personally named Yuncheng by the Emperor himself. Despite his young age, he had inherited his ancestral legacy and followed his father’s aspirations by joining the military. It was said he showed none of the arrogance typical of noble sons, could endure hardship and was not afraid of death, earning him quite a good reputation. Such a fine man was exactly the kind of husband every woman dreamed of.

Today, as this fine young man was getting married, the most envied and admired person was naturally the bride sitting in the flower sedan chair.

The sedan chair, with its thick decorations and festive appearance, concealed its interior from view.

“I wonder which family’s daughter has such good fortune,” many people inquired and sighed. “To marry into Marquis Dingxi’s residence, she must naturally come from a wealthy and noble family background.”

“You’re mistaken about that—this bride is a commoner of humble birth,” someone in the know announced loudly.

This caused an uproar, and even more people crowded around.

“Tell us, tell us quickly—what’s the story?” everyone asked in unison.

“Speaking of this bride, she’s blessed with fortune accumulated over several lifetimes. She was originally an orphaned girl who had wandered here from another place, practically living by begging. By sheer coincidence, she encountered the Old Marchioness and helped cure the Old Marchioness’s sudden illness. The Old Marchioness, seeing her as a pitiful orphan and wanting to repay her life-saving grace, adopted her into the marquis residence. When she grew up, the Old Marchioness arranged for her eldest grandson to marry her as his wife…”

This was an extraordinary occurrence beyond daily imagination, a legend that existed only in storybooks, instantly exciting the crowd.

“This shows that good people receive good rewards—Heaven is watching over us all. In our daily lives, we must do more good deeds. Who knows when we might store up good marriage prospects for our children…”

Many women silently prayed in their hearts, then looked toward the departing wedding procession with faces full of longing.

Compared to the grandeur and excitement outside, the marquis residence seemed somewhat strange. Though decorated for a joyous wedding occasion, with everyone coming and going dressed in festive clothing, their facial expressions carried a hint of gloom. The guests also conversed in low voices from time to time, showing no trace of happiness on their faces.

After completing the step-by-step wedding ceremony procedures, darkness had fallen. Lanterns everywhere enveloped the entire marquis residence in a red cloud that seemed both real and illusory from a distance.

After the wedding ceremony, the newlyweds were escorted to the bridal chamber. Once the bed-sitting ceremony was completed, only the bride remained alone in the bridal chamber, sitting quietly on the wedding bed.

The autumn night wind blew through the window lattice, causing the large red candles in the room to flicker and cast dancing shadows on the walls.

Urgent footsteps came running.

“Miss!” The door was suddenly pushed open, but it wasn’t the bridegroom who entered.

Hearing this tearful voice, the bride suddenly tensed up and abruptly lifted her veil.

Despite the gravity of the situation, the maid who had rushed in was momentarily stunned by the face that suddenly appeared before her.

At seventeen or eighteen years old, with naturally picturesque features, the bride’s beauty was absolutely stunning in her bridal attire. Under the red lamplight and candlelight, beneath her phoenix crown and jeweled hairpins, she looked like a celestial consort.

“A’Ru, why did you come here?” The bride looked at the maid with some confusion, walking over a few steps with some anxiety. “Is it the Old Marchioness…?”

Her words brought the maid back to her senses.

“Miss!” The maid fell to her knees with a thud, tears streaming down. “The Old Marchioness has passed away…”

In the blink of an eye, all the festive decorations had been replaced with plain white.

The bride, still in her bright red attire, ran through the courtyard, particularly striking against the surroundings.

“Old Marchioness, Old Marchioness…” She finally tripped over her heavy ceremonial dress, her makeup already streaked with tears, unable to stop crying. “You said you wanted to drink Yueniang’s tea, you said you wanted to drink Yueniang’s tea… You said Yueniang’s wedding would bring you good fortune…”

Her cries were sharp and piercing as she staggered to her feet.

“Miss cannot enter…” The tall main hall was already filled with servants and maids in plain white mourning clothes. Seeing her approach, they all reached out to stop her.

The bride screamed, trying to rush inside.

“The Old Marchioness wants to drink my tea!” She just kept crying and shouting repeatedly, “Bring the tea! Bring the tea!”

“You cannot cry at this time! You’re deliberately making the Old Marchioness’s departure restless!” came a low roar from inside. The curtain was lifted, and a middle-aged man emerged, already changed into hemp clothing, hemp shoes, and heavy mourning attire.

“Take the young lady away!” Following closely behind him emerged a middle-aged woman, similarly dressed in heavy mourning attire for women, speaking sternly to the servants.

“Marquis, Madam… no… Father, Mother… let me see the Old Marchioness, let me see her…” the bride knelt down and cried.

Upon hearing the words “Father, Mother,” a flash of disgust crossed the middle-aged woman’s face.

“Young lady, today is your joyous day. You cannot come here—it’s not good for you or for the Old Marchioness,” she said with a somewhat gentler expression, speaking slowly while gesturing with her hand.

The servants immediately pounced, grabbing hands, pressing down on her body, and covering her mouth with fluid, practiced movements.

The bride in red was dragged away through the sea of plain white, desperately struggling and looking back, staring fixedly at that imposing main hall. Tears like rain soaked her clothes and dripped to the ground, spreading into a faint waterline that gradually disappeared into the distance.

Chapter 1: Origins
At Daqing Mountain, with its eighteen winding turns, a lone SUV meandered through the mountain road on a winter day.

“Dr. Qi, why didn’t you stay overnight in the city and come up the mountain tomorrow morning?” The driver was a young man, dark and thin—a child from the mountains who was quite talkative.

While driving with ease, he glanced at the woman in the passenger seat.

The woman wore a white down jacket, her hair permed into large curls and tied back, with light makeup. She wore no hairpins or earrings, but in the young driver’s eyes, even the most fashionably dressed women from the city theater troupe couldn’t match this woman’s… well, charm.

People from big cities really were different, even in their bones.

“There’s a patient waiting for surgery. I gathered the supplies and am returning today so they can be used first thing tomorrow morning. Otherwise, he’d have to wait another day,” Qi Yue said, withdrawing her gaze from the car window and smiling at the young driver.

She had an oval face with large, bright black eyes, and when she smiled, two dimples appeared.

“How old is Dr. Qi this year?” the young driver couldn’t help but blurt out. After the words left his mouth, he realized how abrupt it was and blushed with embarrassment.

“Me? I’m old,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, sizing up the driver with twinkling eyes. “When I was your age, I was only a junior in college.”

The driver quickly calculated in his mind. Though he himself was from a military background, his sister was in college. Freshmen were eighteen, so after four years of study, that would be twenty-two, which meant at most she’d be…

“Only twenty-two or twenty-three! How can you say you’re old!” he grinned.

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips, knowing the young man had just done some mental arithmetic.

“Do I look that young?” she laughed, rubbing her face. “My university program was eight years.”

The driver exclaimed and turned to look at Qi Yue.

“I’m already twenty-seven,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The driver chuckled.

“That’s still not old—you can’t say you’re old,” he said. “Dr. Qi is married, right?”

As soon as the words left his mouth, the young driver wanted to slap himself.

What was wrong with him today, always asking inappropriate questions? He wasn’t even that familiar with Dr. Qi…

Qi Yue had already turned back to look at the scenery outside the window. Upon hearing this, she smiled and shook her head.

“Not yet,” she replied, showing no displeasure or offense.

“Someone as wonderful as Dr. Qi should choose carefully…” the young driver quickly offered flattering words with a smile.

Qi Yue smiled but said nothing.

The young driver didn’t dare say anything more, secretly sticking out his tongue and focusing on driving.

Qi Yue looked at the constantly passing cliffs outside the window, her thoughts stirred by the driver’s question about marriage.

Twenty-seven years old—for someone in this driver’s county, that was quite old, but in her living environment, marriage wasn’t something worth considering at this age. Of course, for someone with a boyfriend, marriage would be about ready to go on the agenda—before thirty, anyway.

However, she couldn’t be sure now. Her boyfriend was indeed getting married, just not to her.

This clichéd advertising slogan—she never thought she’d have occasion to use it herself.

Qi Yue sniffed and shifted position in her seat, resting her head against the backrest.

“Yue, why must you go there?”

“…You studied in Yanjing, did your clinical internship in Yanjing, stayed in Yanjing directly after graduation, and have been a resident doctor for two years now. Director Guo values you and has already let you assist in surgeries as the primary surgeon. I believe in less than three years you’ll be able to perform surgery independently…”

“…If you want to learn, I didn’t stop you from pursuing advanced studies. There are overseas opportunities too. Why must you go to a remote mountain area? What can you learn there?”

“…Going overseas for advanced studies is gold-plating, but what’s the point of going to a remote mountain area? What will you learn? How to treat diseases with herbal medicine? You have a good foundation and talent, but don’t waste time. If you go to the countryside, it’ll be three years—three years! Like rowing against the current, if you don’t advance, you retreat. Yue, even if you come back, your future will be finished…”

“…Your father’s career is ruined, his future is over, and you still listen to him, talking about ‘real technical training is at the grassroots level!’ What nonsense! Don’t you want a future either? Don’t think that supporting the countryside for a few years will give you political prospects. In our profession, we rely on technical skills to make a living—this empty reputation is useless…”

“…You’re becoming increasingly unreasonable. We’re finished…”

Qi Yue closed her eyes and sighed, turning her head toward the window as the car made its lonely rumbling sound on the mountain road.

Actually, after saying all that, what he ultimately wanted to say was just that last sentence.

Just a year ago, Qi Yue’s father had made a surgical error that left a patient paralyzed, and this medical accident ended both his medical practice and political future.

Social competition was like this—you had to compete not only on personal ability but also on family background and connections…

Qi Yue smiled self-mockingly. For her boyfriend, marrying that woman was indeed more suitable…

So what if they’d been together for five years? These days, everything was expensive except feelings, which were the cheapest.

Damn it, she really should have put something extra in that guy’s coffee when she threw it at him…

Sigh…

“Dr. Qi? Dr. Qi?”

The driver’s cautious inquiry interrupted Qi Yue’s thoughts, and she turned her head.

“Are you carsick?” the driver asked with some concern, looking at her complexion.

Qi Yue quickly shook her head and smiled.

“No, no, I’m fine,” she said, gathering her spirits.

“This car has a new satellite TV system… our County Magistrate Zhang loves watching TV. Why don’t you watch some TV?” the driver said happily, remembering something. Without waiting for Qi Yue to refuse, he turned on the television.

The small screen would probably make you carsick even if you weren’t already.

Qi Yue appreciated the young man’s kind intentions, smiled her thanks, and said nothing more.

The sound from the TV filled the car interior, and with more noise, Qi Yue felt her empty heart being filled.

“…Viewers, this archaeological discovery is an unexpected joy. Who would have thought that such a mound of earth would contain an ancient tomb? From the scene, the burial mound is intact. According to experts, this should be a noble’s tomb…”

“They struck treasure,” the driver said excitedly. “I love watching shows about tomb excavation and grave robbing…”

Qi Yue’s face darkened, and her eyes involuntarily turned to the small screen, where an excited female host was squeezed among several experts who looked as if they’d been injected with stimulants, all situated in a tomb passage with a large stone door at the end of the passage in the background.

“…In a moment, we’ll witness the opening of the tomb with our own eyes… Professor Liu, please tell us…”

The car suddenly stopped, and Qi Yue, caught off guard, nearly bumped into something.

“We’re here,” the driver said with a grin.

They had reached the end of the mountain road. Going further ahead would be mountain paths impassable by car. Standing on the mountainside, they could see scattered houses dotting the not-too-distant area, with one obviously newly built house particularly conspicuous on a flat piece of land.

That was the rural health clinic, the place where Qi Yue was providing assistance.

Since she had arrived here, people from other townships and even the county town traveled over mountains and ridges to be treated by the doctor from the big city. The originally quiet clinic had become lively, and the few rooms serving as the inpatient department weren’t enough. The old director simply contributed his own office, and the local folks no longer felt sorry that the fine building built with poverty alleviation funds was being wasted.

Qi Yue jumped down from the car, and the young driver helped her take the medical kit from the back seat.

“Dr. Qi, can you manage carrying this yourself? There’s still quite a bit of road to walk…” the driver said, watching Qi Yue lift the emergency kit and looking at the rather steep path ahead with concern.

“It’s fine, I’ll take a shortcut. Going straight down from here will get me there,” Qi Yue said, then looked at the sky. Today’s sky was gloomier than usual, with snow pellets faintly falling. “It’s snowing. You should leave quickly—mountain roads are hard to navigate when it gets dark.”

To avoid making the driver worry, after saying this, Qi Yue left first.

The driver watched until she had gone down the slope before getting back in the car.

Starting the engine, the sound from the small TV again filled the car interior.

The driver hummed while driving rapidly along the mountain road.

“…it’s open…”

The driver quickly glanced at the TV, waiting for the miraculous moment to appear.

“…This year, no gifts for the holidays…”

“Damn…” the driver cursed, but unwilling to give up, he patiently waited for one advertisement after another to pass.

But today’s advertisements were exceptionally long…

At that moment, on the other end of the television, the female host looked at a group of dejected experts, her own expression also quite ugly.

“How can there be nothing at all?”

A gray-haired man paced back and forth in the tomb chamber somewhat frantically.

“Looking at the tomb chamber’s construction, it’s undoubtedly a wealthy family’s tomb…” several others also looked puzzled. “How can there be no burial goods?”

After all that effort, there was nothing—the female host was also quite angry. This was playing with the audience, and her career would surely be ruined.

“Could you have made a mistake? Maybe it’s not the tomb of some duke or high official, or maybe tomb robbers have been here…” she interjected.

“How could we be wrong? You don’t understand, so don’t talk nonsense!” Questioning their authority, the old experts immediately flew into a rage. Even though she was a beautiful host, they showed no courtesy in their anger.

“Then how could nobles and wealthy families have no burial goods!” The female host had never been treated this way and responded with equal rudeness.

Yes, how could there be nothing? The experts immediately deflated…

“Teacher, the coffin is open!” a student working on the main coffin shouted loudly.

This statement made everyone surge over, with cameras and lights hurrying to follow.

In the coffin lay a skeleton, appearing to be lying on its side based on the body position.

The clothing had long since decomposed. The female host covered her nose and mouth while peering in. There were no jade stones, gold, silver, or other objects scattered about as typically found when ancient coffins were opened—nothing but bones…

It was over. This time it really was all for nothing.

“The live broadcast time is up, we can’t delay any longer…” someone urged from the side.

“Broadcast what? There’s nothing here,” the female host said irritably.

As soon as her words fell, she heard an expert cry out. She quickly turned around and saw an expert picking up something from beneath the skeleton’s crossed arms.

“What is this?” he murmured, holding the object up to his eyes.

Snow pellets finally turned into snowflakes. After making the last turn, the car smoothly entered the plains, and the driver breathed a sigh of relief, finally able to focus a bit more attention on the small TV.

On TV, several experts were busy cleaning something while the female host provided non-stop commentary.

“…Alright, everyone look, this is what was taken from beneath the corpse…”

The driver couldn’t help but widen his eyes, watching as the camera focused on a close-up of a tray containing an instrument.

“Huh?” the driver couldn’t help but rub his eyes. “This, this looks like surgical instruments or something?”

The driver had never seen such things before, except when he was picking up Qi Yue in the county town and saw her organizing her emergency kit, which contained these items.

The female host’s questioning voice also came from the screen.

“So expert, what exactly is this?”

The expert looked conflicted, holding it with gloved hands.

After cleaning, the instrument had regained its original appearance, gleaming under the camera lights as the expert turned it.

“This is… a surgical scalpel…” the expert murmured, “and it’s German-made too…”

“German?” both the female host and the driver exclaimed simultaneously.

“I’ll be damned…” the driver cursed. “Even archaeological programs are turning into ‘Approaching Science’ now… really unwatchable…”

He snapped off the TV with a click, also cutting off the female host’s silly laughter and unfinished words.

“…Teacher Zhang is joking… but regardless, we can see this must have been the owner’s beloved possession… to have nothing else, only this as a burial object… and it seems to have been held in their arms, so they held it for a thousand years…”

Chapter 2: Terror
Time flowed back a thousand years, under the vast sky covered by the Great Qing Dynasty.

Summer of the sixth year of Baoyuan, Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

The morning rain had been falling for quite a while. It was mealtime, and the servant women and maids coming and going all carried umbrellas. Various colored clothes and umbrellas wove together like colorful clouds, interspersed with laughter about stepping on shoes and splashing skirts. The exquisite vessels couldn’t mask the aroma of food, and as they passed by, a young maid standing under the corridor corner couldn’t help but sniff and swallow her saliva.

The young maid was fourteen or fifteen years old, wearing a blue cloth jacket and trousers—the most ordinary maid’s attire in Marquis Dingxi’s residence. But what was unusual was that she wore a red sash, a color only second-rank maids in Marquis Dingxi’s residence were allowed to use.

This blue and red formed a striking contrast, particularly eye-catching, yet the people coming and going didn’t even glance at her, as if she were air.

The young maid held a basket in one hand and rubbed her stomach with the other, gazing longingly at the kitchen entrance. Gradually, the foot traffic lessened.

A short, plump woman stepped out, followed closely by four or five older women all competing to hold umbrellas for her.

“I tell you all to be more alert. You’re all veterans of many years—don’t lose face. Do what should be done, don’t take what shouldn’t be taken, and keep your eyes open. I’m telling you…” the woman said slowly and deliberately, her voice carrying some arrogance. At this point, she stopped walking.

When she stopped, the older women behind her immediately stopped too, looking at her with flattering, ingratiating smiles.

“…If anyone loses face for me, don’t blame me for not giving them face. When I throw someone out, it won’t be just one person. When they come crying to me about their whole family having no livelihood, I won’t care,” the woman said with a half-smile, slightly raising her hand to point at these people, revealing two pure gold bracelets on her plump, white wrists.

“Madam Dong is giving unnecessary instructions. We’re all advanced in years—how could we do anything inappropriate?” a horse-faced woman said with an apologetic smile.

“Yes, yes, if we still need Madam Dong to teach us at this point, we might as well have lived in vain and should leave this place immediately,” everyone chimed in agreement.

This was Madam Dong, the stewardess in charge of the upper quarters’ kitchen in Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

The young maid bit her lower lip and rushed out from the corridor corner, standing in front of this group of people in the rain.

Madam Dong was just showing a satisfied smile, about to make some jokes, when someone suddenly stood in front of her. Because of running urgently, they splashed water everywhere, leaving marks on her pine-colored horse-face skirt.

“Oh my, seeking death!” the nearby women exclaimed. Catching sight of the newcomer’s blue clothing from the corner of their eyes, they immediately raised their hands and slapped her.

These women were robust, and the young maid was struck on the shoulder, stumbling and dropping the basket in her hands.

“Wait, isn’t this…” Madam Dong focused her eyes to see clearly who stood before her, especially noting the red sash, and couldn’t help but pause.

The woman who had struck out also saw this and was startled. She was just a third-rank rough servant—she couldn’t afford to offend a second-rank maid from the upper quarters. Reflexively, her knees bent.

“It’s A’Hao,” Madam Dong said, drawing out her voice.

Hearing the name A’Hao, the woman who had bent her knees immediately straightened up again, breathing a sigh of relief. She even felt she had been frightened and glared at the maid.

A’Hao stood in the rain, quickly getting soaked, her hair plastered to her head and face, looking increasingly bedraggled.

“Madam Dong, I… our Young Madam’s…” she said tremblingly.

“What about the Young Madam? What instructions does she have?” Madam Dong asked, looking at her with a smiling, amiable attitude.

“The Young Madam asked me to inquire whether this month’s allowance could be distributed?” A’Hao said, raising her head to glance at Madam Dong, her small face pale whether from fear or being drenched by rain.

Madam Dong’s expression turned cold.

“What? Have you forgotten about Qiutong Courtyard’s portion again?” she said indifferently.

Originally, hearing the young maid’s complaint and seeing Madam Dong’s cold face, the older women were somewhat afraid, thinking about how to beg for mercy and admit fault. But hearing such a question asked, they laughed again.

“Really deserved that slap,” one woman raised her hand and lightly pretended to slap her own face, saying regretfully, “I actually forgot!”

She said this while looking at the young maid, bowing slightly in courtesy.

“Miss, please hit me. Hearing that Third Miss caught a cold, I panicked and rushed to purchase the light meals, fruits, and vegetables she ordered. I’m old and useless, can’t handle stress, remembering one thing and forgetting another…” she said with a smile.

How could the young maid dare to hit her?

“Nanny is joking. Naturally Third Miss’s illness is more important…” she said in a low voice, biting her lower lip.

Madam Dong’s face showed a smile, then turned cold again.

“Are you all stupid? The young lady is standing in the rain,” she said.

Upon hearing this, the surrounding older women seemed to just notice that the person before them had been soaked by the rain like a drowned rat, and hurriedly came forward to hold umbrellas for her.

“Why did you come out in this weather…”

“Could have just sent anyone to say a word…”

“The young lady came personally…”

Everyone spoke up, full of heartfelt care and concern.

“No matter how busy, don’t delay the work that should be done. If there’s a next time, don’t blame me for being merciless,” Madam Dong said to these women, shaking her head with a smile.

The older women all swore and vowed there would never be a next time.

“Then I’ll go first,” Madam Dong said, then looked at A’Hao. “A’Hao, if you need anything, come tell me.”

A’Hao nodded and thanked her while trembling all over.

Madam Dong left, and the older women in the courtyard returned with laughter, talking about everything from a young lady praising a dish and rewarding some money to which maid made the shoes the gatekeeper Sibao was wearing. It wasn’t until A’Hao followed them into the house that one of them seemed to just notice her.

“Why hasn’t the young lady left yet?” she asked.

A’Hao looked down at her empty basket.

“Oh my, we’ll have someone personally deliver the items. It’s raining and the roads are bad—how could we let the young lady carry them?” the woman said with a smile, while instructing the other women, “Elder sisters, did you hear? Quickly prepare the items and send them to the Young Madam.”

Scattered laughing responses echoed through the room.

“I…” A’Hao hesitated for a moment, wanting to say something more, but was pushed and pulled out the door by the woman.

The courtyard gate shut with a snap. The rain grew heavier, and A’Hao stamped her feet, put the basket over her head, and ran quickly along the small path.

Passing through one gate after another, crossing a side passage, she could see in the distance through the rain mist a small courtyard standing alone, with a few flowering trees scattered around it and nothing else, appearing particularly lonely.

A red umbrella came drifting from that direction.

“A’Ru,” A’Hao saw and called out, quickening her pace.

Under the red umbrella was a girl about her age, wearing a simple white undergarment with a blue vest and gray cloth skirt. This entirely plain attire gave her a gloominess inappropriate for her age. Seeing the maid running through the rain, she also quickened her steps.

“Why didn’t you take an umbrella when going out? Running back drenched in rain—couldn’t you borrow one somewhere…” She finally covered the running person with her umbrella. Looking at the thoroughly soaked girl, her face showed both heartache and anxiety as she took out a handkerchief to wipe her face.

“I ran fast, it’s fine,” A’Hao said with a giggle.

With only one umbrella, this child was afraid she wouldn’t have one to use. A’Ru felt very sad.

“Quickly go back and change,” she said, reaching to pull A’Hao, but seeing A’Hao’s empty basket, her expression paused. “How is it, still no…”

“Sister, they said they’ll have someone bring it right away,” A’Hao quickly said, feeling somewhat ashamed and self-reproachful for not handling the matter well.

A’Ru sighed.

This “right away” would probably be two or three days later…

“Sister, why did you come out? The Young Madam, she…” A’Hao quickly asked again.

“The Young Madam is sleeping. I was worried about you, so I came out to look,” A’Ru said.

The two talked as they walked to the courtyard. The courtyard wall was somewhat mottled, with a paint-chipped plaque hanging on it inscribed with the three characters “Qiutong Courtyard.” With a creaking sound, they pushed open the door and the two women entered.

After changing clothes in the room, A’Ru prepared a bowl of ginger soup and brought it over.

“Sister, there isn’t much ginger left. Save it for the Young Madam,” A’Hao declined.

“Drink it. The Young Madam’s health doesn’t depend on one bowl of ginger soup,” A’Ru said with a sigh. “Most importantly, we all need to stay well, otherwise, who can the Young Madam rely on…”

As she said this, tears couldn’t help but fall.

A’Hao said nothing more, took the ginger soup and drank it in large gulps.

“Sister, don’t worry. We can all stay well. When the Young Master returns and learns that the Young Madam has recovered her health, he’ll definitely take us away,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru looked at her, the smile at the corner of her mouth very bitter.

“I hope so,” she said softly.

There was a moment of silence in the room.

“I’ll go heat some water so the Young Madam can wash when she wakes up,” A’Ru stood up and said, breaking the gloom in the room.

A’Hao nodded, arranging her hair in front of the bronze mirror on the low, old table. Just as she tied the last hair ribbon, she heard a sharp scream from outside, followed by the sound of a copper basin hitting the ground.

This sound was sharp and piercing, scraping across eardrums and chilling to the bone.

A’Hao shuddered and rushed out, only to see A’Ru sitting on the threshold of the main room, trembling all over and screaming continuously.

“Sister, what’s wrong?” she hurriedly ran over, reaching out to support A’Ru while instinctively looking up.

Piercing screams tore through the rain mist.

“Young Madam, Young Madam,” A’Hao cried out, crawling toward the room.

Following her gaze, one could see a pair of feet suspended in mid-air, wearing shoes embroidered with twining lotus patterns. Looking up, there was a white gauze skirt, and a snow-blue collared embroidered robe, then a pale white face with the tongue slightly protruding.

“Quick, let her down,” A’Ru, recovering from her screaming, rushed over and hugged the legs, lifting them up.

A’Hao cried as she came to help, and they finally lowered the person hanging from the beam.

“No… no… breath…” A’Ru tremblingly felt for the woman’s breathing, her face immediately turning ashen.

“Young Madam…” A’Hao burst into loud sobs, throwing herself on the woman lying on the ground. “How could you be so confused!”

The woman on the ground lay motionless. If not for her face turned iron-blue from suffocation, she would look no different from someone sleeping.

“Quick, quick, go tell the Marquis and Madam,” A’Ru, being a few years older, got up and ran outside.

The door slammed open with a bang. A’Hao’s crying suddenly stopped. She covered her mouth with her hand. With the door open, wind carried rain continuously into the room. Except for the pattering of rain, there was no other sound. The plain room, clean as a snow cave, seemed increasingly cold and sinister.

A’Hao’s breathing became more and more rapid. She suddenly didn’t dare look at the person lying on the ground. With another bang from the door, she let out a scream and rushed into the rain.

Suddenly, lightning flashed across the sky, accompanied by thunderous roars that almost tore apart the entire heavens.

A’Hao, who had just run out of the courtyard, collapsed to the ground and fainted from fright.

At the same time, the person lying on the ground in the room moved her hands, then her whole body convulsed as if having spasms. The hand hanging at her side suddenly lifted and waved, as if trying to grab something. Her throat made coughing sounds, and at that moment, a white box suddenly appeared above her, falling straight down and hitting the person on the ground squarely and forcefully in the abdomen.

“Ow, my mother,” the person on the ground cried out in pain and sat up abruptly.

Chapter 3: Strange Soul
Qi Yue was rolling down the mountain.

She desperately tried to grab something with her hands, regretting to death. Why did she have to take this mountain path as a shortcut? In a blink of an eye, it was dark and snowing. One false step and she was tumbling down. She managed to grab some withered branches and tree roots with great effort, but the emergency medical kit on her back swung over with the momentum and struck her squarely on the forehead. Qi Yue’s vision went black…

She wouldn’t die just like this, would she? That would be too ridiculous.

This was great—she didn’t even know if her future was ruined yet, but her life was finished first. Her boyfriend—no, ex-boyfriend—would probably admire her foresight to death.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but clench her hands. How unwilling she was!

When she clenched her hands, she was stunned. Dead people probably shouldn’t be able to make this movement, and her consciousness had been clear all along. She could still feel pain in her body, and then this pain became even more intense, as if something had struck her heavily in the stomach.

Qi Yue cried out and sat up, covering her stomach with her hands, just in time to see the emergency medical kit rolling off her body.

This troublemaker again!

First it hit her head, now her stomach. This time she had filled the kit to bursting when restocking in the city.

Qi Yue angrily lifted her foot to kick the medical kit, but when she raised her foot, she was scared out of her wits.

What was this strange clothing?

A white skirt? White gauze skirt? Who changes an injured person’s clothes at a time like this? Besides, what emergency doctor would dress their injured self like this in the dead of winter? Had their brain short-circuited? Dead of winter…

This thought flashed by, and Qi Yue looked up somewhat dazedly. Then she saw that the rustling sound in her ears wasn’t tinnitus from a concussion, but that it was actually raining heavily outside.

Qi Yue opened her mouth wide, unable to process this for a moment.

Then she mechanically turned her head and saw classically carved wooden doors, windows, round doorways common in old folk architecture, and further inside, she could see a bed with hanging curtains…

A burning pain came from her neck, overwhelming the pain in other parts of her body. Qi Yue instinctively reached up to touch it.

“Strangulation marks and bruising…” she murmured out of professional habit. Then she looked up and saw the roof with exposed beams, rafters, and no ceiling, with a white cloth hanging down from the beam, swaying back and forth.

A cacophony of footsteps accompanied by crying came through the rain from outside.

Qi Yue withdrew her gaze from the beam and looked toward the door, seeing a group of people rushing in. As they got closer and clearer, Qi Yue couldn’t help but rub her eyes.

“My God, am I dreaming?” she murmured.

This group was indeed people, but not people she was familiar with. Regardless of age, they all had elaborate hairstyles and wore clothes that modern people would never wear, as if they had walked out of paintings, television, or ancient tomb murals…

They carried the fresh smell of earth and were making sounds.

“…Cry, cry, cry! What’s all this crying? You’ll have something to cry about later…”

“…Wuu wuu wuu, Nanny Liu, quickly go tell the Marquis and Madam…”

This group was walking and talking, some crying as they went.

They quickly stepped up the stairs. A’Ru looked toward them with tears streaming down her face.

“The Young Madam, she…” she said chokingly, her words getting stuck halfway in her throat.

Qi Yue sat on the ground, staring at them unblinkingly, her bloodless mouth slightly open.

A’Ru covered her face with her hands.

Two screams simultaneously pierced everyone’s eardrums.

“A ghost!”

Compared to A’Ru, who screamed and collapsed on the ground trembling, Qi Yue screamed while scrambling backward using both hands and feet.

“You little hussy!” The leading woman was nearly knocked over by the sudden screaming. Seeing that figure, though disheveled, nimbly scrambling into the inner room, she immediately understood the cause and effect like looking in a mirror. Her originally anxious expression immediately darkened, and she kicked A’Ru, who was still screaming at her feet. “Come here! Tear her mouth apart! What use is keeping this trouble-making mouth!”

Immediately, three or four women swarmed over and began beating her mercilessly.

A’Ru cried and dodged. A’Hao, who had collapsed behind the others when A’Ru screamed, squeezed forward crying, blocking these women while shouting that they really weren’t deceiving the nannies, that the Young Madam really had hanged herself…

But she never said the words “the Young Madam really died.” The two maids, having received two such frights in this short moment, shook like chaff and couldn’t catch their breath from crying.

The leading woman glared angrily at the two, stepped inside, first looked up at the white cloth hanging from the beam, and a cold smile appeared on her face.

“Young Madam,” she called out.

No one answered from inside the room.

“Young Madam, do you have any other instructions?” she asked in a neither warm nor cold tone, not expecting an answer.

Still no one answered from inside.

“If you have nothing else, this old servant will go down first. The residence is busy with many people and affairs now. Madam’s health is poor, and the two young ladies are helping manage the household. We’re also dealing with funeral arrangements at the in-laws’ house, and these mourning rituals cannot be the slightest bit careless. This really troubles the Young Madam. When this old servant has free time, I’ll come keep the Young Madam company again.” The woman slowly spoke this long passage, then without waiting for any response from inside, turned and left.

“Nanny Liu, this…” A woman pointed at the white cloth hanging from the beam, asking for instructions.

The woman glanced sideways at the interior and snorted through her nose.

“Leave it. The Young Madam’s health is poor—climbing up and down is inconvenient. It’ll be easier to use next time,” she said indifferently.

These words were truly outrageous, but the women in the room showed not the slightest fear or surprise, instead all showing smiles.

“Look how anxious she was—didn’t even bother with an umbrella, got her clothes all wet. Quick, go tell the kitchen to prepare soup for Nanny to ward off the cold,” another woman instructed.

A young maid immediately ran off, while others held umbrellas, led the way, and escorted the woman out.

As the woman came out, she glanced sideways at the two maids still huddled on the ground.

Feeling that gaze piercing their backs like ice, the two maids couldn’t help but huddle closer together.

“Fortunately, I didn’t listen to you and go tell the Marquis and Madam, otherwise this old bag of bones would have been played to pieces by you two young ones at the end…” she said slowly. “A’Ru, you used to serve the Old Marchioness. How is it that instead of improving, you’ve regressed?”

A’Ru and A’Hao fell to their knees and kowtowed repeatedly.

“We really dare not deceive Nanny Liu, we really dare not deceive Nanny Liu,” A’Ru cried.

The woman didn’t even look at them, said nothing more, and stepped over them.

The group quickly departed, with faint sounds of laughter coming through the rain mist.

“…Only now after so long does she have the guts to try hanging herself…”

“…Has the guts to play but not to endure—really worthless…”

“…If she had really died, that would have been perfect. Our Young Master would finally be free…”

Hearing this unrestrained laughter and conversation, the two maids looked at each other, then hugged and cried loudly.

“Stop crying. The Young Madam is fine—that’s a good thing. I’d rather take a beating and scolding than have it really…” A’Ru patted A’Hao, saying through tears.

A’Hao nodded.

The two supported each other as they stood up, not caring about being soaked from head to toe, and walked into the room in a few steps.

“Young Madam?” they called.

No one answered from inside. A’Ru quickly walked in and saw the corner of a skirt showing from one side of the bed curtain.

“Young Madam…” she softened her voice and called again. “Are you… really all right?”

A hand slightly emerged from behind the curtain, grabbed the curtain and pulled it, wrapping the person more securely inside.

She was too embarrassed to face people. A’Ru sighed. Today’s incident would be thoroughly humiliating if word got out.

“Young Madam, should we call a doctor…” she asked gently again.

“No need.” Finally, a thin voice came from behind the curtain, as if frightened, the voice trembling, hoarse, and brief.

A’Ru stopped and exchanged glances with A’Hao.

“I’m fine.” Another voice came from behind the curtain, this time louder than before. At the same time, half a face appeared briefly from behind the curtain, quickly glanced at A’Ru, then hid back again. “You… you go out.”

A’Ru stood without moving.

“You… go change your clothes quickly,” the voice from the curtain became smoother. “Be careful of catching cold.”

Catching cold? A’Ru was confused. What did that mean?

Given the Young Madam’s temperament, she didn’t ask further.

“Then I’ll go down and change clothes first, then come back to serve the Young Madam,” she said.

A sound of agreement came from the curtain.

A’Ru then came out. A’Hao stood in the main room, looking up at the hanging white cloth with a pale face.

“Sister, this…” she asked timidly.

A’Ru moved over a stool, stood on it, and yanked it down, quickly bundling it up.

“Burn it,” she said.

A’Hao nodded and hurried to straighten the overturned chairs and stools. Suddenly she saw a silver-white box on the floor in the corner.

“Sister, what is this?” she asked.

A’Ru looked over at the sound and was also puzzled. This thing was square, with strange symbols and strange characters marked in red on top.

“We don’t have this in our room, do we?” she said.

They had lived here for three years and could recognize the furnishings with their eyes closed.

She reached out to pick it up.

“Don’t touch it.” A voice suddenly came from the inner room.

A’Ru and A’Hao were startled and looked back to see the Young Madam leaning halfway out of the curtain, staring at them.

“Yes, yes.” The two quickly replied and stepped back several paces. “Young Madam, we’ll go down first.”

Watching the two people lower their heads and retreat, even closing the door behind them, Qi Yue finally breathed a slight sigh of relief. After confirming that the two weren’t actually eavesdropping outside the door, she came out.

She looked around, full of surprise and amazement, her gaze finally settling on a bronze mirror nearby.

Qi Yue took several deep breaths and strode over like going to an execution, first closing her eyes, then suddenly opening them.

In the mirror, a person with a silver plate-like face, almond eyes, and jade-like plain features—completely unfamiliar—was staring at her.

She pouted, bared her teeth, and tugged at her cheeks. The person in the mirror did the same.

“Oh my God…” Qi Yue said to herself, finally putting down the mirror and scanning the room full of furniture that was undoubtedly authentic and definitely not television props. “I’ve transmigrated…”

Chapter 4: This Body
She had transmigrated—to be precise, she had borrowed a corpse to return to life.

This fact terrified Qi Yue. As a surgeon accustomed to life and death, she simply couldn’t understand such an incomprehensible phenomenon.

She faced the bronze mirror and examined her current self again.

The mirror was dim, and she couldn’t see her exact features clearly, but she could be certain she was a classical beauty. Look at those fine eyebrows and almond eyes. Qi Yue raised her eyebrows, glared, and finally smiled with pursed lips. The person in the mirror showed two deep dimples on her face.

Wow, Qi Yue couldn’t help but whistle. If she had looked like this earlier, even if the new girlfriend’s father was the hospital director, it probably wouldn’t have shaken her ex-boyfriend’s steadfast heart.

Looking at this age, Qi Yue reached up to pinch her face. Forgetting it was “her own” for a moment, she used too much force and couldn’t help but grimace and hiss.

Hmm, the skin wasn’t in great condition, probably due to being too thin. But for the twenty-seven-year-old auntie Qi Yue, it felt like being seven or eight years younger.

After familiarizing herself with “her” appearance, Qi Yue turned her attention to the room, starting to look around and touch things with great interest. Everything here seemed novel to her. Everything here was vivid and alive, filled with human presence, unlike the lifeless displays she’d seen in folk residence museums that completely failed to convey the luxurious life of ancient wealthy families.

As she wandered around, Qi Yue’s gaze suddenly stopped when she saw the emergency medical kit still lying on the ground. Her mind thundered, and her fresh curiosity immediately faded.

She had transmigrated! She was Qi Yue but also not Qi Yue! Even though that Qi Yue’s body still existed in the modern world, whether alive or dead, it was no longer her. There was no longer any trace of her in that world!

She would never see her parents or brother again! Her ex-boyfriend would never have to worry about her interfering with his soon-to-be-soaring life! The injured patient at the rural clinic would never wait for her to perform surgery again—though naturally someone else could replace her, another doctor would operate on him…

While A’Ru and A’Hao were changing clothes in their room, they heard faint crying sounds coming from inside. The two exchanged glances and, not caring about their loose hair, hurriedly ran over.

The Young Madam’s suppressed sobs came from inside the room.

“Young Madam, Young Madam,” A’Ru called out urgently, trying to push the door open but finding it barred from inside. This made her even more frightened, and she pounded on the door forcefully. “Please open the door, please open the door.”

Qi Yue sat on the ground leaning against the door, hugging the medical kit as tears flowed uncontrollably. While crying, she opened the medical kit, and oxygen supplies, gauze, tape, stethoscope, scissors, and other instruments came into view…

How did you follow me here? she murmured, running her hands over each piece of equipment she had personally selected.

In this strange place, I only have you…

“Young Madam, Young Madam, please don’t do anything foolish…” A’Ru was frantic with worry. Apart from the crying inside, she got no response. Thinking of today’s frights and all the grievances they’d endured, she slumped to the ground and began crying too.

“Young Madam, I know you’re suffering inside, but no matter how much you suffer, you must go on living…”

“Think of the Old Marchioness—for her sake, you can’t do anything foolish…”

“Think of how the Old Marchioness held on until your wedding ceremony before closing her eyes, all for you…”

“…You must be well, take care of your health, and wait for the Young Master to return. He’ll definitely take you away…”

“Without the Old Marchioness, you still have the Young Master…”

A’Ru couldn’t continue speaking and leaned against the door crying. A’Hao behind her had long since become a tearful mess.

The three people inside and outside the room cried to their hearts’ content in the rainy day, each thinking of their own sorrows.

Outside Qiutong Courtyard, several women in straw raincoats and bamboo hats passed by.

“What’s happening?” one of them asked, tilting her head to listen. “What’s going on in Qiutong Courtyard? Crying like this in broad daylight?”

Someone laughed.

“I just heard that the Young Madam from the East Residence played at hanging herself today. I guess now they’re at the part where they lay out the body and wail,” she said.

Everyone burst into laughter. The woman who had asked clearly didn’t know about this incident and frowned, shaking her head.

“We shouldn’t gossip about the East Residence’s affairs,” she said quietly. “She’s also a pitiful person…”

The women immediately stopped laughing and straightened their expressions, responding affirmatively.

“Let’s go. Deliver these things, pay respects to the Marquis and Madam, then hurry back. Our side can’t do without people either,” the woman said.

The group continued walking slowly. As the woman was about to turn into the side passage, she looked back. Qiutong Courtyard was shrouded in misty rain.

“Sigh,” she sighed softly. “Everyone said it was great fortune back then, not knowing that even good days come soaked in bitter water…”

She looked at Qiutong Courtyard once more, then turned into the side passage with the other women.

Here, A’Ru had been leaning against the door crying for who knows how long. She had cried herself out and was just silently shedding tears when she heard a click as the door opened.

“Young Madam!” Both maids looked up with surprise and joy.

Qi Yue looked at them.

“Get up, stop crying,” she said. Her voice was hoarse, whether from crying or the neck injury.

A’Ru and A’Hao immediately stood up, nodding through their tears.

“Cry when you need to cry. After crying, everything will be fine,” Qi Yue said, giving them a slight smile.

With her pale complexion and swollen red eyes, this smile wasn’t particularly attractive, but A’Ru and A’Hao were so happy they nearly cried again.

“Madam, let’s call a doctor…” A’Ru said.

“Call a doctor for what?” Qi Yue shook her head.

A’Ru paused, only then noticing that the Young Madam’s neck was wrapped in white cloth, though this white cloth looked quite unusual—she’d never seen anything like it before.

“Madam, you…” she couldn’t help asking.

“Oh, this?” Qi Yue touched it. Earlier, while looking in the mirror, she had already treated the wound on her neck. “I took care of it myself. No need to trouble outsiders.”

True, it wouldn’t look good to let it get out. A’Ru and A’Hao nodded.

“A’Hao, quickly go fetch water for the Young Madam to wash her face,” A’Ru instructed.

A’Hao responded and hurried off. A’Ru reached out to help Qi Yue sit down.

Being supported like this at such a young age felt strange to Qi Yue, but seeing that the maid’s actions were obviously habitual, and being new here, she decided to go with the flow rather than get beaten.

A’Hao came in carrying water and knelt in front of her.

“Young Madam, what’s wrong?” A’Ru and A’Hao asked in confusion, seeing Qi Yue suddenly stand up.

This kneeling was really… Qi Yue looked at the two maids’ surprised and worried expressions, forced a smile, and sat back down, allowing them to serve her.

Qi Yue watched curiously as A’Ru brought over a small box with exquisite painted patterns. What a real antique! She couldn’t help but run her hands over it—made of carved lacquer.

A’Ru opened it to reveal seven small compartments and helped her apply face powder, rouge, and lip color.

Qi Yue watched A’Ru clean her already washed hands, then dig out a small piece of balm from a little box and carefully apply it. She couldn’t help but want to exclaim in admiration—they even had hand cream!

After finishing this, A’Ru took the water basin from A’Hao’s hands. A’Hao stood up and took out a comb and pins to arrange Qi Yue’s hair. A’Ru picked a poppy flower from a blooming pot by the window and pinned it in Qi Yue’s hair.

Even going to a photo studio wouldn’t be this elaborate, Qi Yue thought to herself.

“All done, Young Madam,” A’Ru brought over the bronze mirror for Qi Yue to admire herself.

Qi Yue looked left and right and couldn’t help grinning and making faces. Compared to what she’d seen in the mirror earlier, she looked much more vibrant. Turning her head, she saw the two maids beside her looking at her with surprise, so she quickly composed herself and nodded.

“Young Madam, shall I go prepare food?” A’Hao asked for permission.

What time was it? Qi Yue instinctively raised her wrist to check her watch, but saw two twisted silver bracelets…

“Go ahead,” she said somewhat unnaturally, looking outside where the rain was gradually lessening and the originally gloomy sky was slightly brightening.

A’Hao curtsied and left.

“Young Madam, please rest for a while,” A’Ru reached out to help her.

“No need. You go help too. I want to be alone for a while,” Qi Yue shook her head.

A’Ru’s face showed some concern, and she hesitated for a moment.

“It’s fine. Go on. I’ve already acted foolishly once—it won’t happen again,” Qi Yue smiled at her, then added, “I’m sorry for frightening you all.”

Tears welled up in A’Ru’s eyes.

“Young Madam, it’s because we servants didn’t take proper care,” she said chokingly.

“It’s not your fault,” Qi Yue said. She didn’t know what to say to this maid who was completely a stranger to her, and didn’t dare say much, so she kept it brief and even waved her hand with a slightly impatient expression.

A’Ru immediately stopped talking.

“If the Young Madam needs anything, just call me. I’ll be in the courtyard,” she said, lowering her head and retreating. Whether intentionally or not, she didn’t close the door.

Qi Yue exhaled and relaxed her rigid posture. As the room fell quiet, her mind was still in chaos.

Was this real or fake? Had she really transmigrated? Become someone else? And in ancient times no less! Dear God, how was she supposed to live this life!

Chapter 5: Amnesia
The rain outside had already stopped.

Through the wide-open door, Qi Yue could see into the courtyard where the two maids were using iron rakes to clear fallen leaves and dead branches that the rain had knocked down, preventing them from clogging the drains. They spoke quietly as they worked, one reminding the other not to get her feet wet, the other directing this one to scoop from here. Their soft voices and gentle mannerisms, combined with their attire in this rain-washed classical courtyard, created a scene like an ink painting—fresh and elegant.

The one who had applied her makeup was called A’Ru, and the one who had arranged her hair was the younger one called A’Hao. They were both easy names to remember.

Qi Yue sighed. Things had come to this point—she’d have to take it one step at a time.

She sat there in a daze, lost in wild thoughts, when A’Ru and A’Hao came in carrying food.

One bowl of porridge—thin porridge. Qi Yue stirred it with a spoon—millet.

One round cake, palm-sized. Qi Yue broke it open with her hands—surprisingly, it was made with unleavened dough.

Vegetables—what kind of vegetables were these? They seemed similar to pickled Chinese cabbage roots from winter. Qi Yue poked at them with chopsticks. There was another dish that appeared to be meat, though it seemed to have been simply boiled in water—bland and tasteless.

With maids serving her and being called “Young Madam,” plus a large group of servants earlier—though their attitudes were a bit strange—this was undoubtedly a large household. Looking at the furnishings and clothing, this should be a wealthy family.

“This is what I’m eating?” Qi Yue couldn’t help but ask.

This wasn’t even as good as the cafeteria food at the financially strapped rural clinic.

“Young Madam, this month’s allowance hasn’t been delivered yet…” A’Ru lowered her head and murmured.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound. Being new here, she shouldn’t worry about food and drink for now. Though she didn’t know if this was breakfast or lunch here, according to her time difference, it should be dinner time anyway.

“Then I’ll eat,” she said with a smile.

The two maids breathed a sigh of relief but were also somewhat surprised. This time, the Young Madam didn’t lose her temper or cry upon hearing this news. Instead, she smiled and ate heartily. Seeing the completely cleaned dishes, both couldn’t help but stare at the Young Madam in amazement.

“Waste is shameful,” Qi Yue said seriously.

Regardless of what the original owner’s appetite or habits were, she, Qi Yue, had this appetite and these habits.

She didn’t intend to pretend. One person wasn’t another person—no matter how much she pretended, she couldn’t fool anyone. It was better to use amnesia and personality change as an excuse.

A’Ru and A’Hao didn’t understand what this phrase meant, but as servants, they were accustomed to listening without questioning. They nodded and responded affirmatively.

“You go eat first. When you’re done, come back. I have something to tell you,” Qi Yue said.

Seeing her somewhat serious expression, A’Ru and A’Hao felt uneasy but didn’t dare ask many questions. They hurriedly cleared the dishes and withdrew.

They returned shortly—whether they had eaten or not was unclear.

Qi Yue still sat in the chair. Seeing them approach, her expression became even more serious, making the two maids panic.

“I need to tell you something,” Qi Yue began. “Today when I hanged myself…”

“Young Madam, we were talking nonsense. The Young Madam never did such a thing…” A’Ru immediately knelt down crying.

A’Hao also knelt down.

Qi Yue looked helpless. She hadn’t said anything yet—what were these two maids thinking?

“I did it, and I really died,” she said, ignoring their words and continuing.

A’Ru and A’Hao looked up at her in astonishment, then cried even harder.

“…Actually, I even drank Meng Po’s soup and can’t remember anything—how I died, how I got to the Yellow Springs Road, whether I saw the King of Hell—I don’t remember any of it. I only remember wandering around aimlessly, not knowing where to go or what to do…” Qi Yue stopped them from speaking again and continued. Her gaze looked toward the door as if immersed in memories.

A’Ru and A’Hao gradually stopped crying and looked at her with expressions of shock, amazement, and some fear. They were listening, and with Qi Yue’s deliberately low, deep tone, the two maids couldn’t help but huddle closer together.

“…I walked and walked, and suddenly…” Qi Yue said, then abruptly paused.

A’Hao, being younger, couldn’t help but cry out, then realized her impropriety and covered her mouth while kowtowing in apology.

Qi Yue was actually amused by her and waved her hand to indicate it was fine.

“Suddenly I saw a person, an… um, an old lady waving at me,” she continued, this time in a gentler tone. “At that time, I was unconscious and thoughtless, so I just walked over. She looked at me and cried, saying many things I couldn’t understand…”

“What did she say?” A’Ru, being bolder, couldn’t help but ask.

“Things like ‘silly child, why did you come here’ and ‘what’s the point of this suffering,'” Qi Yue said, frowning as if trying hard to remember. She was indeed trying to remember, and as she thought, she thought of how heartbroken her relatives would be losing her, and tears began flowing. “…I didn’t recognize who she was, but I felt she was someone very, very close to me…”

Hearing this, A’Ru’s expression froze, then she sat up straight.

“Was… was it the Old Marchioness?” she asked stammering.

Old Marchioness? Qi Yue shook her head.

“I told you, I drank Meng Po’s soup and forgot everything, including… you all,” she said with a sigh, wiping her tears.

“Ah? Young Madam, you… you don’t recognize us anymore?” A’Hao asked with a shocked expression.

Qi Yue nodded.

“At that time, the old lady grabbed me, she cried and I cried too. Then I asked where I should go, and she said I should naturally go back. I had long forgotten where I came from, and before I could ask, she pushed me, and then I woke up,” she said in one breath. “When I woke up, I saw a large group of you rushing in. I thought I was still in the underworld and that you were going to interrogate me. I was terrified.”

A’Ru and A’Hao nodded. Thinking of that moment when they first saw each other, the Young Madam had indeed shouted “ghost!” and looked genuinely frightened—that definitely wasn’t acting… So that’s how it was.

But… this was too…

A’Ru and A’Hao didn’t know what to say for a moment. They just sat on the ground in a daze while Qi Yue also remained silent, waiting for them to process this themselves. The wait wasn’t long.

“So the Young Madam doesn’t remember anything from before?” A’Ru asked.

Qi Yue felt relieved and nodded.

“You can get up now,” she said.

A’Ru helped A’Hao up, and they both stood.

“Young Madam really doesn’t remember A’Hao?” A’Hao pointed at her own face and asked.

“Forget about you—I don’t even remember myself,” Qi Yue said.

“Oh, this Meng Po’s soup is really that powerful…” A’Hao exclaimed.

“Of course it’s powerful. Otherwise, if people were reincarnated still carrying memories from their previous lives, how could they live?” Qi Yue explained. Ancient people should all believe in this deeply—it would be easier to deceive them.

Then the human world would be in chaos. The two maids thought about it and nodded in unison.

“So,” Qi Yue exhaled and leaned back in her chair, “I’m also someone who’s been reincarnated. Though I don’t know why that old lady pushed me back, since I’ve returned, I must live well. Not knowing about the past is actually better—starting everything fresh is clean and pure.”

Thinking of past events, A’Ru cried again. Forgetting was indeed better.

“So don’t worry about me. I absolutely will never seek death again,” Qi Yue said, looking at her with a smile.

A’Ru nodded through her tears.

“The Young Madam… doesn’t recognize the people in our residence either?” she asked quietly after thinking for a moment.

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“There’s nothing to hide about this. Whether they believe it or not, I have a clear conscience,” she said.

A’Ru understood her meaning and nodded in agreement.

A’Hao didn’t understand what they were talking about, but thinking that the Young Madam no longer recognized her made her very sad. She earnestly introduced herself to Qi Yue, while Qi Yue began asking about things she had “forgotten.” Compared to the steady A’Ru, A’Hao was more lively and talkative. Qi Yue quickly learned about “her” past from A’Hao’s account.

Qi Yueniang, from Yandu in the Great Qing Kingdom. As for what the Great Qing Kingdom was, Qi Yue interrupted to ask, but the answer was that the Great Qing Kingdom was just the Great Qing Kingdom, so Qi Yue gave up asking further.

This Qi Yueniang’s parents had died early. She and her grandmother had fled as refugees to Yong’an Prefecture, taking shelter at the foot of Peach Blossom Mountain, ten li outside the prefecture city. At fourteen—five years ago—she had by chance treated the Marquis Dingxi’s Old Marchioness who had been bitten by a poisonous snake while going up the mountain to burn incense. After her grandmother accidentally fell from a cliff and died, the Old Marchioness, considering her lonely and helpless state and remembering the life-saving favor, brought her into the residence to personally raise her at her side, treating her the same as the young ladies of the house. Two years later, she petitioned for an engagement between her and the eldest son of Marquis Dingxi. Three years ago, when the Old Marchioness fell gravely ill, she moved up the wedding date to personally witness their wedding ceremony. Right after the newlyweds completed their bows, the Old Marchioness closed her eyes.

This sounded like an incredibly melodramatic legendary tale! This Qi Yueniang, an orphaned girl, had leaped to become the eldest grandson’s wife of Marquis Dingxi’s residence—the future Marchioness Dingxi of the next generation. This was undoubtedly the most brilliant sparrow-to-phoenix transformation! However, it seemed that after the prince and princess married, they didn’t live happily ever after…

Chapter 6: Reaction
“So then I became seriously ill and had to recuperate in seclusion at the separate estate due to my grief over the Old Madam’s passing?” Qi Yue asked, while reaching for a nearby teacup and handing it to A’Hao.

A’Hao had been talking until her mouth was dry, but seeing Qi Yue personally offering her water, she was so frightened she quickly waved her hands.

“This is a reward for you,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Hao glanced at A’Ru beside her.

“Thank you for the reward, Young Madam,” she said, then curtsied in thanks before accepting the cup.

“Yes, counting from today, it’s been exactly three years,” A’Ru took over the conversation.

Three years… the days had passed like a dream… The two maids fell silent for a moment.

“What illness did I have?” Qi Yue frowned as she asked. This body felt quite fine to her – surely there wasn’t some hidden ailment?

Would she die directly and return to modern times, or would she need to seek out another host?

“At first, you took some calming medicine, but later the medicine was stopped too,” A’Ru said, lowering her head.

She didn’t say what illness it was, nor did she say there was no illness. This kind of half-finished sentence sounded profound but was actually quite simple. Qi Yue understood immediately – ah, so it wasn’t illness, but house arrest in disguise.

It seemed this Young Madam’s situation was rather delicate. Qi Yue couldn’t help but tap her fingers on the armrest as she thought to herself.

“Then… I’m the Young Madam, so where is the Young Master?” Qi Yue asked. “Does he come regularly to attend to my illness or something?”

To suddenly have a husband, and an ancient one at that, from this blind marriage arrangement – this was really quite troublesome…

“Since the Old Madam passed away, after the three-times-seven mourning period, the Prince received imperial orders to go to the northern frontier military camp. He hasn’t returned once,” A’Hao jumped in to answer again. “Young Madam, the Prince will be returning soon. Once he returns, you can move out and won’t have to suffer this treatment anymore…”

Well, it would be better if he returned slowly, Qi Yue nodded. Besides, whether this man was reliable or not remained to be seen.

“Alright, it’s getting late. If Young Madam has anything else to ask, we can talk tomorrow,” A’Ru interjected.

Only then did Qi Yue notice that it had already grown dark outside. Without realizing it, they had chatted for an entire day, not even stopping during dinner.

She had heard enough information today – it was sufficient for her to digest.

“It is getting late. Everyone has been shocked and frightened today, we’re all tired. Let’s wash up and sleep early,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru and A’Hao responded in acknowledgment, one attending to Qi Yue’s washing while the other prepared the bed.

“Sister, let me sleep here with you tonight,” A’Hao said in a low voice, tugging at A’Ru.

Having personally witnessed and heard such a tale of returning from the underworld and resurrection, the young girl was thoroughly frightened.

Qi Yue, who was curiously examining ancient undergarments, overheard this and looked up to see a small bed beside the main hall – apparently the night-watch maid’s position.

Although she had experienced this inexplicable possession and soul exchange, as a surgeon, she was quite brave. Besides, she wanted to think about some things and preferred to be alone.

“You should all sleep in your own rooms,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru glared at A’Hao, who lowered her head in shame and guilt.

“I want to be alone and quiet. Maybe I’ll remember something,” Qi Yue said again before they could speak, her voice carrying an indisputable emotion.

The Young Madam had never spoken so decisively before. A’Ru hesitated for a moment, then lowered her head and agreed.

“If Young Madam needs anything, just call me. We’ll be in the side room,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded, watching as A’Hao lowered the window curtains and the moon-gate door curtains, while A’Ru extinguished the lamps outside one by one.

“Young Madam, we’re retiring now,” they said in unison, waiting for Qi Yue’s acknowledgment before withdrawing and closing the door.

The soft footsteps departed, and the night after the heavy rain was peaceful, with the faint sound of frogs croaking from somewhere unknown.

Late at night, A’Ru returned from the window once more. This time she removed her outer garments and lay down.

“Sister, has Young Madam gone to sleep?” A’Hao asked, huddled under the covers with half her head hidden.

“The lights are out,” A’Ru said, blowing out the oil lamp by the bed.

“Don’t blow out the light…” A’Hao said softly.

“Go to sleep quickly, you’re being jumpy,” A’Ru scolded in a low voice.

A’Hao dared not speak again, listening to the wind outside occasionally carrying the strange cries of night birds. Frightened, she curled up and covered her head with the quilt. Soon she heard A’Ru’s breathing become steady, as if she had fallen asleep.

“Sister, sister…” she couldn’t help but call softly.

“What now?” A’Ru turned over and asked.

A’Hao cautiously poked her head out a little.

“Sister, at that time… when you checked on Young Madam… had she really stopped breathing?” she asked in a suppressed voice.

“Go to sleep. This matter ends here. You’re not allowed to mention it again,” A’Ru suddenly sat up and said sternly in a low voice. “A’Hao, if you continue being so disobedient and senseless, I’ll tell Nanny Su to send you away. You won’t be able to stay with me anymore.”

“I’ll be good, I’ll be good. Sister, don’t be angry, don’t send me away,” A’Hao also sat up, no longer caring about being scared, bowing and raising her hands in oath.

A’Ru sighed again.

“Lie down quickly. You were caught in several downpours today – be careful not to catch a cold. If you fall ill, we can’t even call for a doctor, and you’d only be able to rely on fate,” she said, her voice low and dejected. “Look at you – of the five maids the Old Madam originally sent here, they all found opportunities to leave. It’s not like you didn’t have chances either. The Second Miss liked how you styled hair and specifically requested you, but you refused to go, insisting on staying here. Who knows if these days will ever end – what’s the point of this suffering…”

“But sister, didn’t you stay too?” A’Hao said with a giggle.

“I’m different from you all. You have parents here and were assigned by the household. I was bought from outside and have been with the Old Madam since childhood. The Old Madam personally took my hand and gave me to the young lady. Unless the Old Madam gives word again, I won’t go anywhere,” A’Ru said.

But the Old Madam was gone now and would never speak again in this lifetime…

A’Hao was silent for a moment.

“I won’t go anywhere either. I like being with Young Madam and sister because… because you’re both good people,” she said after holding back for a moment.

A’Ru laughed despite herself and grabbed a pillow to throw at her.

“I just scolded you, and you’re talking nonsense again,” she chided. “You can’t say such things outside – what good people, bad people – you’ll be accused of gossiping.”

A’Hao giggled and threw the pillow back.

“I know, I only say it here with sister,” she laughed.

“Alright, lie down and sleep quickly. There’s plenty of work to do tomorrow,” A’Ru said, lying down first.

A’Hao agreed and lay down. Having talked for a while, the fear in her heart had been dispelled. After such a tiring and shocking day, she soon fell into deep sleep.

Only then did A’Ru quietly exhale, gripping the edge of the quilt, her eyes wide open in the darkness.

“At that time…” she moved her lips, speaking in a voice barely audible as a mosquito’s buzz, “Young Madam really had stopped breathing…”

Chapter 7: Minor Confrontation
Early the next morning, A’Ru, who had used powder to cover the dark circles under her eyes, came to attend to the Young Madam’s rising.

Qi Yue had already gotten up. Having experienced such an incomprehensible event, she had barely slept. She only dozed off briefly at dawn and was now struggling with the clothes laid out on the bed.

“How does this thing get put on?” Qi Yue muttered while trying to put it on herself. Hearing the door, she quickly pretended to have just woken up.

Surely helping the master dress was one of a maid’s duties.

“Did Young Madam sleep well?” A’Ru asked while pulling open the curtains and raising the bed hangings. Morning light streamed in, and the room immediately became bright and cheerful.

“Well,” Qi Yue said with a smile, sporting two dark circles under her eyes.

A’Ru poured her a cup of hot tea. Qi Yue slowly held it in her mouth while casually observing A’Ru.

A’Ru picked up a small white porcelain vessel from beside the bed and came over.

This was a mouth-rinsing basin? Qi Yue naturally spat into it while marveling inwardly. Last night she had studied it for quite a while – this white porcelain was made so exquisitely, small and adorable. She had thought it was for ornamental enjoyment, not realizing it was merely a spittoon.

The lifestyle of an ancient marquis household was truly extraordinary in every aspect.

After rinsing her mouth, she then drank tea. Qi Yue walked back and forth in the room a few times, stretching her body.

“The weather is nice today,” she said to A’Ru.

The best way to start a conversation was with the weather – this should be universally applicable across all times and places.

A’Ru smiled and nodded.

“After the rain, the flowers and plants outside are so vibrant they make one’s heart flutter,” she said, handing Qi Yue an object.

Qi Yue took it and looked – her heart exclaimed “wow” again. A toothbrush!

Of course it couldn’t compare to modern ones. It was coated with salt. Qi Yue happily brushed her teeth, then A’Ru washed her face and applied makeup.

What a wicked old society… this was too enjoyable…

“That girl A’Hao is being playful again,” A’Ru said, looking outside.

A’Hao was good at styling hair, which was why the Old Madam had originally given her to the Young Madam, so hair styling had always been her responsibility.

“What’s the rush? We don’t have anything urgent to do,” Qi Yue said, experimenting with various hairpins from the jewelry box to arrange her hair in different styles.

“You’re too good-tempered, you’ve spoiled her,” A’Ru laughed, while continuing to clean and tidy the room.

“Do you think this hairstyle I’ve done looks good?” Qi Yue would turn around and ask her from time to time.

The master and servant chatted back and forth in a relaxed and pleasant atmosphere. Just as they were enjoying themselves, they heard arguing voices outside, including A’Hao’s voice.

“Go see what’s happening,” Qi Yue immediately said.

A’Ru had been waiting for this instruction. Upon hearing it, she hurried outside.

As she went out, the courtyard gate also opened, and Qi Yue could hear the conversation outside.

“…I picked this lotus flower first…”

“…Who said you could pick it! Our Concubine said she wanted this early on…”

“…Our Young Madam…”

“…What Young Madam? Don’t ruin this good flower, give it to me quickly, you little hussy. Say another word and I’ll tear your mouth…”

This was immediately followed by A’Hao’s pained cry, apparently she had gotten the worse end of it.

“Which courtyard are you from? How can you hit people?” A’Ru looked at the little maid in front of her who had pushed A’Hao to the ground and snatched the lotus flower from her arms.

Three years ago, during Qi Yue and the Prince’s wedding, for added joy, the household had released a batch of older maids, pairing them with young men in marriage, and most of their duties had changed. A new batch of young maids had come up. After that, she had followed the Young Madam into Qiutong Courtyard and wasn’t very familiar with these newcomers.

Looking at this maid, about twelve or thirteen years old, wearing a half-new, half-old azure cloth shirt and blue cloth pants, with a pointed face and sharp features – clearly a rough servant girl used for sweeping and running errands who couldn’t enter the inner quarters.

Since the Old Madam’s passing, the household rules had indeed become increasingly lax. Hadn’t such maids received any training? Even if she didn’t recognize people, she should recognize A’Hao’s sash. How dare she be so aggressive?

As A’Ru spoke, the little maid paid no attention. Despite her small stature, she was quite agile, snatching the lotus flower in a few moves. She looked up at Qiutong Courtyard with disdain, spat at A’Ru, and turned to run.

A’Ru trembled with anger. Originally, cold words and attitudes were manageable – they could still maintain face when meeting. But now such a rough servant girl had come to cause trouble at their door…

“You stop right there,” she chased after her in a few steps, grabbing the little maid and shouting sternly, “Who taught you such manners? You’re out of line!”

A’Hao also came over and, taking advantage of A’Ru holding her, snatched back the lotus flower.

“Setting aside the question of our respective statuses, I picked this lotus flower first. There’s no reason for you to snatch it halfway. You’re being too domineering. Do you think all the flowers and plants in the entire mansion that catch your eye belong to you, and others can’t pick them?” she said angrily.

“Who do you think you are to lecture me? People say that everyone in Qiutong Courtyard doesn’t even count as cats and dogs,” the little maid said with her nose in the air, trying to push A’Ru away while reaching for the lotus flower again.

A’Ru knew there was much unpleasant talk behind their backs, but she hadn’t expected it to be this ugly.

“The Young Madam was properly married with a matchmaker, personally arranged by the Old Madam, with an imperial decree. Even I, A’Ru, am at least someone who served the Old Madam. To say… to say such treasonous words! Tell me, who said this? I’ll report her immediately and have this lawless, rule-breaking person thrown out,” she trembled like a sieve, gripping the little maid and shouting sternly.

The little maid became frightened, her eyes darting about. Desperately trying to break free but unable to, she simply turned and bit A’Ru’s hand. A’Ru hadn’t expected this girl to be so crude. With a cry of pain, she pulled her hand back and reflexively slapped the little maid.

The little maid covered her face and ran away.

A’Ru was so angry she shouted “Don’t run!” and chased her a few steps but ultimately couldn’t catch up.

A’Hao pulled her back, consoling her as they returned to the courtyard.

“She said she’s from Concubine Zhu’s courtyard…” she whispered to A’Ru, “An outsider… when the roof beam is crooked, the pillars below are slanted… Sister, don’t be angry. Getting angry with her is too beneath you.”

Just two months ago, the Madam had arranged to bring back a woman the Marquis had been keeping outside.

“Yes, when even such people can enter the household, what rules are left…” A’Ru murmured, her anger replaced by sadness, her expression dejected. Yes, the Old Madam had been gone for three years, and in these three years, too much had changed…

A’Ru didn’t enter the room but asked A’Hao to tell the Young Madam so she wouldn’t worry, while she herself went to the small kitchen next door under the pretext of preparing breakfast.

A’Hao entered the room showing no dejection, but rather carrying a hint of victorious satisfaction as she arranged the lotus flower.

“The lotus flowers in the lake bloom late, only those near the lake-heart bridge bloom early. I’ve had my eye on this one for a while, knowing that after yesterday’s rain it would surely bloom today. I ran over first thing this morning and indeed…” she said happily, “Young Madam, don’t you think it’s beautiful?”

Qi Yue smiled and nodded in praise. A’Hao’s face lit up with an even brighter smile, though her hair was somewhat disheveled from the earlier struggle, making her look a bit comical.

“Someone saw it and got jealous, came to fight me for it. I’m sorry for troubling you,” she hadn’t forgotten A’Ru’s instruction to report back, saying this with a smile.

“Good things, right? If no one fights for them, what makes them good things? It shows you have good taste,” Qi Yue laughed.

A’Hao happily curtsied in thanks.

“Let me help Young Madam style her hair…” she said, about to help Qi Yue undo her casually arranged hair. She hadn’t even picked up the comb when the main gate crashed open.

“A’Ru, come out here!”

A female voice rang out at the gate. Along with this shout, the slightly ajar main gate was kicked open, and four or five people rushed in.

Leading them was a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl wearing a fish-white small-flowered straight-cut thin shirt, pink skirt, and red sash at her waist. She was tall and pretty, with her pointed chin slightly raised, standing in the middle of the courtyard.

Behind her followed several maids of similar age, wearing scallion-green or tender-yellow sashes, all with angry expressions.

A’Ru came out of the kitchen, looking at this girl.

“It’s Su Mei. What do you want with me?” she said, her eyes showing the joy of seeing an acquaintance.

The newcomer pulled a little maid from behind her.

“Is it her?” Su Mei asked.

The little maid was the one who had fought for the lotus flower earlier. Being dragged by Su Mei, she glared fiercely at A’Ru.

“It’s her,” she said.

A’Ru understood what this was about, and the joy on her face faded.

“Su Mei, I heard you’re serving under Concubine Zhu…” she said.

Before she could finish, Su Mei stepped forward and slapped her.

The crisp sound of the slap echoed in the courtyard, stunning everyone inside and out.

A’Ru covered her face, looking at the person before her in disbelief.

“Where I serve is none of your concern,” Su Mei snorted, “Even when beating a dog, one must consider the master. Sister A’Ru, you served the Old Madam for so long, but the Old Madam has only been gone three years and you’re already confused?”

She emphasized the words “Old Madam” and “gone.”

Tears welled up in A’Ru’s eyes as she stared at this maid who was younger than herself, seeming to still see her timid, fawning expression from years past.

“Whatever sister wants to do, just say it…”

“…Sister, teach me, I don’t understand…”

“…Being able to help sister is my good fortune…”

Her tears finally fell drop by drop.

“Those words are absolutely right.”

A female voice suddenly rang out.

Everyone present looked toward the sound to see a woman standing at the room’s entrance. Her hair was not styled, she wore an outer garment draped over her shoulders, and was slowly picking her nails with a hairpin, looking over with a half-smile.

These years everyone had avoided Qiutong Courtyard, and since this Young Madam never left her room while recuperating, everyone had nearly forgotten her appearance. But seeing her now, they immediately recognized her – after all, the Young Madam’s face was beautiful enough to be unforgettable.

“Young Madam…” Su Mei lowered her head and curtsied, showing little fear on her face. As she was about to say something, Qi Yue spoke first.

“A’Hao, slap her,” she said lightly.

A’Hao, who had been trembling with anger behind her, immediately rushed out upon hearing this and delivered a heavy slap to Su Mei.

Like A’Ru, who hadn’t expected the visitor to speak and strike immediately, Su Mei also didn’t react in time and took the slap squarely.

This slap from A’Hao carried all her accumulated new and old grievances. Following the principle of making each strike count, she didn’t restrain her newly grown nails either. With one slap, Su Mei not only screamed in pain but also had blue-white marks on her face plus two scratches, with blood seeping out.

“You, you dare hit me!” she shrieked, feeling her face burn with pain. When she touched it and felt blood, she realized she was disfigured!

Her looks were her life! Su Mei nearly fainted. The maids who had come with her also surged forward in a commotion, wanting to grab and beat A’Hao.

A’Hao, having received prior instructions, didn’t linger after her successful strike and quickly ran back to Qi Yue’s side in two or three steps.

“Kneel down!” Qi Yue raised her voice and shouted.

The chaotic maids were startled into silence, staring blankly at Qi Yue leaning against the doorframe.

“You’re absolutely right – even when beating a dog, one must consider the master. What are you things? Running to my presence to hit and scold my maids?” Qi Yue slapped the doorframe and shouted, “Are you blind, or am I, your master, dead?”

The slap made a loud thump, frightening the maids into shuddering. The marquis household had strict hierarchies, and by instinct, one of them couldn’t help but kneel down. Once one knelt, the others followed suit due to herd mentality. Su Mei, though extremely unwilling, also had to kneel.

Taking advantage of the maids lowering their heads, Qi Yue quickly took two breaths and shook her hand.

She had used too much force – the slap had nearly broken her hand. This was because it was her first time performing such a scene and her technique was unpracticed…

She should have grabbed a teacup, teapot, or vase to smash, but those items looked like genuine antiques and fine imperial porcelain to Qi Yue – far too precious. The psychological pressure was too great for her to bring herself to destroy them.

Chapter 8: Minor Disturbance
After Su Mei and the others knelt down, no one took the initiative to confess their wrongs. After the initial panic passed, they became somewhat dismissive.

“Young Madam, I…” Su Mei covered her cheek, tears in her eyes, about to speak.

“Save whatever you have to say for later,” Qi Yue interrupted her with some impatience. “Disturbing people’s peaceful dreams so early in the morning. A’Hao, come in and style my hair. A’Ru, prepare breakfast…”

Having said this, she turned back into the room, simply leaving these people to wait.

Su Mei bit her lower lip, her face showing both shame and anger, then looked toward A’Ru.

Since receiving that slap, A’Ru had been standing to the side without speaking. Seeing her look over now, she turned and walked away.

“What’s there to be proud of…” Su Mei bit her lip and muttered under her breath, wringing the handkerchief in her hands viciously. “Kneel then. If we don’t get to the bottom of this, I won’t get up.”

Qi Yue sat at the dressing table, which gave her a clear view of the courtyard. She saw that the group of maids knelt obediently at first, but soon began to slump and sway, clearly having rarely or not recently suffered such treatment.

“…Originally she was like us, serving the Old Madam. Her parents managed the carriages and horses, and they spent so much money bribing people to get her into the Old Madam’s courtyard. She fawned on sister like a dog…” A’Hao said while biting a hair ribbon in her mouth and arranging Qi Yue’s hair into three loops. “…After the Old Madam passed away, she was assigned to Second Miss’s room. Don’t know how she managed it, but she ended up in the newly arrived concubine’s room. Such a rootless character, yet she was promoted to fill the position of second-class maid in the concubine’s quarters. Her tail is wagging up to the sky now… Madam, you’ve forgotten and don’t know – concubine quarters don’t have the qualifications for first-class maids… She thinks she can stand on equal footing with Sister A’Ru… She doesn’t consider that she’s just in a concubine’s quarters, and an outside mistress who was brought in as a concubine at that…”

Qi Yue just laughed listening to this. She hadn’t expected even a maid squad to have so many intricacies – how complex must the personnel matters be in this noble household?

This Marquis Dingxi was a nouveau riche, or rather, since the current Great Qing Dynasty was recently established, basically everyone in the court was nouveau riche.

The first Marquis Dingxi was a founding hero who fought north and south with the founding emperor. Two generations earned this glorious family fortune. By now it had passed to the third generation who grew up in luxury. After the old marquis died, the legitimate eldest son Chang Rong inherited the title and married a daughter from the Xie family, a prominent clan in the capital, bearing the eldest son Chang Yuncheng. Eighteen years ago, Madam Xie died of illness, and he remarried Madam Xie’s younger sister, who is now the current Marchioness Dingxi in charge of the household. To distinguish her from the previous wife, people call her Little Madam Xie.

“Ah? The younger sister-in-law married her brother-in-law?” Qi Yue turned around in surprise.

“Young Madam, don’t move,” A’Hao was inserting a hairpin in her hair and quickly said.

“Don’t wear this anymore. I’m not going out, so let’s be comfortable at home,” Qi Yue pulled down her hand with a laugh, while excitedly asking, “Tell me quickly about this younger sister-in-law marrying her brother-in-law…”

Just as A’Hao was about to say something, A’Ru came in carrying food and happened to hear this sentence, so she coughed.

“Young Madam, time to eat,” she said, glaring at A’Hao.

A’Hao was very familiar with this look and knew she had spoken too much and said the wrong thing again. She stuck out her tongue and quickly came over to help set out the food, stopping her chatter.

The meal was still radish pickles, millet porridge, and unleavened flatbread…

“Next time let’s make leavened bread. This unleavened stuff gives me heartburn,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru’s face showed some shame.

“This servant is too clumsy,” she said.

“I’ll go ask the kitchen how to make it,” A’Hao added from the side.

Qi Yue looked up at these two.

“Oh,” she realized. “Neither of you can cook?”

No wonder this meal really didn’t have the feel of an ancient wealthy family’s food.

Hearing this, A’Ru and A’Hao were somewhat amused. They were maids who attended the mistress and young ladies, not kitchen maids – how would they learn such things?

Qi Yue also laughed.

“No need to ask, I’ll make it,” she said, standing up and heading outside.

“Young Madam, you’ve eaten too little. Please eat more,” A’Hao looked at the millet porridge that had barely been touched and quickly urged.

“No rush, I’ll eat more later,” Qi Yue waved her hand and stepped out the door.

The two didn’t know what she wanted to do but had to follow.

Su Mei and the others, who had been kneeling until their legs ached, heard the commotion and looked up to see Qi Yue coming out. They immediately straightened their kneeling postures, putting on expressions of being both wronged and proud. However, they hadn’t expected this Young Madam, who only finished washing and dressing when the sun was high, to not even glance at them and walk straight into the kitchen.

“Sister Su Mei, if she doesn’t tell us to get up, do we just keep kneeling?” a maid asked quietly from behind.

Su Mei had bitten her lips raw, looking toward the kitchen where the master and two servants were doing something unknown, with faint laughter coming from inside.

“Kneel then, what’s to fear?” she laughed coldly in response to that maid. “When she had power to show off before, she was worse than a servant. Now that she lives worse than a servant, she wants to show off. Let’s see what she can manage.”

Although this Young Madam had been in the Marquis Dingxi household for five years – two years following the Old Madam – she wasn’t someone these maids and servants could meet whenever they wanted. For the past three years, she had been shut away in her courtyard as if she had disappeared. Everyone was unfamiliar with her temperament.

“Sister Su Mei, you were in the Old Madam’s quarters before and must be familiar with the Young Madam. What’s her temperament like?” a maid asked quietly. “We followed you here, so it’s good to understand and have some sense of proportion.”

Oh my goodness, this is just kneeling for a while and you’re already going soft? Su Mei glanced sideways at this maid – she’d probably be a fourth-class maid for life.

“Speaking of this Young Madam,” she said with a contemptuous smile, “when the Old Madam was alive, she truly doted on her in every way. I’m not lying – there wasn’t a bit of false sentiment. Our family’s three young ladies all had to step aside. If outsiders didn’t know better, no one could guess she was actually picked up from outside. She was clearly treated like a legitimate beloved daughter…”

“The Young Madam saved the Old Madam’s life…” a maid said softly.

“Saved her life?” Su Mei scoffed and curled her lip. “A fourteen or fifteen-year-old beggar girl – what life could she save? Who knows what tricks she used to bewitch the Old Madam like that. Bringing her in to raise was one thing – treat her like a pet cat or dog for amusement. But to actually betroth her to the Prince! What kind of person is our Prince?”

Speaking of this, she was so angry she could barely stay kneeling, and her face stopped hurting as she let go and waved her handkerchief.

“Sister Su Mei, everyone knows she’s not worthy. This isn’t the time to talk about that. Tell us quickly about her temperament – is she a troublemaker or a pushover?” the maid next to her quickly reminded.

Only then did Su Mei return to the main topic.

“Don’t even mention this – just bringing it up makes my liver hurt with anger, let alone thinking about how angry Madam must be. Our Madam fell seriously ill at that time, which was definitely related to this…” she said in a low voice, pressing her chest. “Speaking of her – an orphan who brings misfortune to parents, with no father or mother to discipline her. She ate food from a hundred families, wore clothes from a hundred families, spent her days fighting with chickens and dogs for scraps in front of temples. Even with the Old Madam teaching her hand by hand, she still couldn’t get on stage. She looked at people with the expression of a sneak thief. You couldn’t get a fart out of her with three sentences. Not only did she not dare lift her head when seeing Madam or the young ladies, but even in front of us maids, she was like a grasshopper, constantly trembling with fright. What temperament could she have? She had no temperament at all. Oh my goodness… I can’t mention this anymore. Why am I kneeling to her! What is she anyway!”

As she spoke, she was about to stand up, but fortunately a maid beside her held her down.

“Regardless of whether she was anything before, now she’s in that position in our household…” the maid said, suppressing laughter as she held up two fingers and waved them.

In the inner quarters of Marquis Dingxi’s household, the Old Madam was supreme. Now that the Old Madam was gone, the Marquis’s wife was the highest, followed by this legitimate daughter-in-law of the eldest son. This position of principal wife was higher than even the household’s young ladies, let alone the Marquis’s concubines.

“The position is that position, but it depends on what kind of person sits in it,” Su Mei snorted.

“You’re having quite a lively discussion.”

The Young Madam’s voice rang out, and the group of maids who had been kneeling while having their tea party suddenly realized the three people from the kitchen had already come out.

“Young Madam, this servant…” Su Mei’s face no longer showed grievance but undisguised anger as she began to speak.

“Since you were talking so happily, keep talking for a while longer,” Qi Yue said with a smile, waving her hand and walking straight into the room without stopping.

Su Mei was so angry she nearly fell backward.

“Xian’er,” she called to someone behind her.

The rough servant girl kneeling at the back immediately crawled over.

“What orders does sister have?” she asked.

“Get up and go,” Su Mei said.

The rough servant girl didn’t care about anything – she had been impatient with kneeling anyway. Since someone would take responsibility later, she immediately stood up and ran off.

“Go tell the nannies in the courtyard that if Concubine asks for me, cover for me. Say Su Mei is receiving instruction from the Young Madam and can’t leave,” Su Mei hadn’t expected this girl to run off without a word or courtesy, so she hurriedly called out instructions.

Fortunately, though this girl had no other abilities, she was skilled at finding backing and tattling. She acknowledged and disappeared in a flash.

Su Mei’s voice was neither loud nor soft, and the people in the room heard clearly.

“Young Madam, she’s gone to get reinforcements,” A’Hao called from the doorway. “What nerve, running off without permission.”

Qi Yue was washing flour off her hands in a basin A’Ru had brought and laughed upon hearing this.

“I thought she had gone long ago. Only going now? How honest,” she laughed, then continued speaking to A’Ru about what they had been discussing. “In a while, when the dough has risen, I’ll make you sugar pancakes.”

“How could we dare trouble the Young Madam,” A’Ru said uneasily. “It’s because we don’t serve you properly…”

“Oh, stop saying that,” Qi Yue took the towel to dry her hands. A’Ru went to pour out the water, and A’Hao was still standing in the doorway watching. She walked to the dressing table herself to look for the hand cream A’Ru had given her that day.

Just as she finished applying the cream, she heard A’Hao calling out.

“They’re here, so quickly,” she said, her face showing some anxiety as she looked outside. “Oh my, it’s Nanny Zhou…”

Hearing this, A’Ru couldn’t help but glance at Qi Yue, who was still at the dressing table.

Qi Yue was still looking around and touching things.

“What’s her background?” she asked casually.

“She manages the storerooms for the Great Madam…” A’Hao’s face went pale with fright.

Those who managed storerooms, logistics, and finances were all close confidants of the leadership, naturally holding special status. Qi Yue nodded and put down what she was holding to look outside. She saw a woman stop at the gate with two or three other women following behind.

This woman was in her forties, wearing a brown vest over a dark blue inner garment. Her hair was neatly combed, her face round and pleasant, with kind features.

“What are you little hussies doing here so early in the morning?” she looked directly at Su Mei and the others and asked. “Your Concubine is organizing her courtyard, and a bunch of little maids are running around with no one managing them. You’re really getting above yourself now…”

When Su Mei and the others saw her arrival, their faces showed surprised joy they could hardly believe.

“Nanny, Nanny,” Su Mei crawled over to her on her knees, crying and kowtowing, lifting her head high so the red marks and scratches on her face could be seen clearly. “I have offended the Young Madam…”

Chapter 9: Reaction
At this point, Su Mei was crying so hard she could barely catch her breath.

Seeing her condition, Nanny Zhou and the women behind her all looked shocked.

That was quite a heavy hand indeed. Given this Young Madam’s temperament, having the audacity to make maids kneel was already an extraordinary display – to actually strike someone…

Nanny Zhou couldn’t help but look toward the room entrance. Despite all this commotion on their side, the room seemed to neither see nor hear anything.

“Young Madam, this old servant greets you,” she glanced at Su Mei, then stepped forward, lowering her head to bow toward the room while saying with a smile.

“Who is it?”

A voice from inside asked, then a figure emerged, fanning herself with a small fan.

When this person appeared, Nanny Zhou and the other women couldn’t help but have their eyes light up.

This woman wore a lotus-root colored dotted crossed-collar shirt with a honey-colored long skirt, her hair in a high chignon, lightly powdered and rouged, wearing no pearl hairpins. But just this movement, this voice, even the casual way she fanned herself, all appeared so charming and captivating.

These women of status and position naturally knew what the Young Madam looked like, but this glimpse today was far more stunning than their memories.

Perhaps it was because they hadn’t seen her for so long? Nanny Zhou thought to herself, then looked at the Young Madam again, feeling it wasn’t because of that, but rather… her spirit and energy!

Yes, it was her spirit and energy!

As a capable steward under the Marchioness, she was naturally familiar with this famous Young Madam. Whether serving the Old Madam or shut away in the courtyard, due to her origins and background, this woman always gave people the impression of being timid and apprehensive. Although when she first shed her beggar’s garb and appeared groomed and dressed, her appearance was shocking, it was just that momentary shock – upon further observation, there wasn’t much flavor left.

But now it was different. It felt like an exquisite silk flower suddenly becoming a real flower – the appearance unchanged, but now with vitality. Before she was beautiful but lifeless.

Come alive… Nanny Zhou’s heart suddenly skipped a beat as she remembered yesterday’s rumors. Looking at the smile on the Young Madam’s lips again, she couldn’t help but shiver in broad daylight.

“Young Madam, this is old Zhou,” she quickly lowered her gaze, not daring to look further, and spoke respectfully.

Qi Yue made an acknowledging sound.

“Nanny Zhou comes at just the right time. I’m planning to make some flatbread, but these two clumsy maids of mine can’t do anything. Even when they go to the kitchen, they can’t explain what’s needed clearly. Since you’re passing by anyway, could you please tell the steward to send some starter dough? Eating those unleavened flatbreads day and night gives me such heartburn I can’t sleep,” she said as if suddenly remembering something important.

Nanny Zhou hadn’t expected her to say this. After a moment of surprise, she quickly smiled and agreed, while understanding clearly the implications of her words.

“They really deserve a beating. This old servant has been negligent, to think the Young Madam had to speak up,” she immediately bowed while lightly slapping herself.

“Oh my, you mustn’t hit yourself. You don’t manage that area. If you really managed it, that would be overstepping your authority and slapping that steward’s face,” Qi Yue laughed.

Look at how formidable a head steward was – regardless of what she thought of people in her heart, her surface behavior was flawless. Young girls should learn well from this.

Nanny Zhou’s expression couldn’t quite keep up. After a moment of stunned silence, she quickly smiled and bowed in thanks.

“Oh, you’re busy with many affairs, I won’t chat with you anymore. Go quickly and attend to your business,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, waving her small fan.

Nanny Zhou acknowledged and turned to leave, but fortunately was bumped by a woman behind her. She was startled by herself – after just a few sentences, she had forgotten what she had come for.

What was wrong with her?

“…Young Madam, about this Su Mei…” she spoke again.

Before she could finish, Qi Yue waved her fan and interrupted.

“Oh, if you hadn’t mentioned it, I would have forgotten. A few little maids had a quarrel that gave me such a headache, so I punished them by making them kneel for a while so I could eat in peace,” she said, waving her hand cheerfully. “Now that I’ve finished eating, you may all go.”

That’s it?

Nanny Zhou and the other women, as well as Su Mei and her group, all stared at Qi Yue in bewilderment.

“Does Nanny have something else?” Qi Yue asked them with a natural expression.

“Ah, no, no,” Nanny Zhou was being inappropriate for the third time today. “These maids actually offended the Young Madam, so naturally they should be punished. Just kneeling isn’t enough – proper rules must still be observed.”

Su Mei and the others immediately became anxious, with Su Mei reaching out to grab Nanny Zhou’s sleeve.

“What big matter is it? It’s not that serious. Go quickly,” Qi Yue laughed. “A’Ru, please see Nanny Zhou out.”

Su Mei’s prepared lengthy complaint and justification had no chance to be voiced.

“Hurry and thank the Young Madam,” Nanny Zhou scolded while shaking off Su Mei’s hand with a warning look.

Su Mei prostrated herself on the ground crying.

“Thank you, Young Madam,” she said these words feeling like dying, yet powerless to do otherwise. The other party had clearly stated it was maids bickering, hadn’t concealed anything, and hadn’t complained about their wrongdoing to the visitor. This left her not knowing how to voice her grievances. What kind of situation was this today!

“Please, Nanny Zhou,” A’Ru had already come over. Without even glancing at Su Mei, she smiled at Nanny Zhou.

“I wouldn’t dare trouble the young lady, please stay,” Nanny Zhou smiled while stepping away.

A’Ru saw them to the gate. Having knelt for so long, Su Mei and the others walked somewhat unsteadily, all hanging their heads in dejection. Today they had come to vent their anger but ended up with such frustration stuck in their hearts that they could neither swallow nor spit out, especially Su Mei, whose tears hadn’t stopped. She looked back at A’Ru with venomous eyes.

A’Ru merely glanced at her indifferently, then turned back inside and closed the door.

“Young Madam, we’re just letting it go like this?” A’Hao inside was asking Qi Yue with some indignation.

“Yes, I really didn’t intend to do anything anyway,” Qi Yue laughed, looking at the fan in her hand with pleasure. “Besides, what could we really do to them? Punishing her to kneel and suffer a bit – we didn’t lose out, so that’s enough profit.”

“Too easy on her. If she dared treat the Great Madam like this, never mind the Great Madam – even with any of the concubines, if she didn’t die, she’d lose a layer of skin,” A’Hao said indignantly.

“The key is she wouldn’t dare treat those people like this,” Qi Yue laughed. “She’s not stupid – she knows which persimmons can be squeezed and which can’t. So don’t blame the person squeezing persimmons – who told you to be a soft persimmon…”

She laughingly tapped A’Hao’s forehead with her fan and went into the inner room to examine “her” various decorations and objects with interest.

A’Ru quietly listened to these words, looking at Qi Yue with complex eyes, then pulled the still-puzzled A’Hao and quietly withdrew.

Meanwhile, Su Mei left Qiutong Courtyard and immediately grabbed Nanny Zhou, crying.

“Nanny, you must give us justice. They hit people first, and now they’re acting like the good ones…” she cried.

“You gave them the opportunity to act good,” Nanny Zhou said. Her usually kind face actually showed some impatience and distraction. “For better or worse, why did you go provoke that place?”

Su Mei hit a wall. In front of so many people, she felt she had lost all face for this lifetime and covered her face, crying as if about to die.

“Stop crying. I know your little schemes – you used to be beneath others and now want to gain some advantage. Girl, listen to me: get your footing stable first, then talk about other things,” Nanny Zhou said, seeing her crying severely. Thinking about this girl’s possible fortune, she patiently explained. After speaking, regardless of whether Su Mei could listen or not, and with other matters on her mind, she hurried away.

Whatever Su Mei said when she returned, or however she was instructed, she did quiet down and never came seeking justice again. As for Qiutong Courtyard, they simply received the delayed provisions sent by the kitchen according to regulations, then happily closed their doors and disappeared from everyone’s sight as they had in the past.

This small storm died before it could even rise, as if it had never happened in this great marquis household.

Chapter 10: Rumors
May 23rd was Marquis Dingxi’s forty-sixth birthday. Since it wasn’t a milestone birthday, it wasn’t appropriate to celebrate grandly, but considering they had just finished the Old Madam’s three-year mourning period and hadn’t had any joyous activities for three years, the whole family was eager for some festivities. So they not only hired an opera troupe but also invited relatives and friends to gather.

Since it was the Marquis’s birthday banquet, the menu was personally reviewed by the Marchioness.

Rong’an Courtyard was Marchioness Dingxi’s residence, located in the southeast main courtyard of the Marquis Dingxi estate. With carved beams and painted pillars, winding corridors through rockeries, and adjoining wing rooms, it was magnificent and imposing.

The entire Marquis Dingxi estate was originally a feudal prince’s mansion from the previous dynasty. This prince had committed crimes before the fall of the previous dynasty, and the mansion was confiscated by the court. Because of its high specifications, no one dared buy it. Once such a fine mansion had no residents and lost its human presence, the house fell into decay. Combined with subsequent dynastic changes and years of warfare, by the time it reached Marquis Dingxi’s hands, it was in terrible disrepair. It took two generations of repairs and expansions to restore the splendor of the prince’s mansion at its peak.

Marchioness Dingxi, Little Madam Xie, was by nature not fond of commotion, so there was rarely loud talking in her courtyard. However, at this moment outside the rear corridor’s inverted hall, a woman with sloping shoulders and a slender waist was loudly scolding something. Three trembling little maids knelt before her.

When Nanny Zhou walked over, she witnessed this scene and recognized one of the little maids as the daughter of one of her subordinate women, so she stopped.

“…tear apart that mouth of yours, go receive a beating, have your parents come over, get out of here immediately, and never enter Rong’an Courtyard again in this lifetime…” the woman said through gritted teeth.

The little maids were so frightened they kowtowed and cried for mercy.

“What’s happening here?” Nanny Zhou said as she approached.

Hearing the inquiry, the woman turned around. She was sixteen or seventeen years old, with a thin, elongated face, clear brows and beautiful eyes, wearing a dark red short vest over a tooth-white inner garment, with a scallion-green sash.

Nanny Zhou recognized her as a third-class maid from this courtyard called Jinchai.

“What are you doing, miss? The Marquis’s important day is approaching – how can you be so angry?” she said.

Nanny Zhou had a steady temperament and rarely spoke up in public or private. Among the Marchioness’s many servants, she was quite unremarkable. But the fact that she had managed the Great Madam’s storerooms from the very first day she came with Great Madam Xie, and even after Little Madam Xie married in ten years ago, she still managed both sisters’ storerooms, and now with the Old Madam’s death, the mansion’s main storerooms were gradually being handed over to her as well, showed the trust placed in her.

Jinchai didn’t dare act superior in front of her. Her elongated face immediately filled with smiles as she bowed and greeted her.

“Nanny Zhou has come,” she said, glancing at the little maids prostrate and crying on the ground. “These little hussies are not only lazy and slippery but also gather together gossiping. Nanny naturally knows that the Great Madam most dislikes such chattering troublemakers…”

Nanny Zhou nodded, seemingly casually glancing at the kneeling maids.

“Sister, sister, we won’t dare again, sister please spare us this once…” one of them immediately grasped at this straw, kowtowing while crying.

“You all should know the rules if you’re going to serve here,” Nanny Zhou said.

The three maids immediately kowtowed to her as well, raising their hands to slap their own faces.

“Madam is in the room – stop making noise. If she hears this, it will truly be troublesome,” Nanny Zhou frowned.

“Hurry and get out,” Jinchai said, taking the hint.

The three maids, as if receiving amnesty, kowtowed several more times before getting up and running away.

“If there’s a next time, I definitely won’t spare you,” Jinchai called after them, watching them run off.

“Is Madam busy?” Nanny Zhou asked with a smile.

“Yes, looking at the menu. Nanny Liu, Nanny Su, and the others are all there,” Jinchai smiled. Seeing no one around, she took Nanny Zhou’s arm and walked quickly a few steps, saying in a low voice, “Nanny Zhou, have you also heard about that person’s affairs?”

Having just scolded the little maids for gossiping, she herself couldn’t wait to gossip. Nanny Zhou smiled with pursed lips.

“Which person?” she asked.

“That… person…” Jinchai looked around and said quietly, “The one from Qiutong Courtyard.”

Nanny Zhou’s heart skipped two beats as she guessed what she was going to say.

Seemingly casually, people in every corner of the Marquis Dingxi estate began discussing a strange matter. Whether staying up all night drowsy with fatigue or lying in bed resting after a tiring day, the story of the Young Madam of Qiutong Courtyard’s death and resurrection was the hottest, most invigorating topic of conversation.

Nanny Zhou covered the incense burner, her movements light and silent. Curling white smoke dispersed in the room, dispelling the summer afternoon’s stuffiness.

Lifting the curtain made of uniform pink small pearls, Nanny Zhou entered the eastern wing room. A woman around thirty-five or thirty-six reclined on the kang with closed eyes, seemingly asleep. She had high cheekbones and a plump figure, wearing casual gray-blue silk with black satin trim in a round-collar front-opening shirt and bean-green silk skirt. Perhaps because she was napping, she had removed her hairpins and ornaments, leaving only a red gold and kingfisher feather hair ornament.

A young maid who had just gotten her hair styled was seriously fanning beside her.

Nanny Zhou walked over, took the fan from the little maid’s hands, and waved her away. The little maid tiptoed out.

“What are they all saying?” she suddenly asked.

This was said so abruptly it could startle someone, but Nanny Zhou showed no surprise, as if the two had been chatting all along.

“Madam,” Nanny Zhou continued fanning while saying, “With so many important matters troubling your mind, why pay attention to such trivial tricks and petty schemes?”

This was Marchioness Dingxi, Madam Xie.

“First hanging herself…” she still kept her eyes closed, speaking slowly, “the maids crying and wailing throughout the courtyard that she was dead, then drawing people to see her alive again, saying something about entering the underworld, drinking Meng Po’s soup, and seeing the Old Madam. I didn’t know that one who was usually like a wooden puppet had this talent for making up lies.”

As she spoke, she opened her eyes and made to sit up. Nanny Zhou smoothly and timely placed a large pillow under her arm so she could recline.

“They say that old witch pushed her back. Those words sound quite beautiful – since the dead old witch permitted her return, shouldn’t she be revered in this household?” A trace of smile appeared on Madam Xie’s face. This smile lingered around her lips, appearing gentle and kind, but if outsiders heard these words, they would be terrified thinking they were dreaming.

The Old Madam of Marquis Dingxi, her mother-in-law, from her mouth came such repeated references to “old witch.”

Nanny Zhou’s demeanor remained composed.

“Whatever she says, let her say it. It’s just a passing wind that will blow over,” she brought over a cup of tea and said quietly, “Madam needn’t pay attention.”

“Three years of silence, and now suddenly she’s putting on a show,” Madam Xie took the tea and sipped it, then picked up a handkerchief to gently wipe her mouth, her expression half-smiling. “Could it be she’s calculated that Cheng-ge is returning and wants to make another attempt?”

Nanny Zhou was silent for a moment.

“If you have something to say, just say it,” Madam Xie noticed her hesitation.

“That day I happened to pass by Qiutong Courtyard and encountered a little maid running away. When questioned, she said Su Mei from Concubine Zhu’s courtyard was being punished to kneel by the Young Madam,” Nanny Zhou said.

“Su Mei?” Madam Xie pressed her temples. “The one who dresses seductively and whom Concubine Zhu parades in front of the Marquis?”

“Yes,” Nanny Zhou said with a smile.

Madam Xie said nothing more, a bland smile crossing her face.

“We know Miss Qi’s temperament all too well. Never mind making maids kneel – she wouldn’t dare even speak harshly to maids. So after hearing this, though I shouldn’t have interfered, I couldn’t help but go take a look,” Nanny Zhou continued. Though she hadn’t mentioned it these past days, somehow that woman’s image of leaning against the door and smiling kept flickering before her eyes, making her feel uneasy.

“What did you see?” Madam Xie asked.

Nanny Zhou looked up at her.

“It was like… like she had become a different person,” she said.

Madam Xie looked at her with an odd expression, as if wanting to laugh and get angry simultaneously.

“Are you saying she really did drink Meng Po’s soup, forgot her past memories, and was reborn as a new person?” she asked.

Nanny Zhou felt somewhat embarrassed, not knowing what expression to make. Truthfully, she didn’t know what she was trying to say – she just felt that way.

“It seems our Young Madam’s words weren’t lies after all,” Madam Xie smiled again, standing up to stretch her shoulders and back. “To make even an old hand like Nanny Zhou believe these rumors – such ghostly tricks can only be taught by ghosts. She really must have gone to the underworld and met that dead old witch.”

She laughed as she spoke, laughing so hard she couldn’t help bending over.

“Madam, this old servant is ashamed,” Nanny Zhou said embarrassedly, lowering her head.

“Investigate,” Madam Xie suddenly stopped laughing, her eyes slightly focused. “The ones who play tricks in this world are never ghosts, but only people. Go investigate for me and see who’s stirring up trouble behind the scenes. It’s quite an alternative approach – actually picking up this waste to use as a weapon.”

Nanny Zhou solemnly acknowledged, feeling even more ashamed. How confused she had been – at her age, she hadn’t thought of this. However, a trace of puzzlement and doubt still flashed through her heart…

That Young Madam she saw that day, the aura she displayed, the way she spoke – all of it seemed impossible to teach through mere instruction. Even the Old Madam personally training her for two years hadn’t resulted in…

“Why aren’t you going?” Madam Xie frowned, interrupting Nanny Zhou’s distraction.

Nanny Zhou didn’t dare think further and hurriedly left with acknowledgment.

Madam Xie watched the swaying bead curtain for a while before sitting down.

“That old witch always calculated well…” she said slowly, “but as the saying goes, human calculations can’t match heaven’s will. No matter how well calculated, it can’t overcome heaven not allowing her one more moment. Heaven itself wouldn’t keep her – dead for three years now, yet some still foolishly try to raise storms under her banner. Such overestimation of oneself…”

Chapter 11: Birthday Celebration
Actually, the Marchioness of Dingxi’s guess wasn’t wrong, but her cleaning operation was destined to end in failure. Even if she turned the entire Dingxi Marquis Manor upside down, she wouldn’t find this person, because this person was living peacefully and steadily in Qiutong Courtyard, wholeheartedly striving only to make her own days more comfortable.

Near evening, Qiutong Courtyard began preparing dinner.

“Ha, fresh, all-natural, pollution-free…” Qi Yue looked at the white chicken before her, plucked clean and washed spotless, clicking her tongue as she muttered to herself.

“Young Madam, what did you say?” A’Hao asked.

“Nothing.” Qi Yue smiled, rubbing her hands together, eager to try, “Well then, tonight we’ll eat **.”

A’Hao’s eyes immediately lit up. Ever since that day when she ate the leavened sugar pancakes that Qi Yue made, this poor child who had been sustained by her own cooking for three years could no longer swallow the food she made.

Compared to modern professional women who had developed self-reliance through studying and living in employee dormitories, A’Hao, this ancient maid, was more like a pampered young lady.

“What flavor does A’Hao like?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, “Pan-fried, stir-fried, boiled, deep-fried, or grilled – which one do you choose?”

“Of course whatever Young Madam is best at,” A’Hao said.

That would naturally be barbecue party secret grilled chicken and chicken wings… Qi Yue snapped her fingers – no problem.

“What?” A’Hao didn’t catch it again, looking at Qi Yue’s somewhat strange gesture.

“Nothing, nothing, just slang I learned from those beggars in front of the temple back then,” Qi Yue laughed. For the “amnesiac” self’s suddenly refined culinary skills, she attributed everything to Qi Yueniang’s decades of beggar life.

Beggars, after all, always had to find ways to fill their stomachs, and certainly had cooking methods that these well-fed people from great households couldn’t imagine.

However, there were too few chicken wings, and they didn’t have the tools needed for barbecue here. A’Hao, in order to eat, wasn’t afraid to meet those people in the kitchen anymore. She ran off to get them, since for some reason, those originally harsh women had much better attitudes now. Who knew how long this hot-and-cold mood swing would last – taking advantage of the opportunity, A’Hao was determined to get what she could first and worry about later.

“Why are you rushing around so frantically?” A’Ru called out, watching A’Hao dash out like a streak of smoke. Looking back at the kitchen, Qi Yue had her sleeves rolled up, humming a little tune, gripping a knife with both hands as she chopped the chicken apart.

“Young Madam, let me do this. How can you do such work?” A’Ru hurried over.

“It’s fine, just idle anyway,” Qi Yue said, gritting her teeth as she chopped off the chicken head with one stroke. Turning back to see A’Ru looking at her with a strange expression, “Are you finished with your work?”

A’Ru withdrew her gaze and nodded quickly.

“Then go help make some soup,” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Ru acknowledged and walked to the stove.

“Young Madam…” she called out again.

Qi Yue didn’t turn around but made a sound of acknowledgment.

“When you ask this slave to do things, you don’t need to say ‘help,'” A’Ru said with her head lowered.

Qi Yue’s chicken-chopping motion stopped, and she turned to look at her.

“Oh,” she simply responded.

When Nanny Zhou arrived with her people, the first thing she heard was laughter coming from the courtyard, along with the aroma of roasted meat.

“Young Madam,” Nanny Zhou stopped at the door, calling out respectfully.

The laughter stopped.

“Oh, it’s Nanny Zhou. Please come in quickly,” Qi Yue’s voice came from inside, still carrying laughter.

Nanny Zhou pushed open the door and first looked toward the main room, but didn’t see anyone.

“Nanny Zhou.”

Following the voice, she saw that woman standing by the small kitchen door, smiling as she raised her hand in greeting, holding an iron fork.

“Oh my, my lady, what are you doing?” Nanny Zhou was startled and called out, looking around frantically, “Where’s A’Ru? Has that little hoof started slacking off too?”

A’Ru hurried out of the kitchen to pay her respects, her sleeves rolled up and hands covered in oil, showing she hadn’t been idle.

“I’m just playing around,” Qi Yue smiled, handing the iron fork to A’Hao, “Nanny, come try some of our grilled chicken.”

But Nanny Zhou heard a different meaning.

“When Young Madam was recuperating in the separate courtyard, the kitchen was far away, and in winter the food would get cold during delivery, which was bad for your health, so we opened a kitchen in the courtyard. Now that it’s summer, we should go back to having the main kitchen send meals as before,” she immediately turned to instruct the women behind her.

The women quickly acknowledged.

“No need, no need,” Qi Yue laughed, while urging A’Hao, “Take some over for Nanny Zhou to try, let her see our handiwork.”

A’Hao acknowledged and turned to go into the kitchen, bringing out a plate of chicken wings.

“Nanny, please try some,” she held it before Nanny Zhou, seeing there were four more women behind her, she quickly added, “We’ve only made this one plate so far.”

The women behind, who had originally been craning their necks to look, stood properly, some pursing their lips with a hint of disdain – little girl with shallow vision, what haven’t we eaten before?

Nanny Zhou looked at the seven or eight chicken wings arranged on the plate. The household always ate whole chickens, and this was the first time she’d seen wings prepared separately. Her professional instinct made her think this must be the kitchen staff shortchanging Qiutong Courtyard’s portions again, and Young Madam was deliberately taking this out to slap her face…

Thinking this, she looked at the chicken wings grilled to a golden, glossy finish, and indeed reached out to take one and bite it.

“Mmm,” her eyes lit up.

“Delicious, right?” A’Hao said with some pride, “Please don’t remove our small kitchen, just have them send things over more promptly.”

This was complaining about the kitchen’s skills…

A’Ru glared at A’Hao.

Here, Nanny Zhou, being an elder, though it was delicious, didn’t really start eating.

“Young Madam has excellent skills,” she praised with a smile.

“Just fooling around when I’m bored,” Qi Yue smiled, looking at Nanny Zhou, her gaze falling on the food box held by the woman behind her, “Is there something you need, Nanny?”

“Today is the Marquis’s birthday…” Nanny Zhou said, as the woman behind stepped forward to present a food box, “Young Madam cannot attend, so Madam specially had longevity noodles sent over.”

A’Ru’s expression showed great alarm and some unease upon hearing this. Heavens, with her unsettled state these days, how could she forget the Marquis’s birthday was approaching? No wonder she’d been hearing faint sounds of drums and music. Though the Marquis’s birthday had nothing to do with them anyway – from the first year, Madam had decreed they weren’t allowed to appear at the birthday banquet, nor to kowtow or anything…

“Nanny’s timing is perfect, and having a food box is even better,” Qi Yue smiled. Having already told more than one lie, she spoke falsehoods smoothly without stuttering, “At noon the maids and I kowtowed in the courtyard and wished the Marquis a thousand autumns. Since I can’t go in person, I thought I’d make a dish tonight to add to the Marquis’s longevity. Nanny, please take it over for me.”

Nanny Zhou hadn’t expected this. So Young Madam was cooking personally for this reason…

This time Qi Yue went into the kitchen herself and brought out a bowl.

“I don’t have much skill, it’s just the thought that counts,” she said.

Here A’Ru had already taken the food box and removed a bowl of noodle soup.

Nanny Zhou saw it was a bowl of some kind of stir-fried meat. It smelled quite fragrant but looked ordinary.

“Young Madam is so thoughtful,” she smiled and nodded.

A’Ru put the dish inside, and Nanny Zhou took her leave.

A’Hao watched the departing figures with a melancholy and reluctant expression.

“Stir-fried chicken pieces… I haven’t even tasted it yet…” she murmured. Before she could finish, A’Ru smacked her head, making her stick out her tongue and not dare say more.

“Come on, come on, chicken bone soup with noodles,” Qi Yue called out.

With fresh food still available, A’Hao immediately perked up, picked up the bowl of longevity noodles, and ran into the kitchen.

The Marquis of Dingxi’s evening birthday banquet was held in the main hall where they usually lived. The formal banquet at noon had already been celebrated, and by evening the friends and relatives from outside had all departed, leaving only the close family.

The Marquis of Dingxi had four sons and four daughters. The eldest, Chang Yuncheng, was twenty-four, and the youngest daughter was four. Besides his legitimate wife, Young Madam Xie, he also had five concubines and seven or eight chamber maids, plus the personal maids and women servants of each person, creating a lively crowd filling the entire room.

Additionally, there were the concubines from his father’s generation and legitimate younger brothers living in separate residences. However, those elderly concubines from his father’s generation no longer attended such gatherings – they either lived in quiet retirement or had been taken away by concubine-born sons. Those with good relationships sent their children and grandchildren to the banquet, while those with ordinary relationships just sent someone to kowtow. The Marquis of Dingxi’s legitimate younger brother had died young, and his widow lived next door with her children in what everyone colloquially called the West Residence. This family naturally all had to come.

Although the Marquis of Dingxi’s ancestors were of military origin, by the time it reached Chang Rong, the military aspect had faded. He only held a civilian position in the military department. Fortunately, his eldest son Chang Yuncheng had inherited the family tradition again, so the Marquis of Dingxi felt more at ease to cultivate his refined lifestyle, becoming increasingly fond of elegance and comfortable living. Besides this, he had another refined hobby – he loved beautiful women. So not only were his concubines and favored maids all outstanding in appearance, but even the ordinary maids in places where eyes could see were all of above-average looks. At this moment, the courtyard was filled with pearl ornaments, jade hairpins, and the sounds of orioles and swallows, making it seem like a celestial banquet.

Except for the eldest son Chang Yuncheng who was away on military duty, all the other children were present. The large hall with five interconnected rooms had ten full tables set up. Since they were all family brothers and sisters, there were no strict male-female restrictions, and they sat mixed together in one hall.

When Nanny Zhou arrived, the evening banquet was in full swing.

Chapter 12: Birthday Gifts
“Father, this is a painting I sought out for you.”

A handsome young man of about seventeen or eighteen, wearing a blue-purple round-collar robe with a jade crown, stood up and presented a gift box.

This was the Marquis of Dingxi’s third son, Chang Yunqi.

He lifted his head, meeting the eyes of the smiling Marquis of Dingxi in the place of honor. The father and son’s faces were cut from exactly the same mold.

The Marquis of Dingxi, approaching his fiftieth year, didn’t look old due to his pampered lifestyle. His handsome features had gained a few more traces of years’ accumulation, making him appear scholarly and gentle.

The Marquis of Dingxi looked at this son with a warm smile.

“What good thing is it? Open it and let’s see, let Father check if you’ve been deceived,” he laughed with some teasing.

The Marquis of Dingxi considered himself a very humorous and good-natured person who liked to joke. When he wanted to joke, he didn’t care about occasion or seniority. The Old Marchioness was very displeased with this and scolded him frequently. The Marquis of Dingxi’s good nature was precisely shown in this point – no matter how his mother berated him, he would respond when he should, but continued doing things his own way.

Chang Yunqi smiled and opened the box with his hands, nodding his chin toward a young man of similar age sitting nearby.

“Fourth Brother, help me,” he said.

The young man quickly stood up. This was another son born to a concubine, Chang Yunhong.

The two brothers unrolled the scroll together. It turned out to be a horizontal scroll painting of a reclining beauty. This beauty was charming and seductive, as if just awakened from spring sleep, with alluring eyes like silk and slightly disheveled clothes, painted so lifelike it seemed real.

The Marquis of Dingxi laughed heartily, while a trace of disdain appeared on Madam Xie’s face.

The other siblings and brothers also gathered around to look. Seeing this beauty painting, the men all laughed while the women felt somewhat shy.

“Oh my, Third Young Master’s gift really… it’s fortunate this is his own father…” a concubine sitting at the lower seat whispered to another, “Where have you seen a son give his father this kind of thing…”

This concubine was in her twenties, beautiful and charming, with a voluptuous figure.

“Concubine Zhu just arrived, so she doesn’t know,” the concubine listening to her, around thirty, stirred her soup with a spoon while speaking without even glancing at her, “Our Marquis doesn’t avoid such things. The Marquis has said that a family should show true nature – there’s nothing that can or cannot be done. Would it be filial to knowingly give something disappointing and admonishing to spoil the mood when you know your father likes flowers, plants, and beauties?”

The phrase “just arrived” made Concubine Zhu slightly embarrassed, but she quickly recovered.

“Yes, younger sister is new and young, not knowing proper conduct. Elder sister is experienced – please guide me more,” she said with a smile.

The soup-stirring concubine’s movements became more vigorous, the bowl and spoon clinking crisply.

No one noticed these small movements, but the people viewing the painting became lively.

“Qi-ge’er,” a tall young man of sixteen or seventeen suddenly asked, “this painting has some flavor of Master Tang’s work…”

Master Tang was a renowned scholar of the time, surnamed Tang, whose calligraphy and painting skills were extremely high. Over time, his real name was forgotten and everyone called him Master. His paintings and calligraphy were worth a fortune and difficult to obtain. He was also unrestrained and carefree, hard to meet, making it even harder to request his works.

At these words, everyone looked at Chang Yunqi.

“Brother, you’ve become obsessed thinking about Master Tang’s paintings,” another young man pulled the speaker and whispered, “No one in all of Yongqing Prefecture can get Master Tang’s paintings. Besides, these past two years Master Tang has become even more elusive and mysterious. They say he’s ascended to immortality…”

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yunqi seemed to have been waiting for this very comment. He laughed heartily and picked up the paper box that had held the painting, taking out a small narrow strip and shaking it open with his hand.

“Father, this is the painting your son specially requested for you,” he said loudly.

The narrow strip unfolded – unmounted, seemingly torn randomly from a sheet of paper, with several characters written on it.

“Marquis of Dingxi Chang Rong – Auspicious Celebration”

There was also a large seal and a small inscription signature.

“It’s Master Tang’s!” the young man who had first raised the question shouted. If Chang Yunqi hadn’t dodged quickly, the narrow strip would have been grabbed by him.

The Marquis of Dingxi also stood up, his face full of surprise and joy.

The Marquis had originally thought it was just the children’s plaything. He liked it well enough but hadn’t taken it seriously – he’d seen real beauties before. But now that it was actually from Master Tang’s hand, the meaning wasn’t just that of a simple beauty painting. Moreover, there was this personally inscribed and signed strip.

“Good, good, bring it here quickly for me to see,” the Marquis said loudly.

When everyone carefully brought the painting over, not caring that they were at a banquet, the Marquis of Dingxi examined it thoroughly, unable to hide his smile.

“You’ve worked hard for this. How much effort did you spend to get it?” he looked at his son and laughed.

“If Father is happy, then it’s worth it for your son,” Chang Yunqi said loudly.

“Uncle, Uncle…” Before the father and son could finish their filial moment, the young man squeezed forward and bowed.

“Yunsheng, stop right there. It’s no use saying anything,” the Marquis of Dingxi smiled and raised his hand to him, “I don’t lend out paintings or calligraphy…”

The young man’s face immediately clouded with sorrow.

“Uncle…” he called out.

“This boy, the painting is good, but the mounting is too crude. After I have it properly mounted, come to my study – I’ll let you look at it for one day,” the Marquis of Dingxi smiled.

“Uncle is too stingy, only one day to look,” the young man grumbled.

“Stingy? Uncle will tell you a method,” the Marquis of Dingxi laughed.

“Uncle, please tell me quickly,” the young man’s eyes lit up as he asked eagerly.

“Go quickly and marry a wife, then have a big fat son. Wait another ten-odd years until your son grows up and can also find you a painting. Then you can even hug it while sleeping and no one would dare object…” the Marquis of Dingxi laughed.

At these words, the whole hall burst into laughter.

“Uncle, how can an elder tease a junior like this?” the young man said with mixed laughter and tears. Unable to continue this topic, he had to sit down.

“Qi-ge’er is so thoughtful,” Madam Xie said with a slight smile, looking at the instantly lively hall, though her gaze was directed toward a woman on the other side.

The whole room was filled with beauties, but this woman approaching forty didn’t pale in comparison.

This was the Marquis of Dingxi’s concubine, the Old Marchioness’s niece, Madam Zhou. Originally, if Young Madam Xie hadn’t married in, she would now be the Marquis of Dingxi’s legitimate wife. She had given birth to one son and one daughter.

However, these were all private rumors among the servants. At the time, because of these rumors, Madam Zhou had cried and wanted to return to her natal family, saying this was creating discord between her and Young Madam Xie, making it impossible for her to maintain her position in the Marquis’s manor. As a side branch whose father had died early, being able to serve the Marquis and Madam was a blessing accumulated over several lifetimes. She would work like an ox or horse to repay the Marquis and Madam. These rumors actually slandered her by suggesting she had private relations with the Marquis before marriage – such words that sullied the Marquis and destroyed her reputation would truly be the death of her, making it impossible to maintain her position here.

At that time, Young Madam Xie had just entered the household. In her anger, the Old Marchioness had several servant women beaten to death. This wasn’t the end – she also scolded Young Madam Xie for lax household management and took back the stewardship rights she had just been given. From then on, no one dared speak half a word of rumor. But the animosity between legitimate wife and concubine was established. Unfortunately, this Madam Zhou had the Old Marchioness’s support from behind and the Marquis’s favor from the front. Her influence was so strong that no one could stop her, until the Old Marchioness later became ill and gradually stopped managing household affairs, and the Marquis had new favorites. Only then did she quiet down. After the Old Marchioness died, she became even more low-key, becoming obsessed with Buddhist chanting and copying sutras, which she had been doing for over three years.

This Third Young Master was her son.

Hearing Madam Xie say this, Madam Zhou only smiled with lowered head.

“It’s thanks to Madam’s good guidance,” she said.

“I wouldn’t dare claim credit. Qi-ge’er grew up following the Old Marchioness – if he’s well-raised, it’s because the Old Marchioness raised him well,” Madam Xie smiled faintly, “If you’re thinking of it, have him go kowtow to the Old Marchioness.”

“Yes,” Madam Zhou still said compliantly with lowered head.

Because of Third Young Master’s amazing gift, the other children’s gifts held no surprises. However, the Marquis of Dingxi’s consistently good nature made each child feel they hadn’t been neglected, and the atmosphere was very harmonious. Just as they were talking, a woman rushed in from outside.

“Marquis, Madam, the Prince has sent someone,” she called out loudly.

A smile immediately appeared on Madam Xie’s face – this smile was completely different from her earlier smiles, overflowing from the depths of her eyes.

They must have sent someone to speak auspicious words. The Prince’s gift had arrived home several days ago – an inkstone now displayed in the Marquis’s study. Everyone thought this, so they didn’t pay much attention, except for Madam Xie. No one looked toward the door. Soon they heard a series of jingling ornament sounds. With many women in the household, such jingling ornament sounds weren’t unusual, but as they listened, everyone sensed something different. This jingling had rhythm, as if playing music. So everyone put down their chopsticks and wine cups and looked outside.

They saw several people in military dress escorting four or five men and women inside, with one leading woman particularly eye-catching.

Chapter 13: Competing for Attention
This woman’s dress and appearance were completely different from ordinary people. Her face was veiled with golden gauze so her features couldn’t be seen clearly, but from her graceful figure alone, her walking seemed both fast and slow, like wind swaying willows. The jingling sounds came from the ornaments she wore.

“Oh my, it’s a foreign woman!” someone in the hall shouted.

As soon as the shout ended, they saw those four or five men and women take out strange musical instruments and begin playing, while the leading woman started dancing gracefully, dancing all the way in from outside. The main hall was extremely narrow with tables arranged closely, but the woman’s movements were smooth and effortless. The accompanying music was also different from what everyone usually heard. For a moment, the entire hall fell silent, and regardless of age or gender, everyone stared transfixed.

At the end, several military men instructed servant women to clear away one table’s setting, and then the woman actually leaped onto it to dance. When the piece ended, she bent backwards on the table surface, swaying as if about to fall, causing many worried gasps from the hall. The woman seemed about to fall but didn’t, and her veil also fell away, revealing indeed curly hair, deep-set features, and blue eyes – clearly not an ordinary person’s appearance. Somehow she had taken a scroll in her mouth, bearing the four characters “Wishing a Thousand Autumns.”

“The Prince requests imperial decree – bestowing foreign dancing girls to celebrate the Marquis’s birthday,” the four military men then knelt down and spoke in unison.

At the words “imperial decree,” everyone present was stunned, then immediately stood up. The Marquis of Dingxi faced the direction of the imperial city and knelt down, and a whole roomful of people all rustled to their knees, kowtowing in gratitude for imperial grace.

When they rose again, the Marquis of Dingxi was so excited he could hardly control himself, and the others were also speechless. The gift the Prince sent was too shocking. Foreign dancing girls were one thing – many princely and noble families had them – but personally bestowed singing and dancing from the Emperor wasn’t something just anyone could have.

“How could this child not give advance notice? This, this… how could we trouble His Majesty…” the Marquis of Dingxi was somewhat incoherent.

“Reporting to the Marquis, the Prince achieved new merit the day before yesterday, capturing an Eastern barbarian prince. This foreign girl was among his possessions, escorted back to the capital and presented to His Majesty. His Majesty was greatly pleased and wanted to reward the Prince, asking what he wanted. The Prince said he had nothing else he needed, only that duty kept him from returning home to serve his father filially. Ancient books tell of Laizi entertaining his parents with colorful clothes – since he couldn’t serve filially before his father, he wanted to request His Majesty bestow something that could also be considered adding to his father’s longevity. His Majesty was very happy, saying the Prince had a sincere heart, loyal and filial both, and that gold and silver rewards would be too vulgar. So he let this foreign girl represent the Prince’s colorful clothes entertaining his parent,” the visiting man said loudly.

At these words, the already sentimental Marquis of Dingxi had tears glistening in his eyes, unable to say anything except “good, good, good.”

“Is the Prince well out there?” Madam Xie was a woman and didn’t care about such things. While wiping her tears with a handkerchief, she asked, “I know you always report good news but not bad – even if he was bruised or hurt, you wouldn’t tell me…”

The man kowtowed.

“Great Madam, please be at ease. We dare not deceive the Marquis and Madam – the Prince is well in all respects, only at the beginning of the year when pursuing Eastern barbarians, he took an arrow…” he said.

Before he finished speaking, gasps arose throughout the hall, and Madam Xie immediately sat down in her chair.

“Madam, don’t worry. Thanks to the spiritual talisman and jade pendant Madam had sent to him, the Prince kept it close to his body always. That arrow happened to hit the jade pendant – he was unharmed, but the jade pendant shattered. The Prince feels very guilty and afraid Madam would blame him, so he never dared tell…” the man said loudly.

Madam Xie covered her face and wept.

“At such a time, still feeling guilty about this, unable to distinguish priorities. That was requested precisely to ward off disaster for him. This foolish child, truly don’t know what he’s thinking,” she cried, while pulling at the Marquis of Dingxi’s sleeve, “Master, can Cheng-ge’er really come back this time? Three years – how much hardship has he suffered out there…”

While they enjoyed fine clothes and food, singing and dancing at home, their eldest son was risking his life outside. The Marquis of Dingxi felt his heart was sour, bitter, and joyful all at once. When a son achieved success, it brought glory to his father’s face. Even without this honor, their Dingxi Marquis Manor could live very well, but gaining more imperial favor was always good. Yet he felt his son’s glory came much harder than those children of other great noble families, making him both angry, indignant, and heartbroken.

“Don’t speak of such things. Men should serve the ruler loyally and kill enemies. Moreover, our Dingxi Marquis arose from military campaigns – Cheng-ge’er is doing very, very well,” the Marquis of Dingxi patted his wife’s hand and composed himself, while looking toward the messenger and instructing with conventional phrases about continuing such excellent work.

The messenger kowtowed in acknowledgment.

“The Prince says he’ll return by year’s end at the latest,” he added.

Hearing this, Madam Xie smiled through her tears, and the whole room erupted in congratulations. The messenger kowtowed again to wish the Marquis longevity, and the Marquis ordered good hospitality before the messenger withdrew.

The rest of the banquet time was filled with conversation about the Prince. Everyone delighted in joining the celebration. Imperial bestowal of singing and dancing for birthday wishes was unprecedented in other families. Their Dingxi Marquis Manor truly had great face this time. When one person achieves the Way, even chickens and dogs ascend to heaven; when one branch prospers, it brings honor to the entire clan. So everyone was genuinely happy, and in their happiness, many drank too much, including the Marquis of Dingxi who usually held his liquor well.

“Uncle is truly happy – even ‘a thousand cups won’t make him drunk’ but now he’s drunk. This shows wine doesn’t intoxicate people, people intoxicate themselves,” a young man swayed his head and sighed, while seemingly casually glancing at Chang Yunqi sitting nearby, squeezing his eyebrows and moving closer with a low laugh, “But indeed, Third Brother, you sent a fake beauty, but Big Brother sent a real beauty…”

Chang Yunqi raised his hand and tapped the person’s hand with his chopsticks.

“How can you speak like that? If you dare gossip about my father behind his back again, I’ll tell my big brother when he returns and see how he beats you,” he laughed.

This person seemed accustomed to beatings, immediately making a distressed expression and begging for mercy.

“Don’t! You brothers working together – one plays mind games, one plays with fists. I can’t afford to provoke you. Since childhood, I’ve been beaten so much I could practically develop iron shirt and golden bell martial arts…” he said.

Chang Yunqi gave him a punch, and both laughed heartily, moving past this topic.

When the night grew deep, the wine banquet ended. Madam Xie attended to the drunk Marquis of Dingxi as he went to sleep, instructing the serving maids to attend him well and give him water, then came out. The maids helped her remove her formal attire and change into everyday clothes.

“This is good now. The Prince has such imperial favor – it wasn’t in vain that he suffered,” several women who hadn’t yet withdrawn said with relief.

Madam Xie also looked relieved.

“Come back quickly. Until he doesn’t return home for even one day, my heart can’t be at ease for one day. Which family’s heir would be running around outside like this? I don’t know what this child is thinking…” she sighed, while looking outside with some disgust, “Look at each one of them, so restless, jumping around. They really think they’re so capable. If they had such ability, they should learn from Cheng-ge’er and go out too, instead of just knowing these flashy tricks.”

The women listened with lowered heads in silence. Madam Xie had been busy for several days and was tired. She waved her hand, and the women understood, paid their respects, and withdrew. Only Nanny Zhou lagged behind a step.

“Is there something?” Madam Xie naturally understood she had something to say and asked.

“That…” Nanny Zhou hesitated.

“Speak,” Madam Xie lifted her eyelids to glance at her, somewhat impatient.

What was wrong with this person? She hadn’t been like this before. Recently she’d been acting strange all the time. Could it be she was getting old?

“Young Madam also sent a longevity-adding dish for the Marquis…” Nanny Zhou couldn’t help but notice Madam Xie’s displeasure, but still steeled herself to speak.

Madam Xie looked up at her.

Nanny Zhou was stared at by her knife-like gaze until her calves cramped, and quickly told everything in detail.

“Naturally I didn’t put it on the table or mention it,” she finally added, fearing being implicated.

“At least you’re not completely muddled,” Madam Xie said indifferently, “Take it to feed the dogs.”

Nanny Zhou didn’t dare say another word, quickly acknowledged and came out. After coming out, she wiped the sweat from her forehead. When the night wind blew, she herself felt somewhat ridiculous. What was wrong with her? Ever since that day when she saw that Young Madam, her actions had been clumsy… as if she’d been bewitched without realizing it.

Thinking of this, a night wind happened to blow, carrying laughter from who knows where, making Nanny Zhou shiver and her hair stand on end.

She stuffed the food box into the hands of a little maid, instructing her to go feed the dogs, then went back herself.

The little maid carried the food box and ran toward the nearest courtyard where dogs were kept, thinking to finish this task quickly and then go back to sleep. Not watching where she was going, she ran headfirst into someone and was immediately slapped, nearly falling down.

“What blind little hoof doesn’t watch where she’s going,” a male voice cursed, “Where are you rushing to?”

The smell of alcohol was strong. A lantern shone over, then another male voice cackled with laughter.

“The little girl is throwing herself into your arms, Third Brother – why don’t you catch her?”

The little maid recognized this as Third Young Master and Fourth Young Master, and quickly kowtowed begging for mercy.

“What are you carrying? Sneaking around? Where are you going so late at night?” Chang Yunqi originally didn’t want to say more, but seeing this maid came from the direction of Rongan Courtyard, he couldn’t help asking irritably.

The little maid didn’t dare hide anything. She didn’t know the specific details, but had heard Nanny Zhou and another woman mention that the food box contained something made by Young Madam from Qiutong Courtyard, so she told them.

Hearing it was food to feed dogs, Chang Yunqi had already lifted his foot to leave. Just as he stepped forward, he heard the little maid blurt out this sentence, and he suddenly stopped.

“This was made by Young Madam?” he asked.

“That little beggar?” Fourth Young Master Chang Yunhong also made a sound of surprise, speaking without thinking.

The little maid couldn’t explain clearly, only kowtowed and repeated the fragments she’d heard.

“How could she know how to cook? She took so long just learning how to eat…” Chang Yunhong laughed quietly, while losing interest and pushing Chang Yunqi to leave.

Chang Yunqi turned around, but ultimately still stopped.

“Give it here. The dogs in my courtyard haven’t eaten yet – I’ll take it to feed them,” he said.

How could the little maid dare disobey? It was all going to dogs anyway, and naturally Second Young Master’s dogs were more important. She immediately respectfully handed over the food box.

“Come to my courtyard tomorrow to get the food box back,” Chang Yunqi dropped this sentence, picked up the food box, and left.

Walking to a place with brighter light, Chang Yunhong couldn’t help but curiously open it to look.

“This clearly isn’t for human consumption…” Fourth Young Master shook his head, looking at the bowl of cold, extremely unappetizing unknown meat dish.

Chang Yunqi looked at this bowl of food, his expression somewhat strange. After a moment of silence, as if possessed by a ghost, he reached out to pinch a piece and threw it in his mouth.

“Third Brother, don’t get a stomachache…” Chang Yunhong was startled and quickly tried to stop him.

But it was too late – Chang Yunqi had already put it in his mouth. Then tears immediately streamed down, and he reached up to clutch his throat.

“Is it that awful?” Chang Yunhong stared and asked.

“No, the Sichuan pepper is too strong…” Chang Yunqi’s voice was hoarse, his hand fanning at his mouth, speaking with his tongue hanging out.

Chapter 14: Pitiful
Qi Yue had no idea how lively the Marquis of Dingxi’s evening banquet was, nor did she care to know. Once again she slept until she naturally woke up, and after waking had clothes handed to her and food brought to her mouth. She no longer needed to prepare breakfast herself – A’Hao learned quickly, and even fried dough sticks could officially be served at the table this morning.

“Very good, very good, beautifully made,” Qi Yue praised.

A’Hao smiled until her eyes disappeared, unable to hide her small pride.

“I tasted it myself too – it’s even better than what they sell on the street,” she said.

“That’s right, A’Hao could open her own snack shop now,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

“How could I? It’s all Young Madam’s skills,” A’Hao grinned widely.

After eating, Qi Yue stretched lazily. This time she didn’t hear any coughing sounds, which was somewhat unexpected.

“Where’s A’Ru?” she asked.

A’Hao was watering the flowers in the room.

“Elder Sister went out early this morning with a big bundle. She’s probably at the washing house?” she guessed.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment and didn’t ask further. She wandered around the room. The books on the shelf held no interest for her anymore – they were all in traditional characters and classical Chinese that she couldn’t get into. Not knowing what to do, she couldn’t help thinking of this time in the modern era, when rounds would be at their busiest…

“Young Madam, what is this?”

A’Hao’s curious inquiry interrupted Qi Yue’s wandering thoughts.

The urgent discussions about patients between colleagues before Qi Yue’s eyes and ears instantly dispersed. She looked down at the medical kit in her hands that had followed her from the modern world. The medical kit was placed on her bed beside her pillow under the covers. Every night, she would open it and touch the instruments and supplies inside.

“This? It should be something my grandmother left me. I’ve lost other memories, but seeing this feels very familiar, very familiar. That day before I hanged myself, I probably took it out, and then very likely after hanging myself, it protected me so I could meet the Old Marchioness on the road to the underworld…” Qi Yue answered smoothly without hesitation, while nodding, “Maybe the Old Marchioness I saw then was actually my grandmother…”

No wonder she’d never seen it all these years – it was so precious that Young Madam had been hiding it. A’Hao immediately composed herself and nodded, though she was more inclined to believe that Old Marchioness was the Old Marchioness of the manor.

Qi Yue looked at the medical kit again, put it back in the bed, and pressed it down securely with the brocade quilt.

Chang Yunqi originally didn’t want to come out, but since his father had gotten drunk last night, as a son he couldn’t reasonably not come pay his respects in the morning. Indeed, when he arrived, he was surrounded by several people.

“Third Brother, what happened to your mouth?” several sisters stared at him and asked.

Chang Yunqi’s mouth was red and swollen, and his voice was hoarse when he spoke.

“Drank too much,” he said with a bitter smile.

“Really useless. Just drinking a bit more and you’re in this state,” the Marquis of Dingxi was very displeased, feeling his son lacked his father’s character – getting into such a state just from drinking.

“Call a physician to take a look,” Madam Xie stopped the younger brothers and sisters who were giggling and laughing, instructing a nearby woman, “Qi-ge’er has been weak since childhood. All of you attending him should be more careful.”

Hearing these words, the Marquis became somewhat displeased and glanced at Chang Yunqi.

“It’s still a matter of upbringing. Going out to face wind, sun, and rain would toughen him up. Look at your older brother…” he said.

The young masters and misses all stood up with lowered heads, listening.

Madam Xie coughed.

“Why talk about this first thing in the morning? Besides, everyone’s constitution is different. Don’t wear the child out,” she said with displeasure.

“Like a sickly weakling – don’t know who he takes after,” the Marquis couldn’t help muttering after hearing this.

Chang Yunqi just kept his head lowered, his expression invisible.

“You all go about your business. Your father needs to go out, and I need to recite Buddha’s name,” Madam Xie said with a smile, helping the children out of the awkward situation.

The young masters and misses acknowledged, paid their respects, and filed out.

“Third Brother, could this be because you ate all of that?” Chang Yunhong pulled Chang Yunqi aside, and the two fell back a few steps, speaking in low voices.

Chang Yunqi said nothing, just coughed to make his throat more comfortable.

“You really ate it?” Chang Yunhong asked in surprise.

Chang Yunqi glared at him. This exclamation made the sisters ahead turn back to ask what he had eaten. Chang Yunhong waved his hand dismissively.

“I went back and heated it up. The taste wasn’t bad, just too spicy. Don’t know how it was made, but it’s really strange – the spicier it is, the more you want to eat…” Chang Yunqi said in a low voice.

“Really that good?” Chang Yunhong smiled with lowered brows, winking at Chang Yunqi, “It’s not because beauty makes food taste better, is it?”

Chang Yunqi snorted.

“Food from someone else’s bowl – no matter how good, it’s still leftovers. How could one swallow it?” he said with a cold smile at the corner of his mouth.

“But she hasn’t eaten it yet,” Chang Yunhong laughed quietly.

Though the brothers seemed to be talking about food, if any family member heard them, they would understand what they were really discussing and would certainly be frightened pale. However, the two brothers appeared casual, showing no restraint whatsoever.

They talked as they walked slowly, gradually separating from their siblings ahead. In the distance, they saw a maid standing by the roadside, holding a bundle and looking around anxiously. The two brothers paid no attention and continued talking as they walked.

The maid saw them approaching and quickly lowered her head, stepping aside.

“Third Young Master, Fourth Young Master,” she bowed respectfully.

The two brothers paid no attention and walked past while talking. Suddenly Chang Yunqi stopped.

“You… A’Ru?” he turned around and asked.

A’Ru looked up at him and bowed again, acknowledging.

“You…” Chang Yunqi paused briefly, turned around and came back, looking her up and down, making A’Ru lower her eyes slightly, “What is Sister A’Ru doing here?”

A’Ru had once been a senior maid before the Old Marchioness and was qualified to be called “sister” by the younger masters and misses of the household. But it had been a long time since she’d heard this address from any of the household’s young masters and misses.

“Third Young Master, I… I’m waiting for someone here,” she said with lowered head.

“Waiting for someone?” Chang Yunhong also came over, frowning as he asked, “Waiting for whom? What are you carrying?”

He looked at the bundle A’Ru held tightly in her arms.

Before A’Ru could answer, they saw five men emerge from a side passage, each carrying bundles, apparently preparing to leave.

A’Ru spotted them immediately and, without bothering to answer the two young masters, rushed over in a few steps.

“Sir, sir,” she called out.

The five men stopped and looked at this woman who had suddenly appeared, their faces showing confusion.

“Sirs, you’re going back to the Prince, aren’t you?” A’Ru looked at them with an excited expression.

The five men studied A’Ru. They were servants who traveled with the Prince and didn’t know many people in the household.

“I’m A’Ru from Young Madam’s service,” A’Ru quickly introduced herself.

After this statement, the five men’s faces showed recognition.

“Miss A’Ru, we’re in a hurry to travel,” one of the big men spoke, but his words were an impolite farewell.

“Sir, did the Prince send any message for Young Madam?” A’Ru asked somewhat anxiously.

The five men smiled, shook their heads, cupped their hands to her without saying more, and started walking.

A’Ru turned and followed them for several steps.

“Sirs, these are seasonal clothes and shoes that Young Madam made for the Prince. Please take them with you…” A’Ru held up the bundle and followed them, speaking in a trembling voice.

The five men didn’t even pause.

“The Prince doesn’t wear such things. He has plenty of clothes,” one of them said with some impatience.

“Please, sirs, for Young Madam’s kind intentions…” A’Ru jogged around to their front, holding up the bundle pleadingly.

“We’re rushing back. If we delay and violate military orders, do you want us to get beaten with military sticks?” Finally one of them lost his temper, glaring and shouting, pushing A’Ru aside with his arm, “I’ll tell you the truth – when we came, the Prince instructed that except for items Great Madam wants sent, we’re not to accept anything from anyone else. Are you trying to be a nuisance?”

A’Ru couldn’t withstand these rough men’s strength and was knocked to the ground, the bundle thrown out with clothes and shoes scattering.

Sitting fallen on the ground, A’Ru’s tears finally fell like broken beads.

“Hey, gentlemen, isn’t that too heartless? It’s just a few pieces of clothing, and besides, sister-in-law isn’t an outsider. Why be like this…” Chang Yunqi spoke up.

The five men stopped and looked toward the two young masters, bowing respectfully.

“Replying to Young Master, we truly dare not,” one answered honestly.

“Enough, Third Brother. You know Big Brother’s temperament,” Chang Yunhong quickly said, while smiling and waving to those men, “You’d better go quickly, lest you return late. Even if you came to wish Father birthday congratulations, Big Brother would still beat you without mercy.”

The five men bowed in thanks and strode away.

A’Ru lowered her head and frantically gathered up the bundle, hurriedly bowing to them before leaving.

Watching the maid walk away while raising her hand – certainly wiping tears – Chang Yunhong shook his head and sighed.

“Pitiful, so pitiful,” he said. After saying pitiful, he laughed again, shaking his head and clicking his tongue, “What a pity, what a pity.”

“Pity what?” Chang Yunqi laughed as the two continued walking.

“Pity that this flower withered before it could bloom,” Chang Yunhong laughed.

“You’re just talking nonsense,” Chang Yunqi laughed.

“Speaking of which, I remember that little beggar, when dressed up, actually looked quite good. Don’t know how these few years locked up there have worn her down – whether she still looks human. If she were to be someone’s concubine, she’d probably be treasured dearly, but instead she’s our big brother’s legitimate wife…” Chang Yunhong said while stroking his chin in mock contemplation.

Chang Yunqi laughed and punched him lightly.

After three years, a flower forgotten in a corner and left to fend for itself would probably wither before it could bloom.

Chang Yunqi glanced in the direction A’Ru had gone crying, then withdrew his gaze.

“Let’s go quickly,” he laughed.

Chapter 15: Taking Action
Qi Yue had no such feelings. She had no idea what A’Ru had just been doing. In fact, even if she knew that “her” husband hadn’t sent word or wouldn’t accept clothes or whatever, she wouldn’t have felt anything.

At that moment, she was in her room holding her surgical knife and other instruments, practicing motions in the air. She heard A’Hao, who was training her skills in the kitchen, call out “Sister A’Ru,” then heard the curtain rustle, presumably A’Ru entering her room. Just then, the courtyard gate was banged open, followed by a little maid shouting for A’Ru.

“Sister A’Ru, the peddler asked me to bring you a message – your brother is dying on the street,” the girl shouted roughly.

A’Hao, who had been enthusiastically preparing to practice her skills in the kitchen, sat down directly on the ground. After recovering, she saw A’Ru crying as she ran outside. Qi Yue was also startled – the words “dying” directly triggered her professional instincts. She grabbed her medical kit and followed out.

A’Ru had already run off with that maid, nowhere to be seen.

“Go quickly and see what happened,” Qi Yue hurriedly called to A’Hao, who was supporting herself against the door.

A’Hao acknowledged and flew out like a bird.

Qi Yue waited restlessly. Soon A’Ru came running back crying, and as soon as she entered, she knelt before Qi Yue.

“Young Madam, please let me go back to see him,” she sobbed and kowtowed.

“Of course you should go,” Qi Yue quickly went to help her up.

A’Hao also came running back, panting.

“…working as a laborer on the street, fighting over work with others, got slashed with a knife…” she described the specific information she’d heard from the peddler.

“Then go home quickly,” Qi Yue said. “Why did you come back?”

“This slave cannot see Nanny Su. Please ask Nanny Su for a pass token…” A’Ru kowtowed.

Like a leave permit, Qi Yue thought, and made a sound of understanding.

“Fine, no problem,” she nodded, then looked at A’Hao. “I…”

Young Madam had lost her memory, so naturally she wouldn’t remember these things. A’Hao immediately understood.

“I’ll take Young Madam’s token to find Nanny Su,” she said.

“Go quickly, go quickly,” Qi Yue waved her hand urgently.

She watched A’Hao take the token and rush out with A’Ru like flying birds.

Qi Yue waited for a while, but a little maid came running over.

“Young Madam…” she called out timidly from outside the door.

Qi Yue was in the courtyard and immediately looked at her.

This was an eleven or twelve-year-old maid, dressed like the little maid who had fought over lotus flowers that day, only thinner and weaker. Seeing Qi Yue look over, she lowered her head as if startled.

“A’Hao and Sister A’Ru are crying over there, unable to see Nanny Su…” she said quietly, then turned and ran as if afraid of being seen.

This child had kindly come to report. Hearing this, Qi Yue immediately started walking out. Only after leaving did she realize she didn’t know the way at all.

“Where are they?” she called out hurriedly. “I don’t know the way…”

Fortunately, the little maid hadn’t run far. She stopped and beckoned to Qi Yue, indicating she should follow.

Qi Yue hurried to keep up, having no time to admire the scenery of this ancient marquis manor. Following the path for a while, the little maid kept running ahead, only occasionally looking back to see if Qi Yue was following, as if afraid of being seen by others. After passing through two gates, they came to a courtyard where A’Ru’s crying could be heard from afar. The little maid pointed in a direction, then turned and ran away.

“Please, sister-in-law, tell Nanny Su – this is our Young Madam’s token, Young Madam has given permission…” A’Hao stretched out her hand, tugging at a woman’s sleeve pleadingly.

Here A’Ru was kowtowing continuously, her forehead already bloodied.

Four or five women stood at the courtyard gate looking indifferent. Two or three were cracking melon seeds while two others told them not to crack seeds.

“…You lamp stands, always spitting and scolding that the sweeping isn’t clean, yet you walk around cracking seeds everywhere…” a woman scolded with a laugh.

“…Do you know what kind of melon seeds these are?” the three women laughed. “I just went to Great Madam’s room to report, and because I reported well, Miss A’Luan grabbed these from the table for me. These are melon seeds that can only be eaten in the imperial palace in the capital…”

“Well, you’d better tell people – these seed shells can’t be swept up, they can still be chewed again…”

Everyone burst into laughter, drowning out A’Ru’s crying.

“Sister-in-law…” A’Hao cried out desperately. “Please speak to Nanny Su… Sister A’Ru only has this one relative…”

“Miss, what are you saying?” Finally one woman turned to look at her properly, pursing her lips in a half-smile. “Miss, you’re at least second-class rank. How can you say such laughable things? What do you mean by ‘relative’? Miss A’Ru sold herself with a death contract – what relatives could she have? Our manor is her home. Where would outside relatives come from? If she wanted relatives, why be greedy for those few taels of silver?”

“Heaven, earth, ruler, parents, teachers – even if sold for a few taels of silver, the blood ties of birth and raising cannot be erased. Are you saying that money can erase ruler, parents, and teachers?”

A voice suddenly interjected.

These words were rather literary, and the woman, being uneducated, didn’t understand the meaning at first. But she realized this was questioning her, and questioning her meant taking sides with these two maids. To actually take sides with these two maids – truly blind and asking for trouble!

“Can’t you speak human language? If you can’t speak properly, then…” the woman spat and said with a sour expression, looking around to see which blind fool was speaking.

“A’Hao,” Qi Yue said.

A’Hao was just tugging at that woman’s clothes. Hearing the call, she immediately slapped the woman.

A’Hao had firmly remembered Qi Yue’s words about taking opportunities to get even and worrying about consequences later. Hearing the call, she raised her hand without hesitation.

A crisp slap silenced the previously laughing scene.

“How dare you speak to Young Madam like that?” A’Hao shouted, then ran back to Qi Yue’s side in a few steps.

Qi Yue couldn’t help wiping cold sweat, looking at A’Hao, not knowing what to say. This really wasn’t her intention to hit someone, though she also didn’t much like that woman’s attitude…

“Young… Young Madam.” Finally a woman recognized who had come, rubbing her eyes, somewhat recognizing yet not recognizing, stammering tentatively.

The woman who’d been slapped was completely dazed.

“You little hoof dare hit me…” she was about to jump up and shout, but hearing this form of address, her voice cut off abruptly.

Everyone stared blankly at the woman standing before them.

They hadn’t seen her for three years, and everyone’s memory was blurred. She seemed familiar yet unfamiliar…

“What did you just call me? You said I don’t speak human language?” Qi Yue looked at this woman and asked.

“Young Madam… Young Madam, this old slave didn’t know it was you…” the woman hurriedly apologized. After the initial surprise, her face showed defiance as she covered her cheek. “This old slave was speaking to these two misses. This old slave said nothing wrong. Since she sold herself with a death contract, how can she just ask to visit relatives…”

“I see it’s not that I don’t speak human language, but that you can’t understand human language,” Qi Yue smiled, looking at this woman. “Did I ask you about that?”

The woman was stunned by her rebuke.

“Then what is Young Madam asking about?” she stammered automatically.

“You just said I don’t speak human language?” Qi Yue asked.

What was this about? The women were somewhat exasperated. After dying once, she dared to speak, but she was still that hopeless case, saying all sorts of nonsense.

“This old slave didn’t know it was Young Madam…” the woman was also getting annoyed. In front of so many people, to be embarrassed by this ghost-like Young Madam…

“Just answer yes or no. Where do all these excuses come from?” Qi Yue interrupted her.

A woman nearby tugged at that woman’s sleeve.

“It was this old slave who spoke improperly,” the woman said through gritted teeth with lowered head.

“There, that settles it,” Qi Yue said, waving her hand and softening her voice. “Since I speak human language, you should understand it, right? Even though this maid sold herself with a death contract, the debt of birth and raising, the affection between siblings, cannot be wiped away. Now that her brother has met with disaster, if she as an elder sister doesn’t visit him, that would truly be a beast’s heart.”

The women looked at Qi Yue with strange expressions.

Was Young Madam cursing them? She was, wasn’t she?

“What’s happening?” came a voice from inside the courtyard, followed by the sound of clothing and footsteps as a woman emerged.

This woman was around forty, wearing a blue-purple jacket, with a round, fair face, finely drawn eyebrows, and light powder. As she walked over, she raised her hand to smooth her hair at the temples, revealing two thin gold bracelets on her wrist and a jade ring on her finger.

Speaking as she walked out the door, her gaze fell on Qi Yue in front of the gate, and she froze.

“Young Madam!” She hurried forward several steps, her face showing surprise and joy. “How did you come here? In this blazing sun… if you had something to say, you could have sent a maid. How did you come yourself? Can your health handle it? Where are your people? Have the maids been slacking off?”

She spoke rapidly, her expression changing from surprise to joy to confusion to sternness in succession, flowing like clouds and water, completely natural without any affectation or false sentiment.

Qi Yue unconsciously smiled back, feeling very warm toward her.

Could this be that person who managed all miscellaneous affairs, Madam Xie’s first companion – similar to the position of a chief eunuch before the emperor – the inner courtyard steward of Dingxi Marquis Manor, Nanny Su?

“Nanny Su,” A’Hao called out.

“Nanny Su, it’s like this, A’Hao…” Qi Yue continued with a smile, while extending her hand toward A’Hao. “Give me the token.”

A’Hao quickly presented it.

“What does Madam need?” Nanny Su asked hurriedly.

“This maid of mine, A’Ru, has a younger brother at home. Just now someone at the gate brought word that something happened and it might not be good. She wants to go back to see…” Qi Yue smiled and handed over the token.

Nanny Su immediately understood what was happening.

“Take the token to escort Miss out, grab some money, and hire a good physician,” she turned and said.

The two maids following behind immediately acknowledged. One unfastened a token from a full string of various tokens hanging at her waist, while another went to help A’Ru, who was kneeling and crying on the ground.

“Sister, let’s go quickly,” they said, their faces anxious as if this were their own urgent matter.

A’Ru kowtowed to Qi Yue, wiped her tears, and left stumbling.

Here Qi Yue looked at Nanny Su and smiled.

“This token has been stored too long – it’s gathered dust and looks old…” she looked at the token in her hand, made of sandalwood, finely carved with flowers, bearing her name, gleaming moistly in the sunlight. “I was afraid if the two maids took it out, people wouldn’t recognize it, so it’s better for me to come in person.”

Chapter 16: Visiting
What did these words mean? Someone like Nanny Su naturally understood perfectly.

“Slap your faces,” she said, the smile instantly vanishing from her face as she raised her thin eyebrows.

Those several women immediately knelt down. Whether they had spoken earlier or were just watching the excitement, all began slapping their own faces. The crackling sounds rang out chaotically yet crisply.

“Nanny Su, this isn’t good. Originally it was my fault. As the saying goes, ‘Don’t blame those who don’t know.’ Punishing them like this makes me seem petty,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Stop it then,” Nanny Su said again, her expression apologetic. “Not recognizing the Young Madam shows my old eyes are dim and I’m useless. You few, leave this place today. In the future, you’re not permitted to take even half a step into the inner courtyard.”

This was worse than face-slapping. The several women immediately cried and begged, kowtowing. Being expelled from the inner courtyard meant cutting off their entire family’s livelihood.

“Nanny Su is being too serious,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Please don’t do this. They all have families and businesses, old and young to care for. Even tigers nap sometimes, and people inevitably make mistakes. I’ve already hit and scolded them. Nanny Su, for my sake, please spare them.”

“The Young Madam is truly magnanimous,” Nanny Su said with a sigh, while glaring at those women again. “Hurry and thank the Young Madam, you blind things.”

The women kowtowed to thank Qi Yue while kneeling.

“Then I’ll take my leave first. Nanny Su, please hurry about your business,” Qi Yue said, helping them up and smiling at Nanny Su.

Nanny Su immediately followed closely to see her off. Only after Qi Yue told her to stop did she straighten her body as Qi Yue walked away with her maid A’Hao, fanning herself and smiling radiantly. The smile completely disappeared from her face.

“Get up,” she said, looking at the women still kneeling there.

The women hurried to stand. One of them, looking aggrieved, was about to complain.

“Enough, I’m not deaf yet. I heard everything,” Nanny Su glanced at her and said calmly. “If you don’t have the courage, don’t speak such arrogant words…”

The women kept their heads down listening to her speak, none daring to open their mouths.

“Go on,” Nanny Su said no more, waving her hand with some impatience.

The women didn’t dare say another word and hurriedly retreated.

“So Sister Zhou wasn’t seeing things,” Nanny Su said, looking up again toward the direction Qi Yue had gone. The master and servant pair could no longer be seen. She murmured, her gaze slightly focused, “Today she spoke more words than in the past five years combined, and spoke so well. It seems the Young Madam’s illness is getting better…”

She pondered for a moment, reaching up to smooth her hair at the temples.

“Go see if the Great Madam has finished eating. Is the Marquis still in the room or has he gone to the study?” Nanny Su said, turning her head.

The little maid behind her responded and left.

Qi Yue paid no attention to what Nanny Su was thinking. She was considering what had just happened while asking A’Hao about various rules, finding it quite interesting.

“…According to what you’re saying, in this mansion, I have the highest status except for the Great Madam?” she asked with a smile.

Although those women earlier couldn’t hide their contempt and disdain for her, they knelt when told to kneel and didn’t dare fight back when hit. They kowtowed and apologized properly. In their hearts they didn’t care and looked down on her, but their actions still followed the rules. This was quite contradictory. Could this be the habitual nature of ancient hierarchical status?

“Young Madam, do you even need to ask?” A’Hao looked at her and said, thinking the question was too foolish. “You are the Young Madam. The Prince will inherit the title, so you will naturally be the Marquis’s wife and the mistress of this Marquis Dingxi mansion.”

“What about the young ladies and young masters…” Qi Yue asked again.

“You are the eldest sister-in-law,” A’Hao couldn’t help but want to roll her eyes.

The eldest sister-in-law is like a mother. Qi Yue nodded twice in understanding, fanning herself with her small fan while smiling.

“So in this inner courtyard, I’m the second-in-command?” she said to herself. “But second-in-command has always been an awkward position, not really a good post… Do I also need to ask this Nanny Su for a token when I go out?”

She asked, thinking of something else.

“Of course not,” A’Hao said, somewhat amused. “You just need to tell the Great Madam. How could a servant dare to control your comings and goings?”

“The Great Madam?” Qi Yue frowned and nodded without saying more.

Entering the courtyard, the two were still somewhat uneasy, worried about A’Ru.

“…A’Ru’s parents died two years ago. She only has a younger brother. Their family rented a house in the back alley outside the mansion. They said that although they couldn’t see Sister A’Ru often, being close to her made them feel better. When she was with the Old Madam, the Old Madam sympathized with her being sold since childhood. Her family wasn’t the type to sell their daughter and forget their flesh and blood, so she was allowed to visit them during holidays. But since we moved to Autumn Paulownia Courtyard, Sister A’Ru has rarely been able to go out. When her parents died, if she hadn’t finally pleaded before the Great Madam, she probably wouldn’t have seen them one last time…” A’Hao said, sitting on a small stool.

Qi Yue sighed and after thinking for a moment, stood up.

“Let’s go see her and see what we can help with,” she said.

A’Hao had been thinking about going anyway and was delighted to hear this.

“But I should go alone. Young Madam, your precious body…” she shook her head again.

Precious body? What’s precious about a beggar girl? Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh.

“You’re just children after all. What use would you be if something happened? Besides, I’m a doct… I’m your master, which means I’m your family head. If I don’t care, who will?” she said, having made up her mind. She turned to go into the room to get her medical kit, ready to leave immediately.

A’Hao had no choice but to lead the way.

“First we need to tell the Great Madam…” she reminded.

Not knowing what would happen when meeting this Marquis’s wife…

From the scattered information gathered these past days, it seemed “her” mother-in-law didn’t like her very much…

Qi Yue’s thoughts were complex and somewhat curious, but things turned out differently than she expected. She didn’t even enter her mother-in-law’s courtyard. Standing at the gate to greet her was Nanny Su, whom she had just seen.

“The Marquis is napping inside. Young Madam, why don’t you come back later? If you have something to say, just tell this old servant. Don’t tire yourself walking back and forth, Young Madam,” Nanny Su said with a smile.

Qi Yue couldn’t have asked for more and breathed a sigh of relief.

“A’Ru has been with me for several years now. I’m still worried about her. I’m going to check on her. It’s not far, just in our back alley. I’ll go and come right back,” she said with a smile.

“Oh my, what fortune has that girl A’Ru accumulated to deserve this? Young Madam, you’ll overwhelm her with kindness,” Nanny Su said hurriedly.

Qi Yue just smiled.

“Please tell the Great Madam for me,” she said, not continuing the conversation or saying another word.

Nanny Su was slightly stunned. She was the master, and she herself was a servant. She could properly tell the Great Madam about going out, but with her there was no need to say more—just one sentence to dismiss her…

“Should we have a few people from the gate follow you…” she said with a smile and nod, her feelings complex. Since the Old Marchioness had passed away, she had grown accustomed to serving only one master in this mansion, enjoying the flattery of maids and women, and the polite treatment from concubines, young masters, and young ladies. She had grown so accustomed to it that she forgot there was actually another woman in this mansion who could speak to her so unceremoniously…

Qi Yue, who had already turned around, didn’t look back and waved her small fan at her, indicating it wasn’t necessary.

Nanny Su watched her figure for a moment before turning to go inside.

Rongan Courtyard was quiet. Several little maids standing in the corridor were so sleepy their eyes were rolling, but they didn’t dare close them for even a moment.

Nanny Su lifted the curtain and went in herself.

There was no Marquis in the room, only Madam Xie kneeling before a small Buddha statue to one side, chanting. A senior maid beside her was burning incense.

Nanny Su stood waiting until Madam Xie put down her prayer beads, then immediately stepped forward to help her.

“Quite fast. Just a few days of scolding chickens and dogs, and now she’s started visiting neighbors,” Madam Xie said, sitting on the large kang bed to one side. She took the tea the maid offered, sipped it, and spoke calmly. “Let her go. Let her go wherever she wants. Let’s see what kind of spectacle she can create.”

Nanny Su acknowledged with a “yes.”

“The Marquis left the study. On the way he encountered Concubine Zhou’s little maid, and after saying something, he went to Concubine Zhou’s place,” she said.

Madam Xie gave a cold laugh.

“See? She’s starting to stir up trouble, isn’t she?” she said, putting down her teacup. “Doesn’t Concubine Zhu want to elevate that maid in her room? Go tell her to perform the coming-of-age ceremony for that maid.”

Nanny Su acknowledged with a “yes.”

Madam Xie leaned against the pillow and exhaled.

“One person isn’t enough. You need more people for the show to get going, to make it lively,” she said leisurely, closing her eyes.

Nanny Su and the maid helped her remove her shoes and served her as she lay down, then tiptoed out.

Meanwhile, Qi Yue and A’Hao, master and servant, didn’t return but went directly through two or three courtyards to the back gate, where three or four women sat chatting and laughing.

“Which courtyard are you from, girl? On whose orders are you going out? What for?” a woman asked lazily.

“Autumn Paulownia Courtyard,” A’Hao said, handing over Qi Yue’s token.

“This isn’t right. This isn’t a token from Nanny Su’s side…” The woman was illiterate and only recognized colors. “What color is this?”

A woman beside her leaned over.

“Purple… Oh my heavens…” she exclaimed, staring at A’Hao and Qi Yue, finally settling her gaze on Qi Yue.

The woman before them wore her hair in a high chignon, dressed in a goose-yellow floral gauze top and white long skirt, beautiful in appearance and graceful in bearing.

Qi Yue smiled at her slightly.

“Y… Y… Young Madam?” the woman asked, eyes wide with disbelief.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

“I need to go out. My maid A’Ru’s family isn’t doing well. Nanny Su’s side has already sent out the token earlier. I’m not at ease, and having nothing to do after eating, I thought I’d go check on them,” she said.

The four women in front of her were still in a daze.

“May I go?” A’Hao asked.

“Yes, yes, Young Madam, safe travels. Let me call a carriage for you…” The women snapped back to their senses, some opening the gate, some talking, all speaking at once.

“No need, it’s just in the back alley. Just a few steps away,” Qi Yue said with a smile, stepping through the gate.

Watching the master and servant leave, the women looked at each other for a moment.

“Heavens, the Young Madam actually went out…”

“She’s really come back to life…”

“Look at her complexion, even better than before…”

“Having drunk Meng Po’s soup and personally sent back by the Old Madam, she must be a ghost immortal, right?”

“Will the Young Madam take over managing the household for the Old Madam?”

Chapter 17: Minor Skills
Never mind the women chattering excitedly together at the gate. Qi Yue followed A’Hao into a narrow alley.

Compared to the courtyards of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion they had walked through, this place was cramped, low, and dark. After walking a long stretch of road, they stopped in front of a simple, low courtyard gate that stood wide open.

“Yuan Bao, Yuan Bao.”

A’Ru’s crying voice came from inside.

Qi Yue and A’Hao went in and saw four or five people standing in the courtyard, men and women, all wearing hemp cloth shirts and looking poor and disheveled.

In the middle of the courtyard, a young man lay on a door panel—more precisely, a half-grown child of fourteen or fifteen. Half his clothing was dyed red with blood. His right arm was wrapped in several layers of torn cloth but still bleeding, and he was making rapid, pained gasps and agonized wails. A’Ru lay crying over him, inconsolable.

Just as Qi Yue was about to step forward, someone entered behind her.

“Make way, make way, the doctor is here,” shouted a man in azure clothing, walking over with his hands tucked in his sleeves, his eyelids drooping as he didn’t watch where he was going. He elbowed Qi Yue and A’Hao aside.

Hearing that a doctor had arrived, the crowd hurriedly made way, looking at the newcomer with hope.

This was a young man in his twenties, thin and weak, wearing a long azure cloth robe that was better than these people’s hemp shirts, though it was stained with oil or something else, looking grimy all over. His whole person seemed slouched, unable to straighten his back properly. He carried a worn medicine box on his shoulder, swaying leisurely as he walked over. He didn’t even squat down but just poked his head forward to look, seeming somewhat afraid.

“No good, no good. Lost so much blood, can’t stop it. No saving him. Prepare for the funeral,” he said, waving his hand.

Hearing him say this, A’Ru wailed and fainted. Two women immediately cried while pressing her philtrum and calling her name. The injured child also struggled to call for his sister.

“How… how is there no saving him?” Qi Yue had originally wanted to see how ancient doctors worked their miraculous healing skills, but didn’t expect this person to deliver such a verdict directly without even looking, listening, asking, or feeling the pulse. Moreover, he spoke so boldly he could almost frighten patients and family members to death. If this were in her hospital, the director would give him a thorough scolding. Could this person’s medical skills be so divine that he could understand everything with just a distant glance?

Hearing a woman’s voice questioning him, the doctor turned to look. His eyes lit up at the sight.

“This lady…” His slouched body straightened up as he coughed to clear his throat. “This person has a blade or axe wound causing unstoppable bleeding. You see, golden wound medicine has been applied, but it simply can’t stop the bleeding. Since it can’t be stopped, think about it—if a person bleeds dry, won’t they die…”

Qi Yue stared at him, somewhat dumbfounded.

This expression fell in the doctor’s eyes as him thinking this beautiful young lady was frightened. As they say, doctors have the heart of parents. Though the facts were cruel, one should speak more gently so as not to frighten people. So he cleared his throat, preparing to say a few more words.

Before he could open his mouth, he heard the young lady snort.

“What nonsense,” Qi Yue muttered, walking over in a few steps and pushing the doctor aside with her medical kit. “Make way, make way.”

Only then did the people in the courtyard notice two young women had appeared. Not recognizing who they were, they stared blankly.

Qi Yue had already walked over and crouched down, rolling up her sleeves. A’Ru’s younger brother looked at this woman who had suddenly appeared and shouldn’t appear in their environment. Whether from fright or excessive blood loss, his already pale face became even paler. When Qi Yue untied the clothes and cloth binding his arm and touched the wound, he was in such pain his whole body curled up.

After examining the wound and his whole body, Qi Yue’s expression relaxed as she reached out to press A’Ru’s brother’s arm.

“Right elbow lateral wound, approximately 5cm long, grazed the periosteum, partial muscle and joint capsule rupture, no fracture. Looks like that person was also a first-time attacker. Good, good,” she said to herself.

She remembered that time during clinical internship when they received a gang fight victim. One person’s slash wounds required doctors from every department in the hospital, even obstetrics and gynecology, because there was a pregnant gang girl…

And A’Ru’s brother’s wound just needed cleaning, suturing, and a tetanus shot…

Tetanus?!

Qi Yue frowned. She didn’t have that… she’d have to use antibiotics instead.

This was considered good? Everyone around was dumbfounded by her words.

“Go prepare some water. A’Hao, bring my kit over. I’ll clean and suture his wound,” Qi Yue said, looking up.

After she spoke, not one person around moved. They all stared at her.

“Hey, where are you from? Are you also a doctor? Not from this street, right? Why haven’t I seen you before?” The previous doctor came to his senses and squeezed over to ask.

Qi Yue glanced at him, having no good feelings for this doctor who issued death certificates without even examining patients.

“There are plenty of doctors you haven’t seen,” she said.

Heh, this way of speaking was really… doctor-like, so sharp, indeed a real doctor too…

“The bleeding stopped!” A woman standing nearby suddenly shouted, interrupting the two doctors’ conversation.

The young doctor was greatly shocked, looking over in disbelief.

“This… this… what medicine did you use?” he asked, stuttering.

“Just pressure hemostasis,” Qi Yue said, glancing at him while looking around again. “Hey, you all help get some water first so I can clean the wound for suturing. Only after suturing can the bleeding be completely stopped, then there’ll be no problem.”

A’Ru had already awakened and was startled to see Qi Yue. Before she could address her properly, Qi Yue turned to look at her.

“I’ll treat him. Go help me get water,” she said.

A’Ru stared intently at Qi Yue, biting her bloodless lower lip, then said nothing and crawled up to rush to one side. She stumbled as she scooped a basin of water, then knelt before Qi Yue with a thud.

Qi Yue nodded without saying more, examining the wound again. Watching her open the wound, the bloody mess made A’Hao, who had come over to watch, unable to help covering her eyes and trembling all over as she screamed and backed away.

Qi Yue washed her hands and opened the medical kit.

“…This… what is this?” the young doctor asked curiously, looking at this strange box opening to reveal a full array of instruments. “Knives? Rope? What kind of rope is this? So soft… Ouch…”

Qi Yue slapped his hand as he reached over to rummage through everything, glaring at him.

“Stand back,” she said, putting on a mask and gloves.

Seeing her dressed like this, the young doctor’s eyes widened even more, pointing at this and that, unable to speak coherently.

Qi Yue paid him no more attention, using water to clean around the wound. Blood water flowed all over the ground, and Qi Yue’s clothes, hands, and body were covered with stains. During this time, she kept talking, directing people to help spread dirt and ash to absorb the mess in the courtyard, urging A’Hao to boil water, and having A’Ru fetch more clean water. The small courtyard was busy but orderly, leaving the forgotten young doctor on the side gaping.

“What is this?” the young doctor’s voice rang out again near her ear, looking at the large syringe in Qi Yue’s hand.

Qi Yue ignored him.

“It will be very painful. You all hold him down,” she said.

The neighboring onlookers looked at each other.

“I… I’m not afraid of pain…” A’Ru’s brother said struggling.

“This pain isn’t a matter of being afraid or not,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Third Uncle, please…” A’Ru immediately pleaded with the people around.

Before she finished speaking, two men hurried over and held down A’Ru’s brother according to Qi Yue’s instructions.

Wound cleaning was very painful, and because of the earlier treatment using folk methods like spreading dirt, the wound was severely contaminated. Qi Yue had to pry open the wound and flush it with a syringe. A’Ru’s brother was in such pain he nearly broke free, his screams worse than when he was first injured, frightening the women on the side to tears.

“You’ve already flushed it with water several times…” The young doctor’s calves were cramping from the tension. He really couldn’t stand listening anymore and couldn’t help but press on Qi Yue’s arm to stop this cruel treatment.

“I didn’t bring saline solution. Using cooled boiled water for flushing—without flushing multiple times, I really can’t feel at ease,” Qi Yue said, seeing that everyone around, including A’Ru, was quite frightened. She briefly explained to them why the wound needed such repeated washing.

Though they didn’t understand most of Qi Yue’s words, everyone’s expressions improved considerably.

“My family has liquor,” a male neighbor suddenly interjected. He had been listening to Qi Yue muttering about not having saline solution, and watching her repeated actions at the wound, he roughly understood what she was doing. He had once seen someone pour liquor on wounds, saying it could drive away evil spirits.

“Liquor? That can’t be used. You can use liquor externally on wounds, but not for wound irrigation—it would kill normal cells and slow wound healing,” Qi Yue replied casually.

“Ce… cells?” the young doctor asked in confusion again, naturally receiving no answer.

Qi Yue had already finished cleaning the wound, confident there were no remaining infectious materials inside. She removed her gloves and washed her hands again…

“Women’s ways…” the young doctor muttered disdainfully at such behavior.

Qi Yue not only washed her hands but also took out antiseptic cotton from her medicine box to wipe them, while smiling and praising A’Ru’s brother with words like “you’re so brave” and “you’re a real man.”

Though her smile was hidden behind the large mask, everyone still relaxed somewhat.

“Is this thing broken? Why are you changing it again?” the young doctor asked again on the side, not missing any of Qi Yue’s movements, seeing her remove her gloves.

Qi Yue had no mood to explain this to him, and besides, she probably couldn’t explain it clearly anyway.

The young doctor had resigned himself to knowing he wouldn’t get answers, so he just fixed his gaze on Qi Yue. He watched this woman put that strange thing on her hands again, then take out a strange object and fiddle with it on another strange object for a while, then press A’Ru’s brother’s arm and tie it with a strange rope, feeling around the arm before stopping.

“This this… what is this?” he couldn’t help asking again.

He stood forward a bit more and could see a thin, nail-like shining thing pierce the injured person’s arm.

A’Ru’s brother suddenly cried out. The women around were so frightened their nerves went taut and they screamed along. The men holding the injured person nearly let go, while A’Hao standing to the side went weak in the knees and sat on the ground.

“Don’t be afraid, injecting anesthetic—the suturing won’t hurt in a moment,” Qi Yue shouted hurriedly, startled by the commotion around her and nearly losing composure. Saying this, she pulled out the tourniquet, pushed the medicine, and withdrew the needle.

A’Ru’s brother was shaking like a sieve, whether from fright or pain.

After the anesthetic injection, Qi Yue began preparing for suturing, directing everyone to move A’Ru’s brother to a clean door panel on the side and change clothes.

“Troubling Madam with such work,” A’Ru said quietly, thinking Qi Yue wanted to change because her clothes were dirty, urging A’Hao to go back and fetch clean ones.

“No need, any clean clothes will do. Mine are too dirty. I need to suture your brother’s wound and must change to clean clothes—doesn’t matter if they’re for men or women, as long as they’re clean,” Qi Yue quickly explained.

A’Ru didn’t dare give her brother’s clothes for her to wear. Finally, she begged a neighboring woman, who immediately ran to fetch some without refusing.

This was new clothing. Poor people in difficult times could rarely afford new clothes in a year. Old clothes were all mended and altered, with the big ones worn first then the small ones, patched and mended for three more years.

The woman couldn’t bear to give old clothes to this beautiful woman, so she brought her best clothes that she only wore during New Year.

Treating guests meant bringing out one’s best—this was the simplest principle of these poor people.

“Sister, I must return you a piece of clothing,” A’Ru was about to kowtow to the woman.

“Don’t be so formal,” the woman hurried to support her.

Qi Yue efficiently removed her stained clothes and put on the woman’s clean outer garment, ready for the suturing procedure.

Seeing Qi Yue pick up a small knife and cut toward the arm, the young doctor got excited again.

“What are you doing?” he shouted loudly, even disregarding propriety between men and women to grab Qi Yue’s shoulder. “Didn’t you say you’d treat him? Why are you cutting it open with a knife instead?”

Strangely, the injured person who had been in such pain from water flushing that he shook all over and nearly fainted, now when cut by the knife, showed no reaction, as if he no longer felt pain, only staring in terror.

A simple basic suturing procedure—why was it so difficult?

“This tissue is already necrotic and must be removed,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and explained to the young doctor and others. Seeing that the young doctor was about to ramble on, she raised her hand to stop him. “You shut up. If you interfere with my treatment again, get out immediately.”

“Is this your home?” the young doctor snorted.

This person really was… Qi Yue glared at him.

“This is my home,” A’Ru, who had been silent, said.

The young doctor immediately quieted down.

Qi Yue could finally continue quietly with her head down.

“This… this…” After being quiet for just a moment, the young doctor couldn’t help shouting again.

“This is suturing. I’m going to sew up this torn wound,” Qi Yue explained proactively, also seeing the suspicious looks from others around. For these people, this treatment method was indeed quite inconceivable. While speaking, she used needle holders to pick up the needle and thread it.

“How can this work? People aren’t clothes…” a woman finally couldn’t help saying fearfully, trembling.

“Of course it works. Human skin is also human clothing. When it’s torn, naturally it needs to be sewn up,” Qi Yue’s voice from behind the mask was soft and muffled, seeming to carry a smile.

Breathing seemed to stop. Everyone’s ears seemed to hear clearly the sound of needle and thread passing through skin for suturing. All stared wide-eyed, not blinking as they watched this woman use strange tools to fly the needle and thread on a person’s arm. This scene they had never seen before was like being in a dream.

Chapter 18: Doctor
Without an assistant to help, it took Qi Yue nearly an hour to complete the four-layer suturing. Her clothes were also soaked through with sweat.

The neighbors carried A’Ru’s brother into the house, all gathering around curiously to look.

“Indeed, the doctors from the Marquis’s mansion are amazing…” they whispered among themselves. After helping clean up the courtyard, they all dispersed.

However, the young doctor remained, pacing around excitedly without leaving.

“Does it hurt? Does it hurt?” he kept asking A’Ru’s brother, very puzzled that during this time A’Ru’s brother showed no signs of pain at all. He even wanted to lift the gauze to look at the sutured wound.

“It doesn’t hurt,” A’Ru’s brother shook his head, he himself looking shocked.

“How can it not hurt?” the young doctor exclaimed, looking disbelieving. Taking advantage of an unguarded moment, he picked up a needle Qi Yue had left aside waiting to be disinfected and put away. This was a strangely shaped needle, completely different from the needles women used for sewing. After observing it for a moment, he rolled up his sleeve and stabbed it into his own arm.

He cried out in pain.

“What are you doing!” Qi Yue was startled, rushing over in two or three steps to knock the needle from his hand. Looking again, blood was already seeping from this fellow’s arm. “Are you crazy! It could get infected!”

Qi Yue was so angry her face went white. She raised her hand and slapped his arm repeatedly.

A’Ru’s eyes widened. After being stunned for a moment, she hurried over to pull Qi Yue away.

“This idiot,” Qi Yue was still furious. She turned to get antiseptic cotton from her medicine box. “Wipe it.”

The young man was so frightened by her outburst that he stood there stunned, his face alternating between pale and flushed. When the antiseptic cotton was thrown at him, the cool sensation brought him back to his senses, and he unconsciously blushed.

“Well, how can it not hurt? Do you… do you know sorcery?” he asked while clumsily wiping with the cotton, still feeling embarrassed.

“Sorcery! More like mathematics!” Qi Yue snorted.

“Doctor, thank you. Please return now,” A’Ru said.

The young doctor was unwilling to leave and was still pestering them when A’Hao came running back with a bundle in her hands.

“Quickly change clothes and go back,” A’Ru didn’t want them to stay here longer.

“It’s fine. I’ll observe a bit more to see if there’s any bleeding,” Qi Yue said.

“Please hurry. Originally this isn’t a place you should come to…” A’Ru said in a low voice, her voice choked with emotion.

“What do you mean can come or can’t come? Your family has something going on, so I can’t come see?” Qi Yue smiled.

“What kind of family does this servant have? What kind of matter does this servant have?” A’Ru looked at her and sighed, then knelt down. “Thank you for your great kindness, Madam. Even if A’Ru works like an ox or horse, she cannot repay it…”

“Don’t kneel. I’ll go back right away,” Qi Yue said hurriedly to reassure her.

“Hey, aren’t you leaving yet?” A’Hao glared at the young doctor in the room.

The young doctor was startled.

“We’re going to change clothes,” A’Hao said.

Only then did the young doctor hurriedly walk out. A’Ru followed closely, chasing him all the way to the door and bolting it shut.

After changing clothes, A’Hao boiled water to sterilize those strange instruments according to Qi Yue’s instructions, wiped them clean, and put them back in the medicine box. She also made thin porridge. Qi Yue observed the wound—there was no bleeding. She took out anti-inflammatory medicine, thought for a moment, left half a box, and explained to the siblings how to take it and how much. Only then did she feel at ease walking out.

A’Ru, who had been sitting by her brother’s side talking to comfort him, helped tuck in the corner of his blanket and followed them out.

“Why are you following us back? If you go back, who will take care of your brother?” Qi Yue asked in surprise.

“I’ve entrusted him to the neighbors,” A’Ru said.

“You’re the patient’s family member,” Qi Yue shook her head in disagreement.

“Young Madam, this servant sold herself with a death contract. In this world, except for Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, I have no relations with anyone else,” A’Ru said tearfully, kneeling down. “That A’Ru was allowed to come visit is already a great favor. Staying overnight is absolutely impossible.”

Qi Yue sighed, understanding the rules here, and reached out to help her up.

“It’s alright. Don’t worry. I’m very confident in my skills. Your brother will definitely be fine. In a few days when the stitches are removed, he’ll be the same as before,” she said with a smile, only able to comfort her from this angle.

A’Ru cried and finally kowtowed three times before getting up.

The three left the house. Watching A’Ru’s whole body shake as she closed the door, obviously reluctant in her heart, but ultimately turning around without hesitation, Qi Yue sighed again and followed with A’Hao.

“Miss…” someone jumped out from a corner and called.

A’Hao and A’Ru were startled and stood in front of Qi Yue.

“Miss, are you a doctor from the Marquis’s mansion?” the young doctor asked with shining eyes.

“That’s not your place to ask,” A’Ru scolded in a low voice. “Move aside quickly. If you block the road again, I’ll call people to send you to the authorities.”

The female family members of wealthy families indeed couldn’t be offended. I heard that on the street, some boy who didn’t know better looked at a traveling noble young lady a few times too many, actually angering her family and being beaten half to death with clubs…

The young doctor shrank his head and hurriedly moved aside, watching the three people walk past.

“I, I, I’m surnamed Hu. I’m also a doctor. I…” he couldn’t help saying.

Qi Yue stopped.

“That’s right, I am a doctor. However,” she turned to look at him and shook her head, “I don’t think you can say you’re also a doctor.”

“My family has been doctors for generations. I just don’t know this kind of treatment method you use. What I know, you might not necessarily know. Besides, besides, you’ve sewn it up, but whether it can actually cure the person is still uncertain…” the young doctor said unconvinced.

“That’s not the issue,” Qi Yue said, shaking her head. “How to put it? I don’t know the rules for doctors here, but from my understanding, you don’t have a doctor’s heart.”

“A doctor’s… heart?” The young doctor was stunned. “You mean ‘doctors have the heart of parents’?”

“If you had compassion, when you saw this patient today, you wouldn’t have made a diagnosis of ‘untreatable’ from a distance, and said things like ‘prepare for the funeral’ in front of the patient’s family…” Qi Yue said.

“I… my medical skills aren’t good enough to treat it…” the young doctor’s face turned red as he stuttered.

“Doctor, doctor—when you appear, you are the patient’s hope for life. If you’re afraid first and don’t even have the courage to try, what’s the point of talking about ‘doctors having the heart of parents’?” Qi Yue looked at him and said. “Young man, you’re not suited for this profession. You should change careers.”

The young doctor stood there stunned, watching the three of them walk away. It was quite a while before he came to his senses.

“Young man?” He exhaled, his face scrunching up. “Who’s the young man? You’re probably not even older than me, right? Talking even more pompously than my dead old man. Really…”

Chapter 19: Night Thoughts
Qi Yue and her two servants returned home.

“This really is a life-saving thing,” A’Hao said, holding the medical kit with amazement written all over her face.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Well, you know, when I was a beggar there was no choice. I had no money. When I was beaten or bitten by wild dogs, I had to rely on myself. Long illness makes one a doctor,” she said, rubbing her hands. “So grandmother always carried this thing, treating my illnesses and other beggars’ too. Gradually I learned it all.”

“Yes, otherwise how could Young Madam have saved the Old Madam’s life back then,” A’Hao nodded earnestly, looking at Qi Yue with complete admiration.

Seeing her smile without any doubt, Qi Yue felt somewhat embarrassed, while also feeling fortunate. This Qi Yueniang had indeed understood medicine before and had saved the old lady’s life—this was known to everyone. It gave her a good buffer, making her fabricated story not seem too far-fetched…

Thinking this, Qi Yue couldn’t help glancing at A’Ru.

A’Ru was also looking at her. After hearing A’Hao’s words, she lowered her head.

“Everyone’s tired. A’Ru, go rest for a while,” Qi Yue said.

“Young Madam, serving Young Madam is what this servant should do. How can I neglect my duties for outsiders?” A’Ru said with her head down. “Let this servant help Madam wash.”

Her body was sticky. Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ll go boil water and cook,” A’Hao said. She carefully wiped the medical kit clean, wrapped it in cloth, placed it back on Qi Yue’s bed, and pressed it down with a quilt before going out satisfied.

During the meal, both Qi Yue and A’Ru were somewhat silent. Only A’Hao couldn’t help chattering excitedly about treating A’Ru’s brother.

“So much blood! Young Madam, weren’t you afraid at all? I was scared to death…”

“…Young Madam, when sewing clothes it doesn’t hurt, but when sewing people it really doesn’t hurt either? But when I get pricked by a needle on my hand, it still hurts…”

Qi Yue just smiled at her questions, giving vague responses.

“Young Madam…” A’Hao started speaking again but was interrupted by A’Ru.

“You’ve forgotten the rules again,” A’Ru glared at her. “Young Madam is eating. Where do you get so much to say?”

A’Hao stuck out her tongue and quietly served Qi Yue’s meal. After eating, they cleared the dishes and sat in the small kitchen to eat what remained.

“Sister, Young Madam is really amazing…” A’Hao said excitedly, holding her bowl. “With so much blood, she wasn’t afraid at all…”

Speaking of this, she held her chopsticks and forgot to eat.

“Hey, sister, is it because she walked the road to the underworld that she’s not afraid of anything?” she said in a lowered voice.

A’Ru, who had been silent, put down her bowl and chopsticks heavily, frightening A’Hao into lowering her head.

“I won’t say it anymore, I won’t say it,” she said hurriedly.

“Not only must you not say it today, you must never say it in the future,” A’Ru said with a stern face.

“Why?” A’Hao asked in confusion. “Young Madam is so amazing…”

“Young Madam is a precious person. We know Young Madam has a bodhisattva’s heart and lowered herself to treat this servant’s brother. But what about others? They already gossip about Young Madam behind her back. If you spread this around the whole courtyard, who knows what else they’ll say,” A’Ru said. “Madam already doesn’t like Young Madam’s background and privately calls her a lowly life. Why should we add fuel to the fire and let people say Young Madam only cares about us servants and slaves?”

A’Hao nodded.

“Yes, I’ve remembered. I definitely won’t tell anyone,” she said solemnly.

A’Ru looked at her and nodded, her expression softening.

“Eat quickly. You’re tired today too,” she said. “Thank you, A’Hao. You don’t know when I saw Young Madam and you appear, my heart…”

Her eyes reddened as she spoke, her voice choking with emotion.

A’Hao also started crying.

“Good sister, don’t say anymore. I was scared to death. Fortunately we had Young Madam this time. I never expected she would personally come to get tokens for us and make those women not dare say a word back… You don’t know how anxious I was, remembering that year when your parents weren’t there, you knelt outside Nanny Su’s door for a whole day and night… It was snowing heavily and you almost died. The illness you got then still affects you… I was really afraid, really afraid you’d have to kneel like that again, and then your legs would be ruined…” She cried even harder than A’Ru as she spoke.

“Stop crying, or Young Madam will hear and worry again,” A’Ru hurried to comfort her, pulling her up to wipe her tears. “So we must remember Young Madam’s kindness in our hearts, work well, and never bring trouble to her. Young Madam has no one else in this house…”

A’Hao nodded with pursed lips.

“Alright, let’s clean up quickly and sleep early, get up early. There’s lots of work to do tomorrow,” A’Ru said with tears and smiles.

When night fell deep, A’Ru still stood by the window in her room looking out.

“Is Young Madam still not asleep?” A’Hao asked, turning over in bed.

A’Ru made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Sister, Young Madam couldn’t be afraid of sleeping alone, so she’s keeping the light on?” A’Hao muttered in bed, but soon she negated herself. “Young Madam dares to sew needles on people’s bodies, what would she be afraid of…”

She mumbled to herself, but A’Ru wasn’t listening.

“Young Madam used to need both of us to accompany her before she dared sleep, but now she doesn’t need either of us… Really different from before…” A’Hao muttered, yawning.

A’Ru sighed and turned away from the window to get in bed.

The differences were far more than just this…

“…A’Hao, don’t you think what Young Madam says is a bit strange? She drank Meng Po’s soup, so why didn’t she forget everything? Those things we remember, she doesn’t remember anymore. Those things we never remembered or knew, she…” A’Ru bit her lower lip and said quietly, “She can cook and treat illnesses… Young Madam never mentioned these things before…”

A’Hao was already sleepy and confused.

“Before… Young Madam just didn’t tell us…” she mumbled.

“And don’t you think Young Madam has changed a lot? She loves to laugh and talk, and can speak well and dares to speak…” A’Ru asked again.

“Young Madam was probably like this before. She forgot the present and only remembers the past. We didn’t know what she was like in the past… Sister, I’m so sleepy, I’ll sleep first…” A’Hao mumbled and turned to face inward without speaking.

A’Ru looked at her helplessly. In just this short time, A’Hao was already snoring lightly, wearing only a belly band, her snow-white shoulder half exposed from seeking coolness.

“Well, not thinking about anything is actually quite good,” A’Ru sighed and smiled, getting up to cover her with a thin sheet before blowing out the light and lying down.

At this time, Qi Yue was still sitting at the desk staring blankly at the dim candlelight, her medical kit placed in front of her.

She sighed and switched to supporting her chin with the other hand.

“Why exactly did I come to this place?” she said to herself, frowning. “Really not used to it. Am I going to be trapped in this courtyard for the rest of my life? Really… what’s the point of living like this!”

She grabbed her head with both hands, messing up her black long hair, looking at herself in the mirror making a Sadako pose.

She had parents, relatives, and friends, a job and skills, a circle she had lived in for over twenty years, habits ingrained in her bones. She had countless times complained about heavy work, pressure to support the family, disputes between friends, colleagues, and lovers. She had countless times said she was annoyed and fed up. But when all of these—whether joys or troubles, those once ordinary to boring days—suddenly really disappeared, when her soul alone was thrown to such a strange place, inhabiting a stranger’s body, living a completely different life of someone else…

Qi Yue heavily knocked her head on the desk.

This was Qi Yue’s first insomnia since arriving here. When A’Ru came over the next day and saw Qi Yue lying on the mirror, she was startled.

“Madam, what’s wrong with you?” she called out in panic.

“I’m fine…” Qi Yue raised her head and said dryly.

This haggard, listless appearance was clearly not fine. A’Ru was both worried and sad.

“Young Madam, it’s all this servant’s fault for being a burden…” she said with a choked voice.

“Oh my, it’s really not about you,” Qi Yue stood up and stretched, smiling at her. “I just couldn’t sleep all night, feeling somewhat… maybe it’s because I lost my memory, I’m still not used to it.”

A’Ru looked at her and finally couldn’t help asking her doubts.

“Young Madam, why did you forget all the things we remember, while what you remember are things we don’t know?” she asked.

Yes, why? Qi Yue rubbed her face. One lie required a thousand lies to cover it up. She was really fed up!

“I don’t know,” she simply exhaled and looked at A’Ru. “Perhaps the days spent here were all bad memories. Bad memories were simply forgotten, and only good memories were kept.”

A’Ru’s face went pale.

“Young Madam, you can only say such words in our room,” she said hurriedly.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Young Madam, don’t think so much. When the Prince returns and your illness is better, then…” A’Ru said gently.

“Then what?” Qi Yue turned to look at her.

A’Ru was suddenly at a loss for words under her gaze. She thought of the past three years when she and Young Madam eagerly waited at the door during holidays, hoping someone would come, time after time expecting and being disappointed, day after day and night after night sewing clothes and shoes, year after year and season after season storing them in chests…

“Young Madam, the Prince hasn’t seen your goodness yet. You’re so good, the Prince will definitely…” she couldn’t help crying, choking up.

“It’s okay, it’s okay, stop crying,” Qi Yue hurried to comfort her.

It’s just a man—look how hurt this master and servant are. If it doesn’t work out, then don’t continue. Who can’t live without whom? Is it worth it?

Of course she would never say such words aloud. Instead, she said nice things to comfort her and repeatedly promised she would definitely let that Prince see her goodness and be devoted to living with her. Only then did A’Ru wipe her tears and smile.

“Young Madam thinking this way doesn’t waste the Old Madam’s love for you,” she said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded, saying yes, yes, taking it one step at a time. But no matter what, life must be lived well. Thinking of this, she perked up again. Maybe before long she would wake up and be back in modern times, and the current days were just a dream.

“Good, let’s eat. What delicious food did Chef A’Hao make today?” Qi Yue said.

“Fried pastries and white fungus porridge,” A’Hao replied loudly, carrying in a tray.

“Good… but A’Hao, we can’t eat such good things every day, right?”

“Ah, Young Madam, have you thought of some other delicious food? Quickly teach me…”

Chapter 20: Food
Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, like all households nowadays, had two meals a day. The kitchen prepared and sent food to each courtyard according to rank and status.

Now that the Old Marchioness was gone, the highest-ranking mistress of the inner quarters was Marchioness Madam Xie.

When Madam Xie accompanied Marquis Dingxi into the dining room, the concubines standing in the room bowed and curtsied.

“Have My Lord and Great Madam rested well?” they would ask together in greeting.

The sons, daughters, and daughters-in-law of Marquis Dingxi’s family didn’t serve breakfast—this was a rule established after Great Madam Xie’s death. The Old Marchioness said that daughters-in-law, as the great wives of the family, had complex affairs to manage, so they should be allowed to eat in peace. They could come to pay respects and chat afterward. Therefore, those serving before the Marquis and Great Madam were the concubines from their own quarters.

Madam Xie, as always, nodded slightly in response. Marquis Dingxi would smile and speak a few words to each woman—nothing more than pleasantries like “good,” “how are you,” “what did you do yesterday.” Of course, he wouldn’t ask everyone, since Marquis Dingxi had five concubines. If he asked them all, the food would go cold. But this still made everyone in the room feel pleased.

After the couple sat down, Concubine Zhou would personally bring over hand towels for Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie to wipe their hands. Originally this was done by Concubine Huang, the birth mother of the eldest illegitimate son, but Concubine Huang’s health had been declining over the past few years. Madam Xie exempted her from daily service duties, so Concubine Zhou took over.

Then Concubine Song and Concubine Liu would bring two cups of mouth-rinsing tea. The newly arrived Concubine Zhu, being pregnant, was exempted by Madam Xie from standing service and sat to the side. But she would still respectfully rise after the two finished rinsing their mouths to properly arrange the chopsticks.

From this point until the meal ended, everything remained silent. The concubines served dishes and added rice silently, with only occasional inquiries about whether they’d like to try this or that.

Breakfast was simple. Despite having a good appetite, Marquis Dingxi only ate two bowls of porridge and a few bites of pickled vegetables before setting down his bowl and chopsticks. Madam Xie only had half a bowl of rice porridge.

Then came another round of hand-wiping and mouth-rinsing.

“You may all go eat now,” Madam Xie said with a nod after everything was finished.

The concubines all curtsied and withdrew. When they left, the kitchen received word and sent the prepared meals to their respective courtyards.

When Concubine Zhou entered her courtyard gate, Chang Yunqi was sitting in the room reading through Buddhist scriptures that Concubine Zhou regularly copied. Concubine Zhou’s senior maid A’Jin was accompanying him in conversation and laughter.

“Why did you come at this time?” Concubine Zhou asked while washing her hands in a copper basin held by a kneeling little maid. “Did you eat your egg custard?”

The young masters and misses had their meals served after the Marchioness finished arranging hers, so they ate earlier than the concubines.

“I’m grown up now. I don’t like eating that,” Chang Yunqi said with a smile.

Concubine Zhou didn’t look at him, only telling the maids standing in attendance: “Go tell the kitchen to bring an egg custard here.”

The maid acknowledged and left.

“Concubine Mother, don’t trouble yourself,” Chang Yunqi called out somewhat helplessly.

Concubine Zhou had already come over.

“It’s no trouble. Though I’m a concubine, I’ve been in this mansion for so many years. Adding an egg custard beyond the regular meals is still within my means. No one will slap this concubine’s face over such food,” she said calmly.

She reached out to turn his face and examine it carefully.

“Open your mouth so I can see,” she said.

Chang Yunqi smiled and opened his mouth.

“It’s already healed,” he said somewhat helplessly.

“Let’s see if you dare eat random things again,” Concubine Zhou said with some reproach, relieved after seeing for herself. She patted his face.

That day Chang Yunqi had eaten Qi Yue’s spicy chicken pieces, which not only made his mouth swell but also caused blisters, making eating uncomfortable and worrying Concubine Zhou greatly.

“Which cook made it? To put so much Sichuan pepper…” A’Jin asked casually from the side.

Chang Yunqi smiled and mumbled vaguely about not knowing who, then said no more.

“Concubine Mother copies these daily, and your calligraphy keeps getting better,” he said with a smile, changing the subject.

Concubine Zhou had learned calligraphy from her grandfather and was outstanding among her siblings. She had always been quite confident about her writing.

“Speaking of writing, I heard your father say you’re not as good as before. Having your elder brother pursue martial arts is enough for the family. You should abandon those thoughts early and focus on studying and practicing calligraphy—that’s the proper path,” she said.

Chang Yunqi smiled and agreed.

“Then I’ll help Mother copy Buddhist scriptures,” he said, indeed sitting properly and taking up the brush to write slowly.

“This is how old people like me pass time. You’re young—writing less of this preserves your vigor,” Concubine Zhou said.

Her voice was calm, tinged with loneliness and melancholy.

Chang Yunqi’s brush paused slightly.

In just these few days, Marquis Dingxi had added two women to his side. He brought back a woman from outside—though he had kept this woman outside for four or five years, entering the mansion still made her a new person. Yesterday he even heard that a maid in Concubine Zhu’s quarters had been promoted to concubine…

Beauty ages easily, but new faces always bring smiles.

Through the pearl curtain, Chang Yunqi watched Concubine Zhou slowly eating in the outer room. A middle-aged woman had her own charm, but ultimately could no longer match her former bright and glorious youth.

She ate slowly. The dishes on the table were carefully selected—finest rice, dishes perfect in color, aroma, and taste—but Concubine Zhou’s movements seemed so listless and bland.

Chang Yunqi remembered when he was small and at grandmother’s side, father often came to eat together. The concubines were naturally present too, and the family sat together talking and laughing. At that time, every grain of rice Concubine Mother swallowed brought a happy smile to her face.

But such days had been gone for a long time, and perhaps would never return…

She wasn’t eating food—she was eating loneliness.

Chang Yunqi sighed and lowered his head to slowly copy the scriptures.

There were sounds of maids’ footsteps and low laughter in the courtyard. Chang Yunqi couldn’t help looking up through the window, seeing a maid carrying a food box with two or three others surrounding her, taking something from the box.

The woman at the gate coughed, and the maids quickly dispersed.

“Concubine Madam, the egg custard is here,” said the maid carrying the food box as she entered.

“Serve it to the young master,” Concubine Zhou said.

The maid came over, curtsied to Chang Yunqi, and smiled as she called him Third Young Master.

“Just put it down,” Chang Yunqi said with a smile, knowing he had no choice but to eat. He put down his brush.

A’Jin personally brought over a water basin.

“How can I trouble sister like this?” Chang Yunqi quickly stood and smiled.

“Haven’t I troubled myself for you plenty before? Now that Third Young Master is grown up, you’ve become more polite,” A’Jin said with a smile, taking his hands to wash them personally, then taking a towel to dry them.

“Speaking of which, of the four who came from grandmother’s side, only Sister A’Jin is still a second-class maid, right?” Chang Yunqi said, prompted by her service and remembering something. “If Sister A’Jin hadn’t come to Concubine Mother’s quarters, you wouldn’t have…”

“What is Third Young Master saying?” A’Jin said with a smile, shaking his hand. “It’s because A’Jin is clumsy and can’t amount to anything, nobody wants me anywhere. Concubine Grandmother took me in, otherwise I’d have been sent out long ago, running errands for people somewhere, instead of standing here listening to Third Young Master call me sister.”

This made everyone laugh.

“If sister were clumsy, we couldn’t be kept either,” the little maids said.

“Go about your business instead of standing around here,” A’Jin said with mock reproach.

The little maids were about to leave laughing when Chang Yunqi called them back.

“What were you dividing up outside just now?” he asked while slowly eating the egg custard, which was deliberately made bland and tasteless to reduce heat and clear stagnant heat—certainly not delicious.

“It was… oh, it’s called egg cake…” the little maid said after thinking for a moment.

“Where did it come from?” A’Jin asked, frowning slightly. “I’ve told you several times not to randomly ask the kitchen for things. If trouble comes up, it’s Concubine Grandmother’s problem. So many people are watching us privately now…”

“Sister, it’s not from the kitchen. I remember that instruction and haven’t privately asked the kitchen for food,” the little maid said hurriedly. “I met A’Hao on the road and asked her for it.”

“A’Hao?” A’Jin was startled. This name had once been extremely familiar to her, but now seemed somewhat strange. It had been three years since…

“Is there more? Bring it so I can see,” Chang Yunqi interjected.

The little maid responded and took out a piece from her sleeve, wrapped in oil paper, a small piece.

“I was afraid they’d snatch it all from me, so I secretly hid one piece first,” she said with a giggle.

Chang Yunqi took it and opened the oil paper.

“Is this thing edible?” A’Jin also leaned over, looking at this roughly made pastry, though it did smell quite fragrant.

“It’s delicious,” the little maid said hurriedly. “A’Hao made it. It’s very hard to get one. This time when she went to deliver to her master’s family, I happened to meet her. After much begging, I got three pieces for everyone to share…”

As she spoke, Chang Yunqi had already put the pastry in his mouth.

“Mm, mm,” he nodded while handing it to A’Jin. “Sister, try some.”

A’Jin skeptically pinched off a piece and ate it, showing surprise in her eyes.

“Indeed quite good—sweet but not cloying, soft,” she nodded.

That was about it. As a maid of her status, especially one who came from the Old Madam’s side, what hadn’t she eaten? However, if this wasn’t made by the pastry women in the kitchen, but by that girl A’Hao…

“A’Hao made this?” she asked again, remembering that scatterbrained, confused little maid from before.

“Yes,” the little maid nodded. “A’Hao can make lots of delicious things. She even fries oil pastries herself. The cleaning girls Man’er and others have eaten them.”

A’Jin laughed.

“This girl has been locked in that courtyard for these years and actually practiced cooking skills,” she said, shaking her head.

As they talked, Chang Yunqi slowly chewed the pastry beside them, lost in thought about something.

“Have you eaten?” came Concubine Zhou’s voice asking.

“I have,” Chang Yunqi replied automatically.

Concubine Zhou looked at the egg custard on the table with only one bite taken and her face fell.

“Concubine Mother, it’s getting late. I should go pay respects to Father and Madam. I imagine they’ve all gone over,” Chang Yunqi said with a smile, standing up. “When I return, I’ll heat it up and eat it.”

Without waiting for Concubine Zhou to say more, he ran off like the wind.

“Getting more and more disobedient,” Concubine Zhou said, shaking her head.

“Third Young Master is grown up now and knows how to take care of himself. Concubine Grandmother can rest assured,” A’Jin said with a smile, waving her hand as the little maid cleared the things and withdrew.

“What were you all talking about just now? Something about eating and drinking,” Concubine Zhou asked, sitting down at the kang table while opening her scripture book.

A’Jin was briefly silent.

“Speak. If it comes to not being able to speak freely in our own quarters, that would be when I’m dead. No matter how long her hands are, even if she keeps trying to break off Old Madam’s remaining supporters for three years straight, she still can’t reach into my quarters,” Concubine Zhou said casually, a mocking smile appearing at the corner of her mouth.

“Yes,” A’Jin responded while helping Concubine Zhou grind ink. “Should I perhaps pay a visit to Young Madam’s quarters?”

Chapter 21: Observation
Concubine Zhou put down her brush.

“Yueniang,” she said slowly, “she’s been quite lively lately.”

“Yes,” A’Jin said, “this servant thinks the Young Madam has finally come to her senses…”

Concubine Zhou laughed.

“Her…” she shook her head and said, while continuing to pick up her brush to copy the Buddhist scripture, “Has she come to her senses? I feel like from the moment she entered our family, she’s been so frightened she’s never slept – what awakening is there to speak of?”

Thinking of the Young Madam’s appearance, A’Jin also had nothing to say.

“I said long ago that children from such backgrounds are rotten to the bone unless they undergo complete spiritual transformation – otherwise they cannot be helped. The Old Madam just wouldn’t listen, truly bewitched as others say, even going so far as to request an imperial decree for the marriage arrangement. I know that regarding Cheng-ge’s marriage, the Old Madam certainly won’t let that wretched woman have an easy time, but this went too far. Not only will that wretched woman not have it easy, what advantage do we gain?” Concubine Zhou said slowly. Speaking of the past and thinking of the present, even after copying Buddhist scriptures for three years, her state of mind was still disturbed, her brush trembling slightly as she wrote.

She spoke the term “wretched woman” casually from her mouth, while A’Jin’s expression remained indifferent, even nodding slightly.

“A beggar! A beggar! Without father, mother, relatives, or support. Apart from giving that wretched woman a hard slap, I also injured my own hand, causing that wretched woman to go mad with revenge after her death, forcing us into a helpless position unable to fight back. If I had listened to my advice back then and chosen a good match for Cheng-ge’er, I wouldn’t have fallen to this state now…” Concubine Zhou sighed and put down her brush, her expression showing some resentment. “Do you know what that wretched woman sent to our Zhou family as New Year gifts this year? The Old Madam has only been gone three years, and she dares to do this. My brother sent word scolding me, but what can I do? Don’t I want to? Don’t I want to be as glorious as when the Old Madam was alive?”

A’Jin poured a cup of tea and brought it over.

“Concubine, please take care of your health,” she advised in a low voice.

Concubine Zhou closed her eyes to calm her emotions, took a sip of tea, and let out a breath.

“My health is fine. I not only want to receive more of the Marquis’s affection than that wretched woman, bear more children than her, but also outlive her. I will definitely take good care of my health. I must watch her die first…” she said slowly, showing a slight smile on her face.

“Concubine, I feel the Young Madam is different this time,” A’Jin paused for a moment before speaking. “No matter what, she is someone personally chosen by the Old Madam. In this household, she is someone you can be close to, Concubine. Moreover, her position is there. Have you forgotten that the Old Madam originally placed the household management token directly in her hands, to be fully handed over to her three days after the wedding, with you supporting her? It’s just that no one expected the Old Madam to pass so suddenly, and the Young Madam cried herself into that state. No matter how you spoke to her, she wouldn’t listen, which gave the Great Madam the opportunity to seize the household management rights…”

Concubine Zhou gripped her teacup tightly and let out a heavy breath.

“Let’s not mention the past. Having it in her hands is no different from having it in a dead person’s hands,” she said.

“But this time the Young Madam did very well,” A’Jin said. “Now the entire household knows that the Young Madam walked the road to the underworld, and it was the Old Madam who personally pushed her back. Since the Old Madam let her return, naturally she wants her to manage the household.”

Concubine Zhou turned her teacup in her hands, listening to her words, and couldn’t help but smile.

“Speaking of which, it’s really true,” she looked at A’Jin and smiled. “This girl actually knows how to pull such a trick. It sounds absurd, but undeniably, the more absurd it is, the faster it spreads, and people’s impressions are deeper…”

“Exactly,” A’Jin smiled. “Also, she cleanly and decisively taught a lesson to a maid and several old women, making even Pozi Zhou and Pozi Su shocked. The Great Madam doesn’t say anything on the surface, but secretly she still searched the entire household. Is this still called being taboo? In the end, if the Young Madam wants to manage the household, she really can’t handle it well.”

“It’s been three years already, too late,” Concubine Zhou said wistfully.

“Concubine, it’s not too late. Three years, although the Old Madam’s people were replaced by the Great Madam – some switched, some were driven away, some were won over – but hasn’t this also let us see clearly which ones can truly be used and which ones are just fence-sitters? Now those who still think of the Old Madam, as long as the Young Madam calls out once, they will definitely be devoted to her.”

“That wretched woman has been married into the family for eighteen years, but was suppressed to death by the Old Madam. It’s only been three years. Though she seems to have grasped the great power of the Marquis household, she’s just a transplanted tree with shallow roots. If the wind gets strong enough…” Concubine Zhou said slowly, her expression changing.

“Yes, so, you see, should this servant take a walk to Qiutong Courtyard? To see what the Young Madam’s intentions are,” A’Jin asked.

Concubine Zhou remained silent for a moment.

“Let’s forget it,” she finally said, picking up her brush again. “Let’s watch and see. You keep an eye on that side, but don’t act rashly. We don’t want to set up the stage only to have the performer lose their voice – then we’d be the ones left hanging on stage.”

Indeed, thinking of the Young Madam’s usual temperament, this was really possible. A’Jin sighed.

“This servant was too hasty,” she said.

“No rush, take it slowly. We’ve endured this long – what’s one or two more days?” Concubine Zhou said with a smile.

A’Jin said nothing more, quietly grinding ink. The curling Buddhist incense from the desk dispersed throughout the room.

The June weather was very stifling, especially when A’Ru saw the charcoal fire lit in the courtyard, she felt sweat immediately break out on her body.

A’Ru was excitedly and eagerly taking over the barbecue work from Qi Yue.

“…When there’s open flame, splash some water…” Qi Yue sat down on a beauty couch nearby, fanning herself with a small fan while giving instructions.

Here, A’Ru was busy but smiling as she placed various foods on the wire mesh. Due to her unpracticed movements, she kept getting burned and putting her fingers in her mouth to suck them.

“A’Ru, I’ve finished grilling this. Come try it,” Qi Yue saw A’Ru and called out with a smile, pointing to the food arranged on the small stone table nearby.

“…In winter when it snowed, the young ladies at home also played with this…” A’Ru walked over a few steps and said with a smile. But at that time, it was all the kitchen women who were busy – the little maids would never get to do it themselves, let alone servants like them.

“We prefer to eat this in summer…” Qi Yue said casually. She had rented a small apartment next to the hospital with an open-air platform. In summer, when she wasn’t working night shifts, colleagues and friends all liked to gather at her place to eat, drink, and complain about work pressures, disobedient patients, and leadership gossip…

A’Ru, who was reaching to light the lamps in the courtyard, paused slightly.

“Young Madam, try this and see if it’s good,” A’Hao held up a skewer of tofu and called out happily to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue leaned forward to take it.

“Mm, not bad, use less salt… the meat should be flipped… be careful…”

A’Hao hissed as she sucked in cool air, putting her finger in her mouth again, but kept laughing.

“This isn’t about the eating, it’s about the fun,” Qi Yue said with a smile, lying back on the beauty couch.

The night was hazy, with stars dotting the sky.

Such night skies were rarely seen in the city. It was only after coming to Mount Daqing that she had the fortune to see them often.

But she hadn’t expected that seeing this same starry sky again would be in two different time-spaces.

Qi Yue pillowed her hands behind her neck, gazing at the night sky, wondering what her relatives and friends were doing now. Were they immersed in grief over losing a loved one, or continuing their day-to-day lives? Perhaps they were walking home from work, or changing shifts and beginning rounds, or calling friends to start their nightlife.

And all of this once-familiar life had nothing to do with her anymore. She was like sitting alone in front of a big screen, watching the bustling prosperity inside that she could never touch.

A’Ru withdrew her gaze and continued lighting the lanterns in the courtyard one by one.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door, interrupting A’Hao’s laughter and Qi Yue’s wandering thoughts.

Qiutong Courtyard rarely had visitors. Recently, only because Qi Yue and A’Hao loved to tinker with food had they attracted some young maids to the door, but those were just the lowest-ranking rough maids.

“A’Hao, A’Hao,” a clear female voice called from outside the door.

“It’s Caijuan,” A’Ru recognized the voice and said, somewhat surprised.

“Who is Caijuan?” Qi Yue asked casually.

Just as A’Hao was about to speak, someone outside answered for her.

“I’m Caijuan from Third Young Master’s courtyard,” the female voice said, while gently knocking on the door again.

Marquis Dingxi had four sons. Qi Yue nodded and paid no more attention, continuing to lie down fanning herself while looking at the stars.

“Caijuan, why are you here?” A’Ru went forward to open the door.

Qi Yue glanced over and saw a maid about the same build as A’Hao standing at the door, but she didn’t step inside.

“What else could it be? I was lured here by the fragrance…” Caijuan said with a laugh. Halfway through her words, she suddenly noticed Qi Yue sitting in the courtyard. By the light of the lanterns and stars, she saw the woman’s posture was languid – if not for the small fan moving in front of her, she would have thought she was asleep.

“Young Madam…” she called out, lowering her body in a bow.

Qi Yue didn’t move, just smiled at her while fanning herself.

“Do you want to try A’Hao’s cooking?” she asked with a smile.

“A’Hao’s cooking is quite famous now,” Caijuan said with a flattering smile.

A’Hao, who had just picked up two meat skewers, smiled proudly.

“It’s what the Young Madam taught…” she started to say.

A’Ru coughed.

“Here, these are for you to eat,” A’Hao quickly swallowed her unfinished words, and as if to cover up, she stepped forward and handed the skewers to Caijuan.

Caijuan accepted them with a smile.

“Then I won’t be polite. I came here just for this. I happened to be passing by, smelled the fragrance, and couldn’t move on,” she said with a laugh, while bowing to Qi Yue again. “Young Madam, please don’t laugh at my gluttony.”

“Being able to eat and loving to eat is great fortune,” Qi Yue said with a smile, sitting up. “A’Ru, take this eggplant, garlic, and chicken wings for her to try.”

“Thank you so much, Young Madam,” Caijuan said with a bow and a smile.

“You’re really lucky. These were personally grilled by our Young Madam…” A’Hao said somewhat reluctantly. Before she could finish, A’Ru interrupted her again.

“Since the Young Madam has spoken to reward someone, don’t think about being lazy. Just grill some more for the Young Madam,” A’Ru said with a smile.

A’Hao nodded somewhat sheepishly.

Caijuan smiled without speaking, took the handful of skewers A’Ru handed her, thanked them again, and turned to leave.

She took quick small steps to a large tree not far away. Only when she got close did she see a figure standing in the tree’s shadow.

“Young Master,” Caijuan called out in a low voice.

Chang Yunqi stood in the tree’s shadow, his gaze still fixed on Qiutong Courtyard. The main gate was closing, blocking the view of that already somewhat unfamiliar female figure.

Chapter 22: Gluttony
The distance was somewhat far, and the lights in the courtyard weren’t very bright, so Chang Yunqi couldn’t clearly see the woman’s features.

“Young Master, let’s go quickly. If someone sees us…” Caijuan said in a low voice, her tone somewhat worried.

It really wasn’t appropriate for a brother-in-law to be standing in front of his sister-in-law’s courtyard late at night.

“Can’t I just pass through here? If a maid is gluttonous and wants to eat, can’t I indulge her once?” Chang Yunqi said with a smile, speaking these words as he lifted his feet and walked slowly.

“You clearly didn’t have to pass through here…” Caijuan muttered in a low voice, “I didn’t insist on eating…”

How unfair – she had merely smelled the fragrance and casually remarked about what smelled so good, and the Young Master had her go eat it.

“No problem, go take a look and have a taste. Go on, go on, don’t make it seem like I’m being harsh to you. Go on.”

When the Young Master spoke like this, it would be embarrassing for her not to go… when being gluttonous should be the embarrassing thing.

Chang Yunqi acted as if he hadn’t heard, casually pulling a skewer from her hand.

“What is this? Garlic?” He smelled it and said in surprise, “This can be grilled and eaten too?”

“Yes, who specifically eats garlic?” Caijuan didn’t like the smell of garlic and simply covered her nose and mouth. “Has Qiutong Courtyard really reached the point where they have to use garlic to fill their stomachs?”

Chang Yunqi didn’t speak. He looked at the garlic in his hand that had been grilled with the skin still on, and his mind conjured the image of that woman secretly grilling beans to eat, becoming a laughingstock when the maids saw her.

“Truly beggar origins – ignoring golden jade delicacies to hide and eat grilled beans. No wonder the old saying goes that dogs can’t change their nature…”

Qi Yueniang stood in the courtyard like a startled rabbit, tears in her eyes, looking terrified. If she could, she would want to shrink her entire body, curl up into a ball…

“Food has no distinction between noble and base. Heaven and earth have spirits and give birth to all things. No matter what it is, it’s all heaven’s grace,” he said slowly, taking a bite. The garlic fragrance burst forth.

The night was deep, and the fragrance above Qiutong Courtyard gradually dissipated.

“Young Madam, the night dew is heavy. Please return to your room to rest,” A’Ru said in a low voice, looking at Qi Yue who was lying on the beauty couch with a fan covering her face, seemingly asleep.

Here, A’Hao was so full she was hiccupping beside them.

“Alright, everyone go to sleep. Tomorrow we should remove the stitches from your brother,” Qi Yue said with a smile as she got up.

“Troubling Madam to make another trip,” A’Ru quickly bowed in gratitude.

Qi Yue waved her hand to indicate she shouldn’t say such things, yawned, and went into the room.

The night passed without incident.

“Miss A’Ru, please wait a moment. Nanny Su is checking accounts with the storeroom people,” a young maid said with a smile.

A’Ru said she was grateful to the younger sister and stood aside to wait.

There were quite a few old women and maids coming and going. When they saw her, they all cast glances at her, but almost none came forward to greet her.

A’Ru stood here alone, appearing so conspicuous, but her face didn’t show the dejection of the past. Instead, it carried a hint of a smile.

In the distance, she saw three or four people walking along the road. One of them, wearing a buttoned jacket embroidered with intertwined peony branches and with newly bloomed flowers arranged in her hair, was swaying as she walked in front – it was Su Mei, who had already been promoted to concubine status.

She was speaking to a young maid beside her with a smile. When she looked up and saw A’Ru, the smile on her face froze.

A’Ru turned her gaze away.

“What is Sister A’Ru doing standing here so early in the morning?” Su Mei swayed over and asked with a smile, “Not busy today? Have you finished all the work in the courtyard?”

Qiutong Courtyard had no servant maids – only the three of them, master and servants. At first, it was forgotten due to busy confusion, but later it was intentionally forgotten. So A’Ru and A’Hao received the silver allowances of first and second-class maids but did the work of rough maids and old women.

“Miss’s facial injury has healed well,” A’Ru turned to look at her and said indifferently.

Su Mei’s face immediately flushed red. The humiliation she had suffered at Qiutong Courtyard that day was something she didn’t even want to think about.

It wasn’t too surprising that A’Ru’s words were so merciless. Back when they served the Old Madam, which maid was easy to provoke? It was just that following such a master for three years had made everyone think she was completely a spineless clay figure who could be kneaded at will.

Thinking of this, Su Mei smiled again.

“The Young Madam has been much more spirited lately, and Sister’s complexion has brightened along with her – it’s quite dazzling,” she said, fanning herself with a small fan. “I just don’t know if what comes quickly also goes quickly.”

“That’s not for Miss Mei to worry about. Better to think about how to serve the Marquis well and fulfill your duties,” A’Ru said indifferently.

A’Ru’s attitude made Su Mei grind her teeth in anger.

“Ya’er, I have business with Nanny Su. Please announce me,” she turned to tell a young maid who was watching the drama.

The young maid maintained her smiling expression throughout.

“Miss Mei, I was here first,” A’Ru said.

“You know to call me Miss Mei,” Su Mei said, swaying her head to look at her, pursing her red-painted lips. “Then naturally you know the rules of who comes first and who comes after, right?”

A’Ru smiled slightly and handed her token to the young maid.

“The Young Madam has ordered me to go out. Please exchange the token,” she said.

The smiling young maid immediately reached out to take the token. When A’Ru first came, she had only requested to see Nanny Su based on her own status, so naturally she could be slightly slighted. But now that she had produced the Young Madam’s token, there was no room for negotiation – whatever was said was what it was, whatever was wanted had to be given.

“Please wait a moment, Sister. I’ll fetch it right away,” she said with a smile, then made a polite gesture to Su Mei. “Please come in with me, Miss Mei.”

Su Mei looked at A’Ru with a cold, teeth-grinding smile. She originally had no business, and seeing Nanny Su would inevitably require some smooth talking. But now she had to go in. Though she had become a concubine, compared to the Great Madam’s chambermaid, she was still just a maid who couldn’t put on airs.

“Using your master to pressure people – I hope you can always keep up the pressure,” she said with a cold laugh.

“I’m not pressuring anyone. This is just a fact,” A’Ru said with a pursed-lip smile.

The Young Madam’s position was right there – you, a concubine, could never surpass it.

“Miss Mei, please,” the young maid said with a smile. Having watched enough of the excitement, she turned and went in first.

Su Mei glared at her angrily, fanned herself, and followed. Soon after, the maid personally brought out the token for A’Ru, and A’Ru left.

This brief scene at the entrance fell into the eyes of many people, both obvious and hidden, and quickly spread among those with ulterior motives.

The Young Madam was going to emerge and take charge of household affairs!

Didn’t you see how A’Ru, the head maid, had regained her commanding presence from when she served the Old Madam!

Actually, A’Ru didn’t feel she had much commanding presence. Qiutong Courtyard was still deserted, people still avoided her when she walked the streets, this month’s silver allowance was still forgotten, and the request to replace pots, bowls, and utensils was still ignored. Everything, if she didn’t take the initiative, no one would actively attend to. The only improvement was that when she actively stepped forward, the deliberate cold shoulders and difficulties were no longer so naked, but that was all.

“However, Sister really does look much more spirited,” A’Hao said with a smile, packing up a box of sponge cakes made early that morning for A’Ru to take to her brother.

“I just feel I have energy. I don’t know why,” A’Ru said with a smile, stopping her from putting other food items inside. “Enough, they’ll still inspect when going out. It wouldn’t look good if people saw. A gesture is sufficient.”

“I think it’s because we have hope now, not like before when we couldn’t see an end,” A’Hao said, tilting her head thoughtfully. “That’s how I think of it. Seeing the Young Madam smile and talk, I unconsciously feel bright and cheerful inside, and then talking and walking feel energetic too.”

Saying this, she nodded, reaffirming her feeling.

“The current Young Madam is really wonderful,” she added.

A’Ru, who had been smiling, paused, her smile freezing on her face.

The current Young Madam…

“A’Ru, hurry up!” Qi Yue’s voice rang out in the courtyard, interrupting their conversation.

“Coming!” A’Hao wrapped the food box in cloth and responded loudly, “Young Madam, let me come along too!”

“No, you stay home. It’s not anything fun or interesting to see.”

Hearing the master and servant’s conversation, A’Ru walked out of the kitchen.

“A’Ru, remember to bring the clothes you want to give to your neighbor aunt,” Qi Yue said to her with a smile.

This smile was bright and radiant, like the morning sunlight, capable of sweeping away all gloom.

Chapter 23: Pet Name
Seeing this smile, A’Ru also showed a smile and nodded.

This was A’Ru’s second time returning since her brother’s accident, so the siblings naturally had another tearful reunion.

“Come, let me see how the wound is healing,” Qi Yue said with a smile, interrupting their sibling sorrow. “Have you been taking the medicine as I told you, not touching water, not exercising vigorously? Did you change the cotton gauze I had sent over?”

If it were up to her, she would come check every two or three days to see how the wound was healing, whether there was inflammation, and change the dressing. But A’Ru absolutely wouldn’t allow her to do this. Qi Yue had no choice – if she forced herself to come out, not only would it not comfort the girl, but it would make her more worried. So she had to let it be, only sending messages through the peddler who could stop at the back door. Fortunately, no infection had occurred during this time.

“Young people have strong bodies and wounds heal quickly. Very good,” Qi Yue said with satisfaction after examining the wound.

Though A’Ru’s brother didn’t know who this woman was, he could sense her status was much higher than his sister’s. He kept his head down, feeling uncomfortable and uneasy. Hearing these words now made his face flush red to his neck.

“It’ll hurt a bit, bear with it,” Qi Yue said with a smile, taking scissors and tweezers from the sterile dressing change kit.

“I’ll help hold him down,” A’Ru came over and said, somewhat nervously.

Qi Yue cut open the bandage, exposing the incision.

A’Ru felt a wave of palpitations and instinctively turned her head away, not daring to look.

“What are you doing?” A voice suddenly came from the door crack – it was Dr. Hu from a few days ago.

Qi Yue almost cut into the flesh. She exhaled and turned to look at the door.

The shabby door was closed, with a spying eye visible through the crack.

A’Ru angrily went to knock on the door, scaring the person away from the doorframe.

“I… I just wanted to see…” Dr. Hu said from outside.

Here, Qi Yue paid no more attention, using tweezers to lift the thread end, cut it, then pulled out the sutures. A’Ru’s brother’s body trembled as he bit his lip hard, not letting any cries of pain escape.

“Done,” Qi Yue said with a smile as she pulled out the last suture.

A’Ru’s brother’s whole body relaxed, then immediately tensed up again at the next moment’s coldness.

Qi Yue smiled as she wiped the wound with alcohol cotton and wrapped it with clean gauze.

“In a few days, you can remove this yourself,” she said as she stood up.

After giving detailed instructions to her brother, A’Ru still didn’t stay a moment longer and wanted to return with Qi Yue.

Walking out the door, Dr. Hu was still standing at the corner waiting.

“Let me see quickly…” As soon as he saw A’Ru’s brother come out, his eyes lit up and he rushed over.

“What are you doing?” A’Ru glared and shouted, blocking in front of her brother.

“I just want to take a look,” Dr. Hu said, glancing at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled and walked over, lifting the gauze on A’Ru’s brother’s wound.

“There, look.”

Dr. Hu stared with wide eyes, holding his breath as he examined inch by inch, his expression surprised and excited.

The long sutured wound showed fresh flesh color without rot or foul smell. Most importantly, this patient had long since recovered to normal, completely different from previous patients who either bled half to death or had wounds rot half to death, lying bedridden for ten days to half a month if they were lucky enough to get up.

“Just sewing it up will…” he couldn’t help but stammer.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted him.

“No,” Qi Yue said. “One minute on stage, ten years of practice off stage. Though this is just a small wound cleaning and suturing surgery, it’s not something you can copy just by watching. Don’t think that when you encounter similar patients, you can just sew them up like me and they’ll be fine.”

Techniques and prescriptions were medical secrets that doctors kept to themselves. Dr. Hu snorted, thinking this way, and said nothing more.

“Yuan Bao, if he bothers you again, report him to the authorities,” A’Ru said.

Dr. Hu snorted, shook his head, shouldered his shabby medicine box, and walked away.

“Sister, you go back. I’m fine, all healed,” Yuan Bao said, his eyes showing reluctance.

A’Ru looked at him and nodded, whispering a few more instructions.

“Can’t you buy your freedom?” Qi Yue asked on the way back. “Is it not enough money?”

“Young Madam, what has A’Ru done wrong? Are you driving A’Ru away?” A’Ru asked in terror.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Why would I drive you away? I’m saying, if you bought your freedom, wouldn’t you be free? Why serve as someone’s slave?”

“A slave is a slave – there’s no should or shouldn’t,” A’Ru said with relief, lowering her head. “Young Madam, please don’t say such things.”

By this time they had already entered the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. Because of what she said, A’Ru seemed a bit unhappy, walking ahead with her head down. Qi Yue didn’t know what she had said wrong, so she followed behind with a smile, not daring to mention it again.

“Moon.” Suddenly a voice called from behind.

Qi Yue’s steps stopped abruptly, a hot current rushing from her feet straight to the top of her head.

Moon was her nickname! Only close friends called her that! In this lonely time-space, suddenly hearing someone call her nickname was like seeing family or the liberation army…

She turned around with teary eyes to look at the speaker.

This was a young man, or rather a youth, naturally dressed in typical ancient clothing. Seeing Qi Yue almost about to cry, he was startled, then his expression became somewhat complex.

“Are you… alright?” he asked.

“I… I… who are you?” Qi Yue was somewhat out of control, raising her hand to cover her nose and mouth, but tears still flowed uncontrollably.

“Third Young Master,” A’Ru hurried over from the front. Seeing this person, she called out in surprise and quickly bowed.

Chang Yunqi looked at the expression of the woman before him, suddenly not knowing what to say.

“Young Madam, this is Third Young Master,” A’Ru quickly said to Qi Yue, not knowing why she suddenly became like this. Her heart was both surprised and anxious, while she couldn’t help but look around. Fortunately, no one was passing by.

For a sister-in-law to cry so uncontrollably in front of her brother-in-law – who knew how some despicable people would gossip about it.

Third Young Master? The third son of Marquis Dingxi.

“Are you also from that side?” Qi Yue, ignoring A’Ru’s words, hurriedly asked.

Chang Yunqi was somewhat puzzled by her question and instinctively looked back.

“Sister-in-law, I just went out,” he answered.

“No, I mean… what did you just call me?” Qi Yue, seeing he misunderstood her meaning, explained again, looking at him with some hope.

A’Ru’s expression was complex as she looked at Qi Yue’s expression, then at Third Young Master. The current atmosphere between these two really made people feel a bit…

Actually, among the young masters and misses in the household, the Young Madam was most familiar not with the three young ladies, but with this Third Young Master. Originally, the Young Madam followed the Old Madam, and Third Young Master had been favored by the Old Madam since childhood, personally raised by her. Even after growing up, he often stayed by her side, so they often met…

However, there was nothing to it. The Young Madam had always been timid and didn’t talk much with anyone. Even though they met often, they weren’t particularly close. She had always followed the Young Madam and had never seen the two have any special interactions – they just met often, that’s all.

“Third Young Master, our Young Madam doesn’t remember things from before and doesn’t recognize you. Please forgive her,” A’Ru interjected.

Doesn’t recognize? Chang Yunqi naturally had heard this rumor, but he had only thought it was just a rumor.

“Oh my, don’t talk about that first. You just called me Moon? How do you know I’m called Moon? You… who are you? I… do you know Qi Yue?” Qi Yue pushed A’Ru aside and asked hurriedly.

This string of words left both people in front of her somewhat dazed.

“Moon?” Chang Yunqi felt somewhat uncomfortable under her expectant gaze and looked away. “Sister-in-law is called Moon? This, this I really don’t know. Sister-in-law, um, really forgot things from before? July, July…”

He also spoke somewhat incoherently, stopping here with a look of sudden realization. That news had only come back this morning, and only a few people knew about it. He didn’t expect she had already heard the news…

“July, Big Brother is indeed coming back,” he said solemnly.

What was this about? Qi Yue frowned, while A’Ru was overjoyed.

“Third Young Master, will the Prince return in July?”

Chang Yunqi smiled and nodded.

“Young Madam, did you hear? Did you hear? The Prince is coming back!” A’Ru lost her composure, grabbing Qi Yue’s arm and crying with joy.

It seemed he wasn’t a time traveler. She no longer looked like Qi Yue now – even if her own parents traveled through time, they wouldn’t recognize her, let alone call out her nickname.

This Third Young Master must have said something else that she misheard. Qi Yue sighed, made a sound of acknowledgment, and lost interest in further conversation.

A’Ru was still talking excitedly about something, but Chang Yunqi didn’t hear a word. He looked at Qi Yue and sensed her momentary disappointment.

Disappointed about what? Chang Yunqi was somewhat confused. Big Brother coming back was something the master and servant had always hoped for, wasn’t it? Though what would happen after Big Brother returned might not be as they hoped. Perhaps she had thought of this too, which was why she was like this…

Chang Yunqi also stopped talking.

The two people, thinking their different thoughts, fell silent simultaneously.

The joyful A’Ru gradually quieted down. There were people moving in the distance, and somehow, the situation between these two made her heart beat violently.

“Young Madam, we’ve been out for a while. Let’s go back quickly,” she said in a low voice.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment. Not even wanting to say goodbye, she turned to leave.

“Sister-in-law,” Chang Yunqi couldn’t help but call out again.

Qi Yue turned around somewhat lazily.

“Sister-in-law has another name called Moon?” Chang Yunqi seemed somewhat curious and asked.

“Not really…” Qi Yue wanted to shake her head but then nodded. “Yes, though I’ve forgotten many things, somehow I remember having a name called Moon.”

Saying this, she smiled.

“Perhaps it was my childhood pet name,” she said. “People close to me called me this when I was small, so maybe I remember it more firmly. You know, some things are always hard for people to forget.”

Qi Yueniang had only entered the household five years ago, and her only relative, her grandmother, had died. No one in the Marquis Dingxi’s household knew about Qi Yueniang’s childhood, so Qi Yue could make up whatever she wanted.

Chang Yunqi looked at her and slowly made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Young Madam, let’s go,” A’Ru said in a low voice.

Qi Yue smiled at Chang Yunqi again and turned to leave.

Chang Yunqi stood in place, his expression complex.

Forgot everything else… still remembers having a name… people close to her called her this… some things are always hard to forget…

“Moon? Why are you called Moon when you’re so ugly?”

“I… I’m not called Moon… I’m called Yueniang…”

“Hmph, ugly freak, actually called Moon…”

“Third Young Master… I’m not called Moon…”

“Moon, Moon, I’ll call you Moon, shame on you…”

Chapter 24: Scheming
The news that the Prince would arrive home in July quickly spread throughout the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and the household immediately became as lively as during New Year.

“At this time he should already be on the road. If there are few social obligations along the way, he could arrive home in fifteen or sixteen days. If there are some entanglements and social obligations, it would be twenty days at the latest,” Nanny Su calculated aloud.

Madam Xie’s room was full of people. Two rows of chairs seated the three young ladies of the household on one side – the youngest appeared to be only four or five years old and needed to be supported by her wet nurse to sit steadily. On the other side sat two concubines, with old women standing below. Everyone’s eyes and brows were full of smiles.

“Given the Prince’s temperament, he’ll probably travel day and night, wishing he could fly back,” an old woman said with a laugh.

Hearing this, Madam Xie couldn’t help but feel her nose tingle with emotion.

“It’s been three years…” she said, gently dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief.

“Indeed it has,” a concubine around thirty immediately said with tears streaming down, “I still remember when he left, we had just finished burning the seventh-day paper offerings for the Old Madam, and it was pouring rain…”

Several old women below also raised their hands to wipe away tears.

“Mother, don’t cry,” the little girl being supported by the wet nurse suddenly came down and wobbled toward Madam Xie seated in the center, saying in her childish voice while raising a small handkerchief in her hand.

This action made Madam Xie burst into laughter.

“Our Fourth Miss is so good,” she said with a smile.

Everyone else in the room also laughed, making the little child feel shy and run back into the wet nurse’s arms.

Second Miss and Third Miss sitting nearby also smiled, though a trace of disdain flashed in their eyes.

“This is great news. Great Madam, please don’t be sad,” Concubine Zhu said with a smile from the other side. “I’ve often heard the Marquis praise the Prince. I’ll finally get to meet him. The one in my belly has been very active these past few days – he must know his big brother is coming back and is happy about it.”

Second Miss was just sipping tea when she heard Concubine Zhu’s words. She choked on a mouthful of water and spilled it all over her dress.

Looking at the others in the room, they all had strange expressions, looking shocked while holding back laughter.

Concubine Zhu had meant to be ingratiating, but seeing everyone’s reaction, her face alternated between red and pale.

“Second Miss must also be happy – such a big reaction,” she said somewhat unhappily.

“Not as big a reaction as yours, Concubine,” Second Miss said with a smile.

The old women busily helped her clean up, making the room somewhat chaotic.

“Shulan, you and the others go with Nanny Su to see how many days it will take to make new clothes for everyone in the household,” Madam Xie said.

Second Miss and Third Miss were currently learning household management. Hearing this, they quickly responded and got up to go to the reception hall across with Nanny Su and several old women.

“Has Yalan been eating and sleeping well these days?” Madam Xie looked toward Fourth Miss hiding in the wet nurse’s arms and asked with a smile. Without waiting for the wet nurse to answer, she looked at a concubine nearby. “When you’re free, visit her courtyard more often. She just got her own courtyard and might not be used to it yet.”

The concubine stood up in delight and surprise.

“This, this… this servant doesn’t understand anything and might spoil the young lady,” she said in a trembling voice.

“You’re her mother – you don’t need to understand anything. Just watch over her. If you need to understand something, there are wet nurses and old women. When she grows up, there will be teachers to instruct her. What are you worrying about unnecessarily?” Madam Xie said with a smile.

The concubine also smiled, lowering her head.

“Thank you, Great Madam. This servant will definitely take good care of Fourth Miss,” she said.

The wet nurse tactfully smiled and pushed Fourth Miss toward the concubine.

“Go, call her Concubine Mother,” she said in a low voice.

The concubine also looked at Fourth Miss with some excitement.

But Fourth Miss hid behind the wet nurse. The wet nurse had to take her out first, and the concubine thanked Madam Xie again before leaving.

“Fourth Miss has been raised so properly under Great Madam’s guidance,” Concubine Zhu said to Madam Xie with a smile, her eyes darting about.

Madam Xie didn’t even lift her eyelids, holding her tea and taking a sip.

“When we proper people raise children, the children naturally turn out proper. It’s not any single person’s achievement. Children are still better off with their birth mothers,” she said.

“With Great Madam’s guidance, it really is different. The Prince is an example of this,” Concubine Zhu said with a smile.

“Alright, go back and rest quickly. This is the most crucial time for your health – don’t walk around carelessly,” Madam Xie said, putting down her tea.

Concubine Zhu quickly stood up, said yes, and withdrew.

Second Miss and Third Miss also came back. Second Miss reported how many people there were, what materials should be used according to different statuses, how much silver was needed, and how many days it would take to complete.

After hearing her report, Madam Xie looked at Nanny Su.

“Second Miss has covered everything completely, all according to previous years’ precedents,” Nanny Su immediately said with a smile.

“Well done. Indeed, those raised by the Old Madam are different – they understand with just a hint,” Madam Xie nodded and praised Second Miss with a smile. “Do as Second Miss said. Take the token and give the orders.”

A’Luan, the head maid standing behind her, immediately brought over the token. Second Miss bowed to receive it and left with Third Miss.

Everyone else in the room also withdrew in turn. They had two maids open windows and light incense, and A’Luan picked up a plate of freshly cut fruit and brought it over.

“Great Madam has been talking for a long time. Please moisten your throat,” she said.

Madam Xie made a sound of acknowledgment and tasted a small piece.

“Should we have an old woman teach Concubine Zhu?” A’Luan said.

Madam Xie laughed.

“Teach what? Isn’t she fine the way she is?” she said. “She’s been charming the Marquis for three or four years. Don’t look down on her for being crude – being crude is also a skill.”

Her smile grew deeper as she spoke. “I want that dignified, elegant bitch who excels at music, chess, calligraphy, and painting to see that such a woman can also win the Marquis’s favor – even more favor than her.”

A’Luan knew clearly who the “bitch” in her words referred to and said nothing more.

Here, Concubine Zhu was slowly walking to her room, supported by a young maid’s hand.

“After giving birth to Fourth Miss, Concubine Liu fell ill. Concubine Song had a grudge against Concubine Liu, and Concubine Zhou was close to Concubine Song, so Fourth Miss had to be raised by Great Madam. When Concubine Liu recovered, she claimed she and Fourth Miss were in conflict and refused to raise Fourth Miss no matter what…” the young maid explained in a low voice, explaining the background. “Concubine Liu was originally Concubine Song’s maid. She secretly climbed into the Marquis’s bed behind Concubine Song’s back. To avoid being killed by Concubine Song, she ran to Great Madam and gave birth to Fourth Miss. Great Madam decided to promote her to concubine.”

“Oh, like Su Mei in our courtyard?” Concubine Zhu said with a smile.

“That’s different. Su Mei was promoted by you, Concubine Madam. If not for your kindness, how would the Marquis have noticed her?” the young maid immediately said.

“It’s all thanks to Great Madam’s kindness,” Concubine Zhu sighed. “Great Madam is such a kind person – why hasn’t she had children of her own?”

“Great Madam did conceive before, but miscarried. It was even a male child,” the young maid said in a low voice. “They say it injured her health, so she never had children again.”

Concubine Zhu nodded and was silent for a moment.

“No wonder Great Madam treats the Prince so affectionately,” she said slowly. “But why did he have to marry such a person? Not only does it anger Great Madam, even I feel indignant.”

The young maid giggled.

“Except for the Old Madam, no one in the entire household felt it was fair,” she said with a laugh.

Concubine Zhu sighed again, frowning in a way that made her look even more charming.

“It’s just that I’m very foolish and don’t know how to speak properly. I can’t put Great Madam’s mind at ease and always make her worry instead,” she said wistfully. “Now that the Prince is returning, it should be a joyous occasion for the whole family, but I can see Great Madam isn’t comfortable. She must have heard about the Young Madam’s recent antics. Think about it – the Prince finally returns after so long, only to face such a person. How frustrated he must feel.”

The young maid nodded.

“Exactly. Never mind the Prince – even Miss Su Mei feels extremely frustrated,” she said casually.

Concubine Zhu’s eyes lit up, but she quickly concealed it.

“In my opinion, Su Mei is too honest. Never mind that she’s now at least half a master, even if she were still a maid, she shouldn’t be intimidated in front of that person…” she said with seeming casualness.

“Can’t blame Miss Su Mei. That Young Madam’s status is still…” the young maid said hesitantly.

Concubine Zhu just laughed.

“You all really don’t know how to think. Rules are made by people. Now that the masters in the household have changed, naturally the rules aren’t set in stone…” she said with a smile. “But I don’t understand these things. I’m from a humble background with no rules, and I don’t understand your household’s rules either. I’m just talking nonsense – if I’m wrong, don’t laugh at me.”

“Who would dare laugh at Concubine Madam?” the young maid said flatteringly.

“Whether they laugh or not, I don’t care. I just know that the Marquis and Great Madam gave me my good life now. I only want to make the Marquis and Great Madam comfortable. As long as they’re happy, I’d be willing to die,” Concubine Zhu said with a sigh.

“Concubine Madam having this sentiment is enough,” the young maid also sighed, her eyes flickering as if thinking about something.

Chapter 25: Provocation
When the sun rose high, A’Ru and A’Hao carried a trunk into the courtyard.

“What are you doing?” Qi Yue asked. “Be careful, you two children, don’t hurt your hands.”

As she spoke, watching the two walking unsteadily, she hurried forward to lend a hand.

“Young Madam, please rest,” A’Hao said.

Finally, the three of them slowly placed the trunk on the stone table in the courtyard.

“The weather is good today, so we’re airing out clothes,” A’Ru said with a smile. “When the Young Master returns, Young Madam can wear them.”

Since learning the news that the Prince would return next month, A’Ru had been smiling even in her dreams.

Qi Yue pressed her forehead with her hand – what a worry.

A’Hao opened the trunk here, and Qi Yue looked over, unable to help exclaiming “Wow!”

“So beautiful!” She reached out to touch them, her face full of amazement. The trunk contained neatly folded sets of clothing, with golden needlework and silver thread gleaming brilliantly in the sunlight.

These were clothes? They were clearly works of art!

“These are all part of Young Madam’s dowry that the Old Madam gave her,” A’Ru said with a nostalgic expression. “There are more in the storeroom. The Old Madam originally gave Young Madam a separate storeroom filled with things she had accumulated…”

“A separate storeroom?” Qi Yue said in surprise.

A’Ru nodded.

“Young Madam, you’ve forgotten, but I still remember. When the Old Madam was gravely ill, she had Nanny Sun take you to see it. I followed along that time too. Even now when I think about it, the glare still makes me unable to open my eyes,” A’Hao said with exaggerated expressions of amazement.

This Old Marchioness really was extraordinarily good to Qi Yueniang, Qi Yue sighed inwardly. How strange – why would she be so good to this beggar picked up halfway? If it were while she was alive to show compassion and a kind heart for a good reputation, providing good food, drink, and clothing would be understandable. But she even considered the afterlife, not only arranging the marriage but also leaving behind so much wealth. Even real parents wouldn’t be more wholehearted than this.

Could this Old Marchioness be her illegitimate daughter? But that doesn’t make sense – the ages don’t match…

“Young Madam, should you wear this one or this one?” A’Ru looked at the clothes with a frown.

“This one is good, this bright red one suits Young Madam best,” A’Hao said. “Then paired with a large phoenix hairpin… oh right, there’s a Nine Phoenix Holding Pearls large golden hairpin that the Old Madam left in the storeroom…”

The two girls’ enthusiastic conversation interrupted Qi Yue’s wandering thoughts. Looking at their spirited smiling faces, she shook her head, pushing aside those chaotic thoughts. Whatever happened before didn’t matter – living well in the present was what counted.

“What kind of person is your Prince?” she sat down nearby and asked.

“The Prince…” A’Hao, who was usually talkative, opened her mouth first but seemed hesitant, as if not knowing what to say.

Hmm? Qi Yue raised her eyebrows – there was a problem here.

“The Prince is a good person, just a bit mischievous… but but…” A’Hao hurriedly said, “But that was when he was small. Boys are all a bit naughty when they’re young. The Prince is grown up now and isn’t like that anymore.”

“Oh,” Qi Yue said, drawing out the sound.

A’Ru nearby somehow thought of Third Young Master.

“The Prince just has a quick temper, but he’s really a good person,” she interjected. “The Prince has practiced martial arts since childhood, so his temperament is strong. Young Madam, don’t be afraid of the Prince. Actually, actually he’s very reasonable…”

Qi Yue nodded, understanding. From these two maids’ few words, she could already sketch out a pampered young master type – domineering and arrogant.

What should she do? Really be husband and wife with this Prince? Qi Yue felt a chill.

Seeing Qi Yue’s heavy expression, A’Ru and A’Hao exchanged glances.

“Sister, you see Young Madam is very worried. Actually, I’m a bit worried too…” A’Hao couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

“What are you worried about? What is there to worry about! Don’t think nonsense! Young Madam is the Prince’s properly married wife. Don’t think nonsense,” A’Ru immediately interrupted her words, speaking urgently in a low voice.

A’Hao looked at her, somewhat amused and exasperated.

“Sister, actually, you’re also thinking nonsense in your heart,” she muttered.

To celebrate the Prince’s return, both masters and servants in the household made new clothes. After half a month of rush work, the clothes were finished. Distributing fruits, monthly silver, and new clothes was the happiest time for all the servants in the household, especially those low-ranking maids who relied on these things to get by and rarely received rewards. They were calling friends and running around to find out when it would be their turn to receive clothes.

“These little wenches, we’ve never seen them run this fast at other times…” several head maids said with laughter, watching the young maids ahead carrying bundles of clothes.

The clothes for young ladies and concubines were naturally delivered by special people. Only after the masters’ clothes were delivered would it be the servants’ turn to receive theirs.

“Such good material was used this time – I heard it’s the most fashionable style from the capital.”

“Each courtyard also received a box of silk flowers as a reward…”

The maids talked and laughed as they walked. Suddenly they saw a maid standing by the roadside outside a courtyard, looking toward them.

“Hey, look,” one maid nudged another and said in a low voice, “A’Hao…”

The other maid looked over, a trace of mockery appearing on her face. She gave a look, and several head maids raised their heads and quickened their pace, seemingly not seeing A’Hao, and bumped into her hard.

A’Hao saw them coming but didn’t expect that with such a wide road, they would bump into her when they got close. She was knocked back several steps onto the grass. It had rained just last night, so immediately her foot was covered in mud, and even her dress hem was soiled.

“What are you doing?” A’Hao shouted angrily while lifting her skirt.

“Oh my, Sister A’Hao, sorry, we didn’t see you,” the maids said with smiles.

“Are you blind?” A’Hao asked huffily. “Xiao Zhuan, Xiao Cui, are you deliberately picking a fight?”

As soon as she finished speaking, the tallest maid glared.

“Why are you cursing at people?” she said with a wronged expression.

“Cursing? Well, you deserve to be cursed,” A’Hao glared and shouted, then lifted her foot to wipe the mud on those maids.

The maids cried out and dodged. The young maids carrying clothes heard and all ran back, making the road lively.

“What’s going on?” Several women walked over from a distance and immediately shouted when they saw this.

A’Ru in the courtyard also heard the commotion and ran out.

“What’s this?” The women approached with angry faces. “Is this courtyard a place for you to make trouble? If you want to fight, get out of the courtyard and fight to your heart’s content!”

“Nanny, yes,” A’Hao snorted and started to speak.

“Nanny, it’s Sister A’Hao cursing at us and trying to hit us…” the three maids rushed to say.

“Hey, why don’t you say why I cursed at you?” A’Hao said huffily.

A’Ru reached out and pulled her back.

The woman looked A’Hao up and down.

“I don’t care why you did it. I only know that in this courtyard, maids are not allowed to fight and cause trouble,” she said indifferently.

“Yes, Nanny, we were wrong,” the three maids immediately knelt down.

When they knelt, the young maids following them naturally all knelt too, leaving only A’Hao and A’Ru standing awkwardly.

“What, does Miss A’Hao think this old woman is speaking incorrectly?” the woman looked at her and said with a slight smile.

“What? You want me to kneel?” A’Hao asked dumbly.

“What? Is Miss A’Hao saying I can’t manage you?” the woman asked with a smile.

“I didn’t do anything wrong. They bumped into me first…” A’Hao said huffily.

A’Ru reached out and pulled her.

“Nanny Liu,” she looked at the woman with a slight smile, “Let things be what they are – don’t go too far.”

Nanny Liu smiled.

“Yes, I’ve just taken on this job and can’t compare to you two young ladies’ high positions, but since I’m now managing the inner courtyard’s rules, I can’t let the rules be disrupted,” she said with a stern face. “If I’m doing wrong and wronging the young ladies, I’ll go to Great Madam right now and resign from this job.”

Taking it to Great Madam…

A’Ru bit her lower lip and turned to look at A’Hao.

“Kneel and admit your mistake,” she said in a low voice.

Though A’Hao was unwilling, she still listened to A’Ru and knelt as told.

Only then did the woman’s expression soften slightly.

“Miss A’Hao says Xiao Zhuan and the others provoked you first, but you still shouldn’t have acted on your own. You should have come to tell us, and we would naturally punish them. If everyone acted like you – you provoke me so I hit you, you hit me so I hit you, with maids all fighting together – what would that look like? Don’t you think so?” the woman said gently.

A’Hao gave a cold laugh.

Right or not, when other maids fought, that might be the reasoning, but if a maid of A’Hao’s status was confronted by these maids, the proper response should be to slap them across the face, then have the supervising woman come over, bow and scrape, then give those maids another slap…

Rules – the Marquis Dingxi household’s rules had always been to step on those below, not those above. Offending superiors was a major transgression.

After the woman finished speaking and saw both sides were compliant, satisfaction appeared on her face.

“Why don’t you hurry and take the clothes back? The concubines are still waiting. It’s not like you’re free to wander around. Go back and try them on – if they don’t fit, the tailors are still waiting to make alterations,” the woman’s face darkened again as she scolded Xiao Zhuan and the other maids.

Xiao Zhuan and the others immediately said yes, got up, and walked away quickly in a group.

“Miss, don’t blame me for being unfair, letting them get up and leave. Great Madam gave orders to get all the clothes sorted out today. These maids have urgent work to do, unlike you young ladies who are so leisurely…” the woman said with a smile. Before she could finish, a shout came from Qiutong Courtyard.

“A’Ru, A’Hao, where have you all disappeared to? Who’s going to do all this work?” Qi Yue came out waving a handkerchief and saw the scene. “Oh my, so many people gathered here – what are you all playing at?”

She looked over with a half-smile, leaning against the doorframe.

Chapter 26: Stirring Up Trouble
Speaking of which, this was the second time Nanny Liu had met Qi Yue, though the first time Qi Yue had hidden away in shock from being newly arrived, only hearing her voice without seeing her face.

“In response to Young Madam’s question, a few maids were somehow making a commotion here, and this old servant boldly took the liberty of administering some discipline.” Nanny Liu looked at that woman over there and recalled the hanging drama from that day, unable to hide several traces of contempt on her face.

A’Hao was huffing angrily, about to speak, when A’Ru pulled her down.

“Made a mistake?” Qi Yue slapped the door and said, “This dead girl, the moment I’m not watching she causes trouble for me. Why don’t you get inside and go to the room to face the wall and reflect on your mistakes!”

A’Hao still wanted to say something, but was pulled up by A’Ru. They responded with a “yes” and lowered their heads as they went inside.

Look at that! Hadn’t they been saying these two maids were now acting superior by relying on their backing? How come they couldn’t even say half a word in defense? Sure enough, with the Prince about to return home, they didn’t dare make a fuss, afraid of provoking the Great Madam and being found fault with, unable to maintain their standing before the Prince when the time came. Nanny Liu exchanged glances with several women servants, secretly curling her lips in disdain.

“Then this old servant…” Nanny Liu was about to speak and leave.

“Ah, you’ve come at just the right time, help me tidy up some things…” Qi Yue suddenly said, interrupting Nanny Liu’s words.

Nanny Liu and the others were startled.

“Originally, Young Madam’s orders cannot be disobeyed, but we’re currently busy. I’ll go find you a maid…” she hurriedly said with a smile.

“No need, it’s just a matter of lending a hand. Didn’t Nanny also say the maids are all busy?” Qi Yue smiled, waving her fan. “Perhaps I can no longer command Nanny now?”

Nanny Liu forced a smile. If this Young Madam had been cold and harsh in her torment, she herself would have found it easier to handle – crying and making a scene would have been options. But instead, she was all smiles and gentle words, truly leaving no room for complaint. She could only say that Madam’s words were too harsh, and led those several women servants inside.

Qi Yue directed the several women servants to first move the stone table in the courtyard, saying that under the tree it was always getting bird droppings, nearly causing those women servants to strain their backs. Then she had them bring out several pots from the kitchen, saying she wanted to draw well water to scrub them inside and out.

Was this really just lending a hand? This was clearly work for men and servant boys. Nanny Liu and the others had already started and couldn’t back out, so they had to grit their teeth and do it all. Meanwhile, Qi Yue stood to one side watching, still scolding the maids in the room.

“Look at you not knowing proper conduct, running out to fight and make trouble with others, leaving all your work undone. My temperament is good, which has increasingly spoiled you into not knowing what’s good for you. Do you take me for a blind, deaf, stupid three-year-old child? Truly, kind people get bullied and gentle horses get ridden. Seeing my good temper, everyone wants to step on me. Even if one wears good shoes and has backing, one must still weigh whether they fit properly…”

She scolded until Nanny Liu and the several women servants’ faces turned red with anger burning in their hearts.

“Young Madam, it’s all done. You see, the courtyard is busy distributing clothes, and we really don’t dare delay too long. If you have anything else that needs doing, I’ll send over some servants and maids after I go out…” she said, suppressing her anger.

“Good, good, nothing more, it’s all finished.” Qi Yue looked and smiled, while continuing to scold into the room, “Look at the trouble you two little hooves have caused, wearing out the nannies. Don’t you feel ashamed?”

“Then we’ll take our leave.” Nanny Liu didn’t want to stay here for half a step longer, didn’t want to hear or say another word, and turned to hurry away.

After they left, A’Ru opened the room door, with A’Hao poking her head out behind her, her face already red from holding back laughter, covering her mouth with her hand, afraid of laughing out loud.

“Eh, Young Madam, isn’t this the pot you used to cook chili sauce last night?” A’Hao peeked out and saw it, hurriedly asking, “Didn’t you say it needed to be heated with water on the stove and simmered to remove the oil and spice? How was it brought out too?”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and casually glanced over.

“Yes, I didn’t even notice. These nannies are really too honest,” she smiled.

“Young Madam, this gets on your hands and it’s very spicy, right?” A’Hao said.

“Should be,” Qi Yue nodded.

Meanwhile, Nanny Liu angrily walked out of Qiu Tong Courtyard, her face alternating between white and blue with rage.

“This Young Madam really has become like a different person…”

“Indeed, before she would act like a thief when seeing people, but now look at her – smiling and talking to us, speaking so smoothly without even a single stutter…”

“Could it really be that the Old Madam…”

The servants behind were discussing in low voices. Nanny Liu couldn’t bear to listen anymore.

“Enough, stop gossiping,” she turned back and snapped.

The servants quickly lowered their heads and fell silent.

“This Young Madam’s ambitions are not small,” Nanny Liu said angrily, while once again looking back at the isolated Qiu Tong Courtyard, habitually raising her hand to touch her forehead. “The closer the Prince’s return home gets, the more spirited she becomes.”

As her hand passed over her forehead, she remembered the work they had just done. In her haste to leave, she hadn’t washed her hands, and in her anger hadn’t noticed what oily substance had gotten on them. She unconsciously shook her hand in front of her face, and immediately felt a pungent spiciness hit her nose, tears streaming down instantly.

“Oh my, Nanny Liu, what’s this… this isn’t necessary…”

“Don’t be like this, after all we are servants, who hasn’t suffered their master’s temper…”

“Yes, this master hasn’t acted like a master for a long time, but ultimately speaking, her status isn’t low. We shouldn’t feel wronged, don’t cry…”

The other women servants chattered as they hurried to comfort her, taking out handkerchiefs to wipe Nanny Liu’s tears, only making her cry even more furiously.

“I’m not crying, there’s something on my hands…” she said through tears, not daring to use her hands to hold the handkerchief to wipe her tears, as wiping only made it spicier.

Hearing her say this, the women servants all hurried to look at their own hands, some even putting them near their noses to sniff, and immediately they all started crying along with Nanny Liu.

“This chili pepper is really good stuff, yet you all don’t eat it, only using it as decoration for plating. What a waste,” Qi Yue said while arranging the chili sauce she had prepared yesterday in the kitchen, shaking her head and sighing.

When she first inquired about seasonings, there was surprisingly no chili pepper. She thought this foreign species hadn’t been introduced yet. Later, the next day she found one in the basket, and when she asked about it, the two maids didn’t know what it was called. They said it was used for decorating cold dishes because it looked nice. Only then did Qi Yue realize it had already been brought in, just that not many people ate it yet. So she urged A’Hao to go to the kitchen and gather a whole basket, adding meat to make chili sauce.

For A’Hao and others who weren’t used to eating spicy food and had never been exposed to it, this smell was simply terrifying. They hadn’t dared enter the kitchen all night, and even early in the morning when they came out and smelled it, their throats itched and they coughed.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru entered from outside, her expression gloomy.

“Sister, how is it? Is it our turn to get clothes?” A’Hao hurriedly asked.

They had known several days ago that the public clothes were finished, with everyone in the household, old and young, having a set. A’Hao couldn’t help but wait by the door every day for the call.

“Still need to ask? Of course not,” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Hao still hopefully looked at A’Ru, who sighed and lowered her head.

“They said according to old precedent, Young Madam, you’ve been ill for those years and none were made, so…” she said in a low voice.

“The past is the past, but now the Prince is returning. How can Young Madam not have any?” A’Hao said with wide eyes. “It’s clearly just bullying! I’ll go find them…”

“Wait,” Qi Yue called out to stop her. “You’re not allowed to go.”

“Young Madam…” A’Hao called out indignantly.

“You girl, you suffered a loss today and still haven’t figured it out?” Qi Yue smiled, clapping her hands as she walked out of the kitchen. “Quite a few people are watching us, waiting to pick fights and stir up trouble.”

“Young Madam, Xiao Zhuan and the others are from Concubine Zhu’s courtyard and are very close to Su Mei. It should be because of last time’s incident that they deliberately made trouble with me. It’s not targeting Young Madam…” A’Hao hurriedly said.

Qi Yue looked at her with a smile, raising her hand as if to poke her with a finger.

A’Hao, afraid of the spiciness, quickly covered her face and dodged.

“Silly child, hitting the child to show the mother – if they dare target you, naturally it’s for me, this master, to see,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Then… is it Madam?” A’Ru bit her lower lip and said in a low voice.

“Whoever it is, anyway the target is us. During this period, we need to avoid the storm,” Qi Yue said, while rolling up her sleeves. A’Hao brought over a water basin for her to wash her hands. “What clothes, what meals – if we don’t have them, we don’t have them. If there’s less, there’s less. As long as they don’t point at our noses and scold us to our faces, however they want to torment us, let them. We’ll just close our doors and ignore them.”

Though A’Hao seemed to understand only half, following the principle of listening to Young Madam in everything, she nodded and agreed.

“I understand. I won’t cause trouble for Young Madam,” she said solemnly.

Qi Yue smiled and let her dry her hands. A’Hao cheerfully poured out the water and carefully closed the main door.

“Is it that Madam doesn’t want Young Madam to go out?” Following Qi Yue into the room, A’Ru, who had been silent, said in a low voice.

“If she wanted me to be her daughter-in-law, she wouldn’t have kept me confined here for three years. Still need to ask?” Qi Yue said.

“Then what does Madam want? Does she want to confine Young Madam for a lifetime?” A’Ru said, tears already welling up in her eyes.

“Don’t cry, don’t cry, it’s fine, it’s fine. We’re people, not animals. How could she confine us for a lifetime? We have hands and feet,” Qi Yue hurriedly smiled, tossing over a handkerchief to her. “What I mean is, let’s go along with her for now, don’t crash head-on into her gun barrel. The Prince is returning, what reason could a mother-in-law have to never let husband and wife meet? A few days later is just a few days later.”

A’Ru took the handkerchief to wipe her tears, nodded, and looked at Qi Yue with joy in her eyes again.

“Young Madam, it’s good that you can think this way,” she said.

In the past, Young Madam knew nothing but crying. If people gave her even a slightly cold look, she would become disheartened and harbor no hope at all. But look at now – the smile on Young Madam’s face never faded, as if no matter how big the matter was, it wasn’t a problem in front of her.

Wonderful! So many people didn’t want her to see her own husband. Qi Yue contentedly leaned against the beauty couch, truly heaven was fulfilling her wishes. However, if she could leave this place and return to modern times, that would be even more heaven-fulfilling.

Qi Yue looked up at the roof beams. How exactly could she go back? Could it be that she needed to hang herself again? She sighed and slowly closed her eyes.

A’Ru quietly retreated, not disturbing Young Madam’s rest.

In the summer afternoon, Qiu Tong Courtyard was completely peaceful.

Chapter 27: Retreat and Avoidance
The reaction from Qiu Tong Courtyard was quickly known by those with ulterior motives.

“So you’re saying that when they didn’t give her clothes, she said nothing at all?” Concubine Zhou turned a page of the Buddhist scripture and asked.

A’Jin nodded.

“The maid was punished by Old Pozi Liu and knelt when told to kneel?” Concubine Zhou looked up at her and smiled.

A’Jin sighed, her face somewhat flushed with embarrassment, giving a bitter smile.

“Who would have thought that a maid who came from the Old Madam’s side would actually kneel to a third-class servant woman…” Concubine Zhou covered her mouth and laughed heartily. “If she really had been sent back by the Old Madam, she would probably be so angry she’d slap her and drag her back…”

“Perhaps Young Madam wants to curry favor,” A’Jin said.

“Curry favor? Is she stupid? Not to mention that she’s currently occupying the position of the eldest daughter-in-law, just based on the fact that she was brought into the household by the Old Madam, in this lifetime, she will never be able to curry favor with that lowly woman.” Concubine Zhou said with a faint smile on her lips, then gave a self-mocking laugh. “But then again, how could I expect her to understand this? Forget it, each person follows their own fate.”

As she spoke, she glanced at A’Jin.

“Do you still want to visit her?” she asked with a half-smile.

A’Jin smiled bitterly and hurriedly shook her head.

“As I’ve said before, mud is just mud and can never be helped up the wall,” Concubine Zhou smiled, then sighed. “If the Old Madam had shown me the same indifference she shows her back then, that lowly woman would never have had the chance to enter the household, and I wouldn’t have…”

As she spoke, her hand holding the brush tightened into a fist, and she suddenly stopped mid-sentence, staring at the Buddhist scripture before her without speaking for a long while.

A’Jin beside her just lowered her head and stood quietly, as if she had heard nothing and seen nothing. After a moment, Concubine Zhou picked up her brush again and slowly continued copying the scripture, and the room returned to silence.

Near evening, exiting from the back door of the Marquis and Madam’s Rong’an Courtyard and heading west, passing through a narrow alley, one reached the location of the Marquis household’s storehouses. Seeing several women servants approaching from afar, the servant women who had been gathered together chatting and laughing quickly stood at attention.

“Has Nanny Zhou eaten?” everyone respectfully smiled and greeted.

Nanny Zhou smiled and nodded.

“Nowadays it’s humid when it rains, and extremely dry when it doesn’t rain. You all need to pay attention to moisture and water protection,” she said.

“We all know, Nanny can rest assured,” the servant women answered in unison with smiles.

More women servants, young servants, and men who had received the news came running out from inside the doors, automatically lining up to greet Nanny Zhou. Nanny Zhou looked over them all as she walked, and at the end, she stopped at a woman of about forty years old.

This woman kept her head lowered, wearing the common front-opening jacket that servant women typically wore, with nothing remarkable about her appearance.

“Sister Feng, there’s a banquet at home the day after tomorrow for the family members of Duke Dong from the capital. I remember there’s a golden jade ornamental screen in the Old Madam’s storage. Have someone move it out for display,” Nanny Zhou said to her with a smile.

The woman lowered her head and first gave a bow.

“Yes,” she said. “Is there a matching token?”

Nanny Zhou smiled and took out a matching token.

The woman glanced at it.

“Is there Young Madam’s matching token?” she asked with downcast eyes.

Countless gazes looked over from all around, but the woman just kept her head lowered without any unnecessary words.

Nanny Zhou looked at her still smiling, said nothing, and withdrew her hand.

“The Prince will return soon. The household has been using many things these days, and the Prince’s courtyard is also being renovated. With people coming and going, everyone be careful,” she said.

Everyone responded in unison, watching Nanny Zhou leave with her people, then immediately surrounded that woman.

“Lady Dong, what’s gotten into you?”

“What are you thinking? What do you mean by needing Young Madam’s matching token?”

Everyone spoke at once, their faces showing some indignation.

“The Old Madam said at the time that what she left was for Young Madam’s dowry, and it could only be opened with Young Madam’s matching token,” the woman said neither urgently nor angrily, keeping her head lowered and speaking dully.

Another woman scoffed with laughter.

“Lady Dong, I know what you’re thinking. You’ve heard that Young Madam’s illness seems to have improved these days, so your mind has become active,” a woman said with sarcastic amusement. “But it’s also possible that this time when the household made clothes, they simply forgot Young Madam’s. Perhaps Young Madam will get angry and come to the storehouse with her matching token to select fabrics, clothes, and jewelry…”

Everyone laughed, but the woman still kept her head lowered without speaking, as if she were deaf and mute. After everyone mocked her for a while and she remained unresponsive, they lost interest and dispersed.

In early July, there was finally definite news about the Prince’s return home.

“Just as Madam predicted, the Prince declined all the social obligations along the way at various prefectures and is determined to return before the fifteenth,” Nanny Su said while wiping her tears.

The young servant who had read the Prince’s letter was rewarded with a large sum of money by Madam Xie and sent away.

Madam Xie was emotionally excited and somewhat restless.

“I need to go see how the room preparations are going. Cheng-ge doesn’t like those flowers and plants, and he doesn’t like red and green decorations either. We can’t have him feeling annoyed the moment he enters the house…” she said.

Nanny Su smiled and pressed her to sit down.

“Madam, please don’t worry. The people preparing the Prince’s room are all those who grew up with the Prince. How could they not know this?” she smiled.

Madam Xie then exhaled and sat properly.

“I wonder if he’s gotten dark or thin…” she finally couldn’t help but gently dab her tears with a handkerchief.

Nanny Su accompanied her in expressing sentiment, and after saying many comforting words, things improved.

“Has that woman made any moves recently?” Madam Xie asked, collecting her composure.

“Not really. She’s been very obedient. Following your instructions, we sent a physician to check on her, asking if she was well. She hasn’t even left her room, saying she’s still not well and doesn’t want to see people,” Nanny Su said.

Madam Xie gave a cold laugh.

“She’s being this sensible? Indeed, she’s become clever…” she said. “Send word down for me to keep a close watch. Once she harbors thoughts she shouldn’t have…”

As she spoke, her expression darkened.

“…She’s been ill long enough…”

Nanny Su couldn’t help but shiver and lowered her head in acknowledgment.

“Madam, the rocks have been purchased and are being installed in the Prince’s courtyard. Madam, would you like to go take a look?” the senior maid A’Luan lifted the curtain and entered, smiling.

The atmosphere in the room immediately became cheerful.

“Let’s go take a look. The Marquis personally selected these for the Prince…” Madam Xie smiled, standing up with Nanny Su’s support.

As soon as she left, a large crowd of servant women and maids followed. Maids naturally went to inform the concubines and young ladies, so halfway there they encountered quite a few more people. By the time they reached the Prince’s courtyard, it was packed with people, even more than the workers.

A’Ru stood at the kitchen courtyard gate feeling that there were unusually few people today. Except for a few rough-work maids, there wasn’t a single person she could speak to. Having been out for half a day already, she had no choice but to grab a little maid who had just run over.

“Where have all the nannies gone?” she asked.

The little maid rolled her eyes at her.

“They’re all busy. Come back another day,” she said.

“I’ve come several times already. How can they be so busy? Not a single person to be seen,” A’Ru asked, suppressing her anger.

“I don’t manage the distribution of rations. Sister, don’t take your anger out on me. You can only bully me anyway,” the little maid rolled her eyes and snorted, breaking free from her grasp and running away.

A’Ru stamped her feet in frustration and had no choice but to continue waiting. Finally, she saw four or five servant women approaching while chatting and laughing.

“Nanny, can our Qiu Tong Courtyard’s rations today possibly…” she hurried over to ask.

Before she could finish, she was interrupted by one of the servant women.

“Wait a little longer, young lady. We’re really busy today. We’ll send them tomorrow when we have time,” she said.

Busy? So busy that no one was seen for half a day? A’Ru took a deep breath.

“If the nannies could spare some time…” she said again in a low voice.

“What time? Where is there time? We all just went to the Prince’s courtyard. Madam is happy and wants to host a banquet in the young master’s courtyard. With so many people, we can’t even manage to prepare the food properly. What, should we go tell the higher-ups to prepare yours first? Don’t delay the important matters of your Qiu Tong Courtyard?” This servant woman interrupted her with a mocking smile.

A’Ru lowered her head.

“Naturally Madam’s matters are more important. I, I’ll come again tomorrow,” she said, turning to leave.

“Tomorrow we probably won’t have time either. Don’t waste your trips, young lady. We naturally remember and will send them when we have time…” the servant woman called out loudly from behind.

“A day or two… it’s not like anyone will starve to death…”

“Exactly… it’s not like she hasn’t gone hungry before… with that background…”

Mocking laughter erupted from behind. A’Ru quickened her pace, not slowing down until she reached the vicinity of Qiu Tong Courtyard. Her expression was gloomy as she carried the empty basket, feeling powerless all over.

Just as Young Madam had said, the pressure targeting them was getting tighter and tighter. It seemed they were trying every possible way to find fault with them. Was the purpose of finding fault to find another reason to confine them?

Having performed the wedding ceremony but not consummated the marriage, separated for three years after that – there wasn’t much conjugal affection to begin with. With the mother-in-law being so displeased, what would happen in the future? Would this retreat and submissive behavior make Madam look upon them slightly more favorably, avoiding being sent away on some pretext to be kept at some manor…

She brooded over these thoughts, walking absentmindedly, when suddenly someone ran up from behind.

“Sister Caijuan asked me to give this to you,” a voice said.

A’Ru was startled, and when she looked again, the person had already run away. It was a little maid, and beside her feet was a basket full of rice, flour, vegetables, and meat.

“Hey!” A’Ru hurried to call out to her. “Who gave this to me?”

The little maid stopped in the distance, turned back, cupped her hands around her mouth, and mouthed something.

Third Young Master…

A’Ru couldn’t help but be stunned. When she came back to her senses, the little maid had run far away.

She looked down at the basket with a complex expression. After hesitating for a moment, she still picked it up.

“You got them today,” A’Hao hurried over to take it as she entered the door. Seeing what was in her hands, she smiled happily.

A’Ru hesitated for a moment but still didn’t mention Third Young Master, just nodded and gave a vague “mm.”

A’Hao had already taken it over and was looking through it.

“Young Madam, there’s even a bottle of wine…” she called happily toward the room.

Qi Yue came out smiling.

“That’s wonderful. Tonight we’ll make some small dishes and drink some wine. How delightful,” she smiled.

“What shall we stir-fry?” A’Hao’s eyes lit up at the mention of food.

“Let me take a look,” Qi Yue also came over and looked through the things in the basket. “There’s chicken. Let’s make a chicken casserole. This time we have chili peppers, so it’ll definitely be authentic… and then a light vegetable stir-fry…”

“Young Madam, could you make one with less chili but still just as delicious…”

Watching these master and servant enthusiastically discuss food and drink, A’Ru felt somewhat torn between laughter and tears.

“Young Madam, the Prince will be home on the fifteenth…” she couldn’t help but say.

“Oh… what does this wine taste like… ah, what did you say?” Qi Yue asked.

“The Prince will be home on the fifteenth,” A’Ru said, looking at her.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“How truly congratulatory,” she said, then smiled again. “Then we need to add another dish tonight to celebrate.”

“Yes, yes! I want to eat candied yam…” A’Hao clapped her hands and laughed.

Chapter 28: Return
From the fifth day of the seventh month, people constantly bustled back and forth at the Marquis Dingxi household, bringing continuous news that the Prince had entered Zhuolu City, then left the city. By the tenth of the seventh month came word that he had entered Yong’an Prefecture territory. From that time on, the household had virtually no distinction between day and night, with people coming and going around the clock, lights blazing throughout, and Madam Xie’s courtyard being particularly lively.

When Su Mei led the little maids in, Concubine Zhou and Concubine Song were taking their leave from Madam Xie.

“Concubine Zhou, Concubine Song,” Su Mei stepped aside and curtsied.

Concubine Zhou didn’t even glance at her, while Concubine Song gave her a look.

“How come we don’t see your concubine? She certainly shouldn’t be absent at a time like this,” she said with a half-smile.

“Our Concubine has been suffering badly from morning sickness these days. Madam won’t let her come out and wants her to rest well,” Su Mei replied.

Concubine Song made an “oh” sound.

“Then Miss Mei will certainly have to work hard,” she said with meaningful laughter.

“It’s this servant’s duty,” Su Mei answered with lowered head.

“Enough, why waste so many words on her? Let’s go,” Concubine Zhou said indifferently.

Concubine Song smiled and followed her.

Only then did Su Mei raise her head, looking at the two retreating figures with a curl of her lip, showing disdain. Meanwhile, a maid in the room had already announced her arrival inside.

“Instead of staying in your room to attend to that one, what are you doing here again?” Madam Xie was looking through account books, keeping her head down without looking up as she spoke.

Su Mei saw that in addition to several steward women in the room, there were also four maids of sixteen or seventeen standing there, each with their heads lowered but unable to hide their joy.

She glanced around while curtsying and answering with a smile.

“Concubine has prepared tea soup, thinking that Madam has been working hard these past days, and specially had me bring it,” she hurriedly took the food box from the little maid’s hands and said.

“She can’t even eat well herself, yet she’s making tea soup for me,” Madam Xie said indifferently, slightly raising her head to glance at her.

Since she hadn’t given permission, no one dared to receive it, leaving Su Mei holding it somewhat awkwardly.

“The Marquis has arrived,” the maids outside called.

Before the words had finished, Marquis Dingxi strode in with large steps.

Su Mei, unable to worry about the food box in her hands, smiled with delighted surprise as she moved forward. Madam Xie sat on the kang without moving, a mocking smile floating at the corners of her mouth.

“What are you doing here?” Marquis Dingxi asked with a smile upon seeing Su Mei.

“Our Concubine made tea soup and had me bring it,” Su Mei said in a sweet voice, looking at Marquis Dingxi with eyes full of tender affection.

“Why is she still doing this? Didn’t they say she wasn’t feeling well?” Marquis Dingxi said, sitting down on the kang and beckoning. “Bring it here, let me taste it.”

Su Mei was overjoyed and stepped forward. While serving it to him, she practically leaned her entire body against Marquis Dingxi.

Marquis Dingxi just smiled and took it to drink a sip.

“Ping’er makes excellent tea soup, famous on the street,” he said to Madam Xie with a smile.

Madam Xie looked up at him. Marquis Dingxi also felt it was somewhat inappropriate to mention Concubine Zhu’s former background, so he smiled and quickly stopped talking.

“It was our Concubine who taught me. I made this,” Su Mei hurriedly took the opportunity to say.

“You made this?” Marquis Dingxi was very surprised and nodded. “Not bad, not bad.”

Madam Xie smiled.

“With Concubine Zhu as such a good master, naturally everything is learned quickly,” she said.

Su Mei pretended not to understand her words, only smiling at Marquis Dingxi with both shyness and expectation. She and Concubine Zhu lived in the same courtyard, so if Marquis Dingxi didn’t visit them, she couldn’t see him, let alone serve him in bed. These days, Concubine Zhu’s morning sickness had been severe, and Marquis Dingxi, being somewhat fastidious, hadn’t visited. It had been many days since she’d seen him.

A young woman who had just come of age as a minor wife expressing her feelings so boldly made Marquis Dingxi’s heart tingle.

“Tell your concubine I’ll come see her later,” he said, taking the opportunity of passing the bowl to squeeze Su Mei’s hand.

Su Mei’s face flushed like morning clouds as she joyfully curtsied in thanks.

“The people for Cheng-ge’s room have been selected. See what you think,” Madam Xie said indifferently.

The four maids in the room hurriedly curtsied to the Marquis.

Marquis Dingxi looked them over seriously one by one.

“Not particularly pretty,” he evaluated with a sharp eye.

The four maids lowered their heads somewhat shamefully.

Madam Xie smiled.

“These are all honest and simple ones. You know Cheng-ge’s temperament,” she said.

“What man doesn’t like beautiful women?” Marquis Dingxi shook his head.

Madam Xie’s expression darkened, but before she could say anything, Marquis Dingxi nodded again.

“But then again, with Yueniang there, our household doesn’t have anyone prettier than her. For Cheng-ge, one person is sufficient,” he smiled.

Madam Xie’s heart skipped a beat.

“Yueniang? Why bring her up? A few days ago I had someone ask, and they said she still wasn’t well and didn’t want to come out to see people,” Madam Xie asked casually.

“Oh, I just encountered A’Hao on the road…” Marquis Dingxi smiled, adjusting his clothes to sit cross-legged on the kang. “A’Hao, that little maid, when she smiles she has two tiger teeth…”

What time he encountered what person, Marquis Dingxi’s attention was always on what they looked like. Madam Xie sneered inwardly.

Nanny Su very perceptively waved her hand, leading the several maids to retreat. Su Mei hesitated, but when Madam Xie coldly swept her with a glance, she hurriedly lowered her head and left.

“She was catching fish by the lake, really mischievous. When I called out to her, she got scared and ran away,” Marquis Dingxi continued with a smile, as if he could still see the young woman fleeing like a startled rabbit.

Madam Xie didn’t find this amusing at all. She made a “mm” sound and pushed the account book to Marquis Dingxi, asking about expenses to change the subject.

Marquis Dingxi had never cared about household affairs, and after a few words felt restless and left. After he departed, Nanny Su had just led the maids back in when Madam Xie, who had been smiling moments before, suddenly darkened her face. Without saying a word, she violently threw the account book in her hands to the floor with a crash, frightening all the maids in the room to quickly kneel down.

“Are you all dead? Your hands have reached right in front of the Marquis, and you’re still here grinning at me! If you have that energy, go smile at your new concubine!”

These harsh words were severe enough that even Nanny Su half-knelt.

“This old servant will investigate immediately, this old servant will investigate immediately,” she said, kowtowing.

She got up and hurried outside, but before she could exit, she heard commotion outside.

“Madam, Madam, the Prince has returned!” Servant women and maids ran in laughing, shouting as they ran.

Madam Xie suddenly stood up from the kang, nearly falling from getting up too quickly, but Nanny Su had already turned back and caught her in time.

“Madam, the Prince has returned,” she cried out.

“Quickly, quickly…” Madam Xie wept with joy, leaning on Nanny Su as they hurried outside.

The entire Marquis Dingxi household erupted in excitement.

“What’s happening?” A’Hao emerged from behind flowering trees carrying two small fish when she heard the commotion. Seeing rough-work maids running past in the distance, she hurriedly called out to ask.

The maid didn’t even turn her head.

“Hurry up, the Prince has returned! They’re giving out rewards in front,” she said, disappearing in a flash.

A’Hao cried out in alarm, dropping the fish and running toward Qiu Tong Courtyard.

In Qiu Tong Courtyard, Qi Yue and A’Ru were sitting and talking when A’Hao burst in with a crash, startling both of them.

“Who bullied you?”

“What happened?”

Seeing A’Hao looking as if she were being chased by a vicious dog, they both asked anxiously.

“No…” A’Hao gasped with her hands on her knees. “The… the Prince… has returned.”

Qi Yue and A’Ru both changed color simultaneously, though differently – Qi Yue showed alarm and fear, while A’Ru showed alarm and joy.

“The Prince has returned?” A’Ru ran down incredulously to grab A’Hao and ask, “Did you see him?”

“No, everyone’s running to Madam’s courtyard. The whole household is in uproar, saying they’re giving out rewards,” A’Hao said breathlessly, patting her chest, then exclaimed, “Oh my, my fish…”

Fish? A’Ru temporarily couldn’t worry about where the fish came from, but turned joyfully to look at Qi Yue, about to speak.

“Close the door, close it tight. For the next few days, no one is allowed to go out or see anyone,” Qi Yue said with a serious expression. “Say that I’m ill. If there are rewards, accept them. If there’s celebration, acknowledge it. But no one is allowed to go out, especially not to join the festivities at Madam’s and the Prince’s.”

A’Ru and A’Hao were stunned for a moment, but quickly both nodded.

The slightly ajar main door of Qiu Tong Courtyard clicked shut with a bolt, isolating the household’s sky-high revelry outside.

Chapter 29: Midday
When night fell and they had finished their simple meal, A’Ru and A’Hao cleaned up.

“A’Hao, listen,” A’Ru suddenly said in a low voice.

A’Hao made a sound of acknowledgment and pricked up her ears to listen.

In the night wind came the faint sound of stringed instruments and singing.

“Oh, they’re holding a banquet up front…” A’Hao said, her eyes sparkling with some longing. “Tonight must be very lively. Sister, what do you think the Prince looks like now? He’s been away for three years, I’ve forgotten…”

A’Ru looked toward the courtyard gate and smiled.

“The Prince must have grown even more handsome,” she said, pushing A’Hao who was still tilting her head in thought. “Let’s go quickly. Finish cleaning up early, heat some water, and let Young Madam wash up.”

A’Hao nodded and the two went into the kitchen chatting and laughing. In the room, Qi Yue lowered her ears that had been pricked up and rubbed her face with some headache.

Oh heavens, it’s been so long, why won’t you let me go back? I’ve never even been in love, and now I’m directly someone’s wife. This is really too much of a joke on me.

That whole night, accompanied by the intermittent sounds of stringed music, singing, and laughter in the night wind, Qi Yue slept with continuous nightmares. In her dreams, a man like a terracotta warrior clung to her tightly, either hitting or scolding her, and even trying to assault her.

The next day, seeing Qi Yue’s obviously sleep-deprived appearance, A’Ru sighed with a somewhat gloomy expression. How could she not care when she said she didn’t care? Her long-separated husband had returned, yet his wife couldn’t see him.

In the evening, festivities continued to be heard. According to A’Ru’s analysis, relatives and friends must have all come to visit. No one came to their place that day, as if the three people in Qiu Tong Courtyard had been completely forgotten.

Qi Yue had a habit of taking afternoon naps. At this time, A’Ru and A’Hao would sit in their own room doing needlework. Although the household had sewing women, things for their Qiu Tong Courtyard were always delayed, and work sent over was always put last. Sometimes the work wasn’t done and things could even get lost, so A’Ru and A’Hao simply did it themselves. These embroidery and mending skills were mandatory training they had mastered, so it wasn’t difficult to do.

“Young Madam’s shoes seem to be worn at the edges,” A’Hao said while embroidering a handkerchief, remembering something and telling A’Ru. “I put them in the shoe cabinet in the side room.”

“I’ll go get them to repair,” A’Ru said, putting down her work and standing up.

The July midday was somewhat hot, with the sound of autumn cicadas calling from inside and outside the courtyard. The household’s rough-work maids would normally catch cicadas and chase birds, but no one paid attention to their Qiu Tong Courtyard. A’Ru was afraid of disturbing Qi Yue’s sleep.

“Young Madam didn’t sleep well last night. Go outside to catch cicadas so you don’t disturb Young Madam’s afternoon rest…” A’Ru said.

A’Hao agreed, came out to the courtyard to get a bamboo pole, then opened the door and went out.

A’Ru gently walked to the door of Qi Yue’s room. Before lifting the curtain, through the gauze curtain she saw Qi Yue standing on a stool in the main hall, holding a sheet in her hands, which frightened her into a sharp scream.

“Young Madam, you… you…” A’Ru rushed in, hugged Qi Yue’s legs, and began crying loudly.

Qi Yue, holding a bed sheet as a rope, was very embarrassed. Because this body’s legal husband had returned, she was restless, wishing she could wake up and return to modern times, but couldn’t have her wish. She thought over and over that this body’s original owner had been possessed by her while hanging herself, so perhaps hanging herself again would allow her to travel back. The more she thought about it, the more possible it seemed. Since there was no other way to think of, she was possessed by this idea to try it, but was caught by A’Ru just as she stood up.

“No, it’s not what you think,” she had to explain with mixed laughter and tears, reaching out to comfort A’Ru.

A’Ru’s emotions that had been accumulating for many days burst out with this cry, completely uncontrollable. After crying for a while and with Qi Yue’s coaxing, her emotions finally calmed down.

“This is not something to play with…” A’Ru said through tears after hearing Qi Yue’s stammering explanation, kneeling down to hug Qi Yue’s legs and looking up crying. “This cannot be played with…”

“Yes, yes, I was wrong. I won’t play anymore,” Qi Yue smiled, repeatedly reaching out to pull her up, taking a handkerchief to wipe her tears.

“Young Madam, if you’re feeling sad, cry and tell me about it. It’s been so long, don’t treat this servant as an outsider…” A’Ru sobbed.

“I’m really not sad…” Qi Yue smiled.

“The Prince will definitely come to see you. If not, let this servant go see the Prince…” A’Ru said.

“Absolutely not,” Qi Yue was frightened and hurriedly grabbed her hand. “No one has notified us, so obviously they don’t want us to appear. If you go at this time, you’ll probably anger them and won’t come to any good. Let’s wait. Anyway, he’s back now, so it’s impossible he’ll never see us.”

A’Ru nodded, wiped her tears, and looked at Qi Yue.

“Then Young Madam must not do foolish things again,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded repeatedly and promised again and again.

“Where’s A’Hao?” she asked, changing the subject.

“I was afraid of disturbing Madam’s sleep, so I had her go out to catch cicadas,” A’Ru said.

Catching cicadas – this was something Qi Yue had never played.

“Is it fun?” she asked with a smile.

Whether catching cicadas was fun or not, A’Hao didn’t really notice. Compared to that, she wanted to quickly finish embroidering the handkerchief for Young Madam. In this hot weather, there weren’t enough handkerchiefs for washing and changing, so doing this felt like a waste of time and made her frustrated.

“Let you call, let you call, hmph, lazy hooves, hooves who treat people differently based on their status, dog-eyed hooves who don’t care about the cicadas here…” she circled around trees one by one while muttering. “Go, go, leave here, all go call in places with more people…”

“A’Hao.”

Suddenly a voice called her.

A’Hao raised her pole to look and saw a maid in purple clothes waving at her from the road not far away. The bright midday sun dazzled her so she could barely open her eyes.

“Who is it?” she asked. “Are you calling me?”

“A’Hao, come here quickly,” the maid waved and called.

“What is it?” A’Hao walked over with her bamboo pole. When she got closer, she saw it was an unfamiliar maid. After looking carefully for a while, she recognized her. “It’s Yin Huan from Madam’s courtyard. You’re looking for me?”

“I’m now assigned to the Prince’s courtyard,” she smiled. “The Prince is distributing things to each courtyard. We’re very busy there and really can’t manage to deliver to each room. If you’re free, go get yours.”

When family members returned from trips, they would indeed bring gifts for each room – nothing too valuable. For men it would be brush, ink, paper, and inkstones; for women it would be fans and other small trinkets. But this was the first time from the Prince.

A’Hao’s face lit up with surprise.

“Really?” she asked, somewhat disbelieving. The Prince would actually bring them something? In three years he hadn’t even said a word…

“Don’t believe it?” Yin Huan smiled and waved her hand. “Then forget it. Actually, the Prince didn’t specifically mention giving to you either. I’m just passing word from courtyard to courtyard. I happened to pass by here and see you, sister, so I mentioned it. Sister, please just pretend I never said anything…”

She turned to leave as she spoke.

Hearing her say this, A’Hao believed it more than half. The Prince indeed hadn’t specifically named them, but he also hadn’t said they didn’t have any. Since every courtyard had some, and Qiu Tong Courtyard was a courtyard, going wouldn’t be wrong. Besides, if she went over, she might see the Prince, and if she was lucky enough, she could get close and say a word…

“Sister, wait for me,” A’Hao threw down her bamboo pole and hurried to catch up. “Has Madam assigned you to the Prince’s courtyard? How many has Madam added to the Prince’s courtyard this time?”

Chatting as they walked, they gradually went far away.

Chapter 30: Her Crime
Qi Yue and A’Ru talked for quite a while before A’Ru calmed down and remembered what she had come to do. She took out shoes from the side room.

“I’ll mend Madam’s shoes,” she said, but instead of returning to her own room, she brought needle and thread over here and sat on the footstool beside the bed to do needlework.

She was still guarding against me, Qi Yue thought with mixed feelings of amusement and helplessness.

“I won’t sleep anymore. Have A’Hao come back – she’s been outside in the blazing sun at midday,” she said.

A’Ru made an “oh” sound, only then remembering that the girl had been out for quite a while.

“I’ll go call her back,” A’Ru put down her work and went out.

Qi Yue, bored with nothing to do, simply picked up the half-mended shoe and curiously tried to work with needle and thread. Soon, A’Ru returned with a strange expression.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue asked.

“This girl has disappeared somewhere…” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue looked up to listen to her speak, and her hand slipped with the needle. She cried out “ah.”

“What happened to Madam?” A’Ru was startled and hurried over to look.

Qi Yue’s hand was pricked and bleeding, the bright red very striking.

“Go out and look for her,” Qi Yue felt her heart sink with a bad premonition and immediately stood up.

At this moment, A’Hao also had a bad premonition as she looked at the red coral ornament shattered on the ground, sweat beading on her forehead.

“It wasn’t me… I… it was fine when I picked it up…” she said hurriedly, looking at the servant women and maids gathering around.

This was the Prince’s courtyard. After A’Hao followed Yin Huan inside, she indeed saw many maids chatting and laughing as they collected items, chattering together saying “this is ours, that is yours” in a very lively manner.

“All the items are the same… no distinction between which is which…” several servant women smiled as they continuously handed simply packaged boxes to the maids coming forward. “Our Prince has always been simple…”

A’Hao’s heart became joyful. Although the Prince hadn’t specifically indicated it was for Young Madam, if she took it back, Young Madam would definitely be very happy.

Just as she was about to queue up, a maid nearby beckoned.

“Hey, you, come help me,” she said.

A’Hao looked around.

“Anyone will do, just you then. Help me take this to the Prince’s room,” the maid beckoned.

A’Hao hurried over.

“Oh, you’re actually a senior sister…” The maid only then noticed A’Hao’s waist sash. She herself was just a third-class maid with a green onion-colored waist belt, so her attitude immediately became much more respectful. “This… I dare not trouble sister. Let me find a junior maid instead…”

A’Hao smiled and shook her head, saying it was fine. Seeing this maid’s unfamiliar face, and knowing that the Marquis Dingxi household had many servants with people being released and new ones entering every year, plus she had been staying in Qiu Tong Courtyard for over three years while personnel changes in the household were quite significant, not recognizing her was normal.

“Then I’ll trouble sister,” the maid smiled, handing her a box while picking up another box herself. They walked toward the main room chatting. “Which courtyard is sister from?”

A’Hao found this topic somewhat awkward to answer.

“I’m… from Young Madam’s side,” she said.

The maid was obviously startled, her expression also becoming somewhat awkward. Fortunately, they had already entered the room by then.

“Take the items out and place them on the side table,” the maid hurriedly said, using this to change the subject.

A’Hao looked around the interior. Like all main rooms in the household, it consisted of three main parts: the central hall in the middle, with a bedroom on one side and a sitting room on the other. Moon-gate doors with hanging gauze curtains in soft colors – peering inside one could see large chests and cabinets, with a sword hanging on the wall trailing cherry-red tassels. Unlike other rooms, the furnishings lacked those flowers and plants, not even having porcelain like beauty vases, giving it a spacious and heroic air.

There were four or five maids and servant women in the room cleaning and arranging, who didn’t pay her much attention. A’Hao responded and placed the box on the side table, opening it to reveal a red coral ornament. Just as she reached to take the ornament out but before placing it on the table, the ornament suddenly cracked and slipped from her hands.

The crisp sound made everyone in the room look over, and A’Hao was also frightened into a daze.

“You girl, this was specially ordered by Madam for the Prince…” A maid came back to her senses from shock and shouted with a terrified expression.

“I… I…” A’Hao was almost crying. She knelt down and frantically tried to piece together the fragments, her hands shaking violently.

“What happened?” someone entered and asked.

Everyone hurriedly turned around to see Nanny Su entering.

“Heavens,” she saw the fragments on the ground at a glance and immediately changed color with an exclamation.

A’Hao then looked up to see her and hurriedly kowtowed to her on her knees.

“Nanny Su, I don’t know how… how it broke…” she finally couldn’t help crying.

“You… A’Hao?” Nanny Su said in astonishment, then darkened her face. “What are you doing here?”

“It was… that sister asked me to help…” A’Hao said hurriedly, raising her hand to point, but when she looked up she couldn’t see the maid who had called her, leaving her speechless.

“Which one?” Nanny Su asked sternly with a dark face, her gaze sweeping over the people in the room. “Is the Prince’s room somewhere anyone can enter casually?”

“No, Nanny Su, I came to collect items and happened to be asked by a sister to bring something in…” A’Hao said hurriedly.

“Who told you to come?” Nanny Su interrupted her, asking sternly.

“It was… it was…” A’Hao anxiously looked at every person in the room, but couldn’t find the one who had called her. “It was a sister… you all… you all saw it, which one was it?”

The maids and servant women in the room all looked puzzled.

“We were all in the room. Except for you, miss, no one else came in…” a servant woman said, looking at A’Hao with confusion. “We were wondering which miss you were?”

A’Hao was immediately dumbfounded.

“How… how did you not see her?” she shouted. “It was that girl in yellow clothes with a green onion waist belt, she went into the inner room…”

Everyone looked at her with both amazement and sympathy.

“Enough, A’Hao,” Nanny Su said sternly. “Your thoughts for your madam, I understand, but this matter has really gone too far!”

These words left A’Hao somewhat confused.

“No, no, it wasn’t our Young Madam who told me to come. It was Yin Huan, Yin Huan called me here…” she shouted frantically.

“You must be confused. Sister Yin Huan went out with the Prince today…” a maid couldn’t help saying, her expression becoming even more surprised with some disdain.

A’Hao’s mouth dropped open and her eyes widened.

“No, it really was her! She came in with me, she was just in the courtyard…” she shouted loudly, standing up to go outside. “If you don’t believe me, come with me to see…”

“Enough,” Nanny Su shouted angrily. “Someone, take her away.”

A’Hao had just stood up and sat back down on the ground, her face ashen.

“No, Nanny Su, Nanny Su, I really didn’t… it really wasn’t me… I’m not…” her mind was in chaos and for a moment she didn’t know what to say. She crawled a few steps and hugged Nanny Su’s legs, just calling “Nanny Su” repeatedly.

Several servant women had already rushed in and, like an eagle catching a chick, lifted A’Hao and took her out, simultaneously stuffing a handkerchief in A’Hao’s mouth.

The courtyard had already fallen silent, with everyone watching her being dragged struggling and crying from the courtyard.

“Let me make this clear to all of you – the Prince’s courtyard is not somewhere anyone can enter as they please. Those who harbor thoughts they shouldn’t, don’t blame me for being ruthless,” Nanny Su stood under the eaves and said sternly.

Low acknowledgments sounded in the courtyard. No one dared to look anymore and hurriedly turned back to their previous tasks. Soon the previous liveliness was restored, as if nothing had happened.

Nanny Su watched A’Hao being dragged out the door and quietly exhaled, her expression grim.

Just as A’Hao was being dragged out the door, a group of people approached with large steps.

The servant women respectfully stopped and made way.

The group walked over and stopped, seemingly curious about these servant women’s actions.

“This maid made a mistake, breaking the ornament Madam gave to the young master. Nanny Su ordered household discipline,” the servant women said respectfully.

A’Hao’s vision was already blurred with tears. She struggled desperately, unable to see clearly who was approaching.

“Oh.”

A slightly deep male voice responded, the voice flat and emotionless, as if hearing that the weather was nice today.

This voice entering A’Hao’s ears made her tremble even more violently. She struggled harder, the muffled sounds from her mouth growing louder, but all this was futile. The servant women quickly dragged her away rapidly. A’Hao’s vision only caught a glimpse of the corner of a dark blue long robe.

“Concubine…” A’Jin, who had been standing on another path, couldn’t bear it and couldn’t help calling out softly.

Concubine Zhou gently waved her fan with an expressionless face.

“If they really beat her, I’m afraid A’Hao’s little life…” A’Jin said softly again.

“She’s her maid, taking punishment for her. What can we do?” Concubine Zhou said indifferently, not looking that way again as she walked forward.

A’Jin didn’t dare say more and hurried to follow. Halfway there she couldn’t help but look back, but could no longer see A’Hao’s figure.

Probably would never see her again…

When Qi Yue and A’Ru got the news and rushed over, the punishment had already ended. A’Hao lay motionless on the punishment bench, while her parents knelt beside crying, not daring to cry loudly.

A’Ru had nearly fainted when she received the news, crying continuously on the way there. Seeing this scene now, her body went soft and she sat on the ground.

Chapter 31: Incurable
Qi Yue walked over in a few steps, reaching out to check A’Hao’s pulse. Thank goodness, thank goodness…

She breathed a slight sigh of relief, then looked at A’Hao’s lower body covered with an outer garment, which should be her mother’s clothes. Qi Yue lifted it, and the sight of bloodstains everywhere made her mind instantly heat up.

“Young Madam, it looks severe, but she wasn’t beaten much—only ten strikes. This is out of respect for the girl being by your side…” a nearby matron said with a smile.

Qi Yue looked at her, her chest rising and falling violently.

“Call for a physician…” she squeezed these words out from between her teeth, one word at a time.

The matron giggled and pointed outside with her chin.

“Do we need Young Madam’s orders? Madam is most compassionate. When the household maids are punished, she always calls for a physician at the same time…” she said.

Qi Yue turned to look and indeed saw a white-haired, trembling old man walking in, carrying a medicine box on his back.

The old man squinted and first took A’Hao’s pulse.

“No problem. Qi and blood are flowing in reverse. She’ll be fine after resting for a few days.” He said matter-of-factly in his familiar slow manner, then actually got up to leave.

“Look at her wounds!” Qi Yue said angrily. How could there be another such physician who made diagnoses without even looking, as if they all had divine sight.

The old man looked at Qi Yue with his dim old eyes, his expression strange.

“Look?” he asked. “This lady wants this old man to look at the girl’s wounds?”

“Of course.” Qi Yue couldn’t help but feel her veins bulging with anger. She could handle disinfection and wound cleaning, but she didn’t have iodine, iodophor for disinfection, or tetanus shots and other essential medicines. Since this physician often came to treat patients, he should be very skilled at handling such wounds…

“How ridiculous! What kind of person do you think this old man is?” The physician became angry instead, his face flushed red as he glared. “A woman’s body, and in such a private place, you actually… actually want this old man to…”

Qi Yue was stunned. What was this about?

It seemed she had read in novels and seen on TV that ancient physicians treating women always did so through curtains, and even Baoyu’s maid Qingwen had to cover her hand with a handkerchief when being examined. A’Hao’s wound was on her buttocks, which was even more private than hands… She just hadn’t expected this to be real.

“You’re a physician! Why talk about distinctions between men and women?” she said urgently.

The old man snorted and looked at Qi Yue with some arrogance and disdain, having no interest in continuing to talk to this ignorant person.

“…There’s nothing to see about rod punishment…” he said, taking out a porcelain bottle from his medicine box and setting it down. “Golden wound medicine. Apply it.”

With that, he wobbled away.

Qi Yue was helpless, but then remembered she still had anti-inflammatory medicine enough to treat A’Hao’s wounds. She angrily grabbed the porcelain bottle and turned to see the sturdy matrons watching the commotion.

“Why don’t you quickly carry her back!” Qi Yue shouted.

Only then did the matrons reluctantly take a door plank and carry A’Hao back. A’Hao’s parents wanted to follow but didn’t dare, until Qi Yue spoke up and they entered.

A’Ru and A’Hao’s parents were crying and wanted to tend to their daughter, but they saw that Qi Yue had already put strange things on her hands and face, crouching beside their daughter to clean the wounds.

“Young Madam, this won’t do…” A’Hao’s parents knelt down crying.

“It’s fine, I am… let me do it.” Qi Yue looked back at them and said, then began examining bit by bit.

Large areas of tissue bruising on the buttocks, swelling that had spread to the thighs, ruptured blood vessels causing subcutaneous bleeding…

This was just a fourteen or fifteen-year-old child…

Qi Yue struggled to control her emotions, keeping her hands steady while cleaning and debriding the wounds.

The pain of cleaning the wounds made the unconscious A’Hao moan in agony.

“I didn’t… I didn’t… it wasn’t me…” she murmured.

Qi Yue’s tears couldn’t help but flow down her face covered by the mask.

Having already seen Qi Yue clean her younger brother’s wounds, A’Ru could remain somewhat calm, following Qi Yue’s instructions to pass the needed instruments, cotton, and gauze.

A’Hao’s parents were still kneeling on the ground, gradually stopping their crying and staring in amazement at this young madam skillfully cleaning their daughter’s wounds.

“Cold compress, watch her, especially whether urination is normal.” After cleaning the wounds, Qi Yue applied the medicine the physician had given, covered it with cotton and gauze, stood up, removed her gloves and mask, and headed outside.

A’Ru reacted and chased after her, kneeling and hugging her legs.

“Young Madam, you can’t go…” A’Ru cried.

“Saying she broke something! Saying she privately ran to the Prince’s room! Such blatant lies that even a fool wouldn’t believe! How shameless of them to say such things!” Qi Yue said angrily, truly furious to the point of trembling.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, for the sake of A’Hao taking a beating, please bear with it…” A’Ru cried. “A’Hao has already suffered. Please don’t let her suffering be in vain…”

A’Hao’s parents also came out of the room, kneeling and kowtowing.

“Young Madam, when servants do wrong, they must be punished. Punishment follows rules, but your questioning would be unreasonable.” A’Hao’s mother cried. Though she was weak by nature, having lived in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion for so many years, she had seen all sorts of situations and understood very clearly.

“It must be A’Hao’s fate to have this tribulation. Despite repeated warnings, she still went out and was caught by someone…” A’Ru cried, shaking Qi Yue’s legs. “This is all her destiny.”

Destiny! Destiny! Qi Yue angrily spat, but couldn’t withstand A’Ru’s crying and A’Hao’s parents’ kowtowing, so she flung her hand and went into the room.

As the sky gradually darkened, A’Hao woke up for a while in the middle, looking in good spirits, just crying about her innocence.

A’Ru sighed, and A’Hao’s parents comforted her. A’Hao’s father, being a man, couldn’t stay overnight and went back early. A’Hao’s mother received Qi Yue’s permission to stay and accompany her daughter.

“Keep applying cold compresses tonight to reduce the swelling. Take shifts sleeping.” After checking A’Hao again, Qi Yue said, “I’ll take the 3 AM shift…”

What did 3 AM mean? A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother looked confused.

“Young Madam, you absolutely cannot take a shift,” A’Ru quickly interrupted.

“Yes, how could we let you keep watch? Besides, it’s just a few rod strikes. More than half the servants in the mansion have been beaten. It’s just for show, to teach a lesson. Each time there’s a physician to examine them, and they recover after a few days.” A’Hao’s mother said with a smile, while bowing to Qi Yue. “Young Madam doing this would be too much honor for us.”

The conscious A’Hao also struggled to lift her head.

“Young Madam, A’Hao is fine, just my bottom hurts…” she said with a pout.

This made Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile. She reached out to touch A’Hao’s head.

“Tomorrow I’ll make you a delicious sweet treat. Sweets can relieve pain,” she smiled.

“Really?” A’Hao’s eyes lit up at the mention of food.

A’Hao’s mother watched in stunned silence. Where was there any trace of a mistress’s manner? She seemed just like a mother…

No wonder her daughter had refused to leave initially, insisting on enduring hardship in this dead-end Qiu Tong courtyard.

After comforting A’Hao, Qi Yue returned to her room.

“You must watch her carefully, especially her temperature, breathing, and urination. If there’s any abnormality, come get me immediately.” Before leaving, Qi Yue instructed A’Ru again.

“Young Madam, I’ve noted it down. Please go sleep quickly. Everything will be fine.” A’Ru said with some amusement.

Qi Yue looked back at their room, where A’Hao was talking quietly with her mother sitting beside her. Though her face was pale and she looked weak, her spirits seemed good.

Hopefully everything would be fine. Qi Yue took a deep breath and left. After simple washing and changing clothes, she found herself unable to sleep. The courtyard was completely quiet, but sounds of singing, dancing, music, and laughter carried on the night wind.

Presumably that Prince was living it up again with song and dance. Qi Yue angrily spat, pulled over the blanket and was about to get in bed when she heard commotion outside.

“…bring water…”

“…I’ll go pour some…”

It was A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother speaking in low, anxious voices.

Qi Yue threw on clothes and went out.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, opening the door.

A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother in the courtyard were startled.

“We disturbed Young Madam. We truly deserve death.” A’Hao’s mother hurried to kneel in apology.

“It’s fine, it’s A’Hao…” A’Ru began to speak.

Before she could finish, A’Hao’s moans came from the room.

“It hurts so much, it hurts so much…”

“This child can’t bear pain…” A’Hao’s mother smiled somewhat embarrassedly at Qi Yue. “I’ll take her home tomorrow to avoid her crying and disturbing Young Madam…”

Qi Yue’s expression grew slightly stern, her brows furrowing as she listened to A’Hao’s low cries of pain.

“My stomach hurts so much…”

When these words reached her ears, Qi Yue’s face immediately changed.

“Why would her stomach hurt?” she cried out softly, no longer paying attention to the two people in the courtyard and rushing straight to A’Hao’s room.

A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother were startled and hurried to follow.

When Qi Yue entered the room, she saw A’Hao curled up like a shrimp. She had wounds on her buttocks and was originally lying face down, but now the pain had made her turn to her side, hands crossed in front of her, trembling all over and crying out in pain.

“A’Hao…” Qi Yue walked over quickly and before she could speak, A’Hao began vomiting violently. She didn’t even have time to lean over, just vomiting right on the bed.

“Young Madam, please go out quickly, it’s very dirty…” A’Hao’s mother said hurriedly.

Before her words finished, she saw Qi Yue run out.

Young masters and mistresses are always particular about cleanliness… A’Hao’s mother thought, while she and A’Ru hurried to find sheets to change for A’Hao. Before they could act, the door banged open and Qi Yue returned, carrying a box.

Seeing this box, A’Ru’s heart couldn’t help but skip a beat. Before she could speak, Qi Yue had already opened the box and sat beside A’Hao, completely ignoring the mess beneath her.

A’Hao’s mother’s eyes went wide. My God, only parents could be so unconcerned about such things! Then she saw Qi Yue holding a strange object with two ends in her ears and one end exploring A’Hao’s stomach…

“Miss A’Ru, what is Young Madam holding?” she couldn’t help but ask stammering.

A’Ru ignored her and nervously stepped forward, listening to Qi Yue ask A’Hao where it hurt, here or there…

“Young Madam, could it be…” she couldn’t help but ask.

Qi Yue put down the stethoscope, her face slightly pale. She reached out to lift A’Hao’s clothing and clearly saw a purple bruise on her left ribs.

“Wasn’t it rod punishment? Who hit you here?” she asked in a trembling voice.

A’Hao’s face was covered in sweat from pain.

“…It was… them… when they were dragging me… when I struggled… they kicked me…” she said intermittently.

Qi Yue’s hands trembled.

“Go get your physician here,” she said.

“At this hour?” A’Hao’s mother said. “No need. It’s just pain. When it hurts a lot, one will vomit. Young Madam, don’t worry…”

“Go quickly!” Qi Yue suddenly shouted, startling all three people in the room.

A’Ru said nothing and ran out at full speed.

Not to mention how much effort A’Ru expended to finally bring back the physician who had come during the day, half the mansion was disturbed, but A’Hao couldn’t care about any of this at the moment, dragging the physician to rush into Qiu Tong courtyard.

The old physician had been sleeping soundly and was in a bad mood at being disturbed. Entering the room, he saw Qi Yue pacing back and forth, looking anxious, repeatedly muttering strange words about “no abdominal ultrasound” and such, making him even more irritable.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” he said with a long face.

“Physician, you, you quickly examine her. Is this… is this internal bleeding…” Qi Yue immediately rushed over shouting when she saw him, startling the old man.

“What internal bleeding.” The old physician snorted, shaking his sleeves to avoid this strange woman by several steps, muttering as he walked toward A’Hao who was still curled up on the bed. “Just took a beating with rods and making such a fuss. Never seen such a girl, acting as precious as a wealthy young lady…”

He muttered as he sat down and reached out to check her pulse, suddenly his face changed.

Seeing the physician’s expression change instantly, Qi Yue’s heart finally sank completely.

“Injured internal organs. Incurable condition. Prepare for the funeral.” The old physician shook his head, released his grip and stood up.

The room fell completely silent. Everyone except Qi Yue stared blankly at the old physician. A’Hao stopped crying out in pain too, looking at the physician before her eyes rolled back and she fainted.

Qi Yue smiled bitterly. The physicians here all had this same blunt habit…

Just as A’Hao fainted, A’Hao’s mother also let out a wail and collapsed to the ground.

“How could this be?” A’Ru shouted in a trembling voice, no longer able to control herself, shaking like a sieve.

“Physician, can you diagnose specifically which organ has closed internal bleeding?” Qi Yue grabbed the old physician who was about to leave and asked urgently.

“Clo… sed… what closed what?” The old physician stared in confusion.

“Which specific organ is injured?” Qi Yue asked.

“Is it necessary?” The old physician glanced at her. “No matter which one, it’s still death…”

“You…” Qi Yue looked at him frowning. “Why must it be death? Just perform surgery to repair it…”

Before she could finish, the old physician shook off her hand.

“This old man will show you a way,” he said, pointing outside with his hand.

Qi Yue was overjoyed.

“…Go burn incense and kneel in the courtyard, pray to the divine physician Hua Tuo, see if his spirit might appear…” the old physician continued.

Damn it! Qi Yue was doused with cold water.

“Are you even a physician? How can you be like this?” she shouted.

“I’m not a physician. Divine physician Bian Que wasn’t a physician either. When he saw Duke Huan of Qi, he left without treating him. Really not a physician.” The old physician snorted, slowly dropping this line, shouldered his medicine box and left.

Qi Yue was nearly driven to fainting by this old man’s words. Who said ancient people were simple? This was clearly trying to anger someone to death without compensation!

In the room, A’Hao’s mother and A’Ru’s crying grew louder and louder, sounding particularly eerie in the dark night.

Chapter 32: A Last Gamble
Accompanied by the sudden crying in the middle of the night, lanterns approached from a distance. The night-duty matrons came over, banging on the door from outside.

“…If the person isn’t going to make it, carry her out early. She can’t die here.” A matron’s voice rang out from outside. “Pozi Zhao, you’re an old hand too. You understand this rule, don’t you?”

A’Hao’s mother in the room covered her mouth with her hand, desperately suppressing her crying.

“Get lost, get lost, get lost.” Qi Yue rushed out of the room in a few steps, standing under the corridor and shouting loudly. “Who are you cursing to die? In the middle of the night, do you want to taste house punishment too?”

Silence fell outside the door, followed by a cold laugh.

“Since that’s how it is, this old servant was being meddlesome. Young Madam, do as you please.” The matron said indifferently.

The night-duty matrons turned and left.

Standing in the courtyard, Qi Yue couldn’t suppress her trembling. She turned back to hear A’Hao’s mother’s suppressed heart-wrenching sobs coming from the room.

“Young Madam…” A’Ru stumbled out of the room.

“Go get another physician, the best physician…” Qi Yue looked at her and said. “Didn’t they say ancient surgery was also well-developed, that surgical operations existed? We must be able to find a physician who can treat this kind of injury…”

A’Ru’s face was streaming with tears as she fell to her knees with a thud.

“Please save A’Hao…” she said, kowtowing. “No matter who you are, as long as you save A’Hao, A’Ru is willing to exchange her life…”

Qi Yue was stunned by her words.

“You…” she smiled bitterly.

“Please, please, whether you’re human or ghost, you have divine powers. Save A’Hao, A’Ru is willing to give you her life…” A’Ru just kept kowtowing and crying.

“I…” Qi Yue looked at her and smiled bitterly. She knew people weren’t fools—how could they not tell whether she was their real mistress? “It’s not that I won’t save her, but… but I can’t save her… I have nothing… except these two hands, I have nothing…”

“What do you need? What do you need? A’Ru will find it for you even if she dies.” A’Ru lifted her head and crawled forward on her knees, her face full of hope.

Qi Yue shook her head at her.

“What I need, you can’t find.” she said.

A’Ru’s tears flowed like a spring as she prostrated herself and struck her head against the ground. Her forehead was already covered with bloody marks, her mouth only murmuring repeatedly “please, please.”

Qi Yue bit her lower lip, extremely anxious. She couldn’t help but look up at the pitch-black night sky, a night sky without any light pollution from modern civilization.

“…Dad, why do you want me to go to the countryside? There’s nothing here. They’re still using equipment that our hospital discarded.”

“Girl, don’t you think our equipment is too advanced?”

“Dad, isn’t good medical equipment a good thing? It can diagnose conditions fastest and most accurately, reducing patient suffering. Dad, you’re not going to argue with me about whether technological progress is good or bad, are you?”

“Haha, girl, have you ever thought about how you would treat patients and save lives without these advanced instruments?”

“Dad, what are you joking about? You’re just being unreasonable.”

“Dad, I understand what you mean now…” Qi Yue looked at the night sky and murmured.

She turned around and saw A’Ru still kowtowing continuously.

“A’Ru, get up.” Qi Yue stepped forward to help her up.

A’Ru looked at her, her consciousness already somewhat scattered.

“I’ll try, but I can’t guarantee I can save her.” Qi Yue gritted her teeth and said.

A’Ru’s eyes immediately lit up.

“Thank you, thank you.” she kowtowed again.

“I can’t do it alone. I need your help.” Qi Yue supported her. “Time is running short. We have much to do.”

“Whatever you want A’Ru to do, A’Ru will do.” A’Ru nodded through her tears.

“Good.” Qi Yue patted her. “Get up, let’s go inside.”

In the room, A’Hao’s mother, whose heart and spirit were shattered, looked even more frightened after hearing Qi Yue’s words.

“You… what did you say?” she asked stuttering in disbelief. “You want to cut open A’Hao’s stomach?”

A’Hao had also awakened, but seemed to be in an unconscious state, mechanically moaning.

A’Ru cleaned up the vomit while Qi Yue opened the medical kit.

“…Long needle… suture needle… needle holder… scalpel… hemostatic forceps… excellent, arterial hemostatic forceps… suture thread… anesthetic… procaine… vecuronium, midazolam, propofol… excellent… good thing they’re all here…” She laid out the instruments one by one while speaking with joy all over her face. Hearing A’Hao’s mother’s question, she turned her head. “A’Hao has abdominal blunt trauma, which means what that physician said about internal organ rupture and bleeding… blood is accumulating in her stomach… if we don’t quickly drain the blood and suture the wounds, she’ll die…”

“But… but if you open a person’s stomach, can they still live?” A’Hao’s mother cried, falling to her knees with a thud and kowtowing. “Young Madam, considering A’Hao has served you for so many years, please leave her with an intact corpse…”

Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. A’Ru hurried to help and comfort A’Hao’s mother.

Qi Yue’s hands stopped moving. She didn’t speak and picked up the syringe.

“I’ll first do an abdominal puncture on A’Hao. If I draw blood, that proves it’s the situation I described.” she said.

“Punc… puncture?” A’Hao’s mother couldn’t understand at all.

Qi Yue reached out to feel A’Hao’s stomach, breathing rapidly with sweat beading on her forehead. She repeatedly confirmed whether the spleen was enlarged. Without B-ultrasound, CT, ultrasound imaging, etc., she couldn’t determine which internal organ was injured. Although abdominal puncture was simple, it also carried risks. When the spleen was enlarged inside the body, it was easy to pierce it, and treating illness would immediately become fatal…

She had witnessed such a case herself.

“Young Madam.” A’Ru looked at her and called nervously.

Qi Yue collected herself.

“Use hands, hands. Without examination equipment, I have hands, I have experience, to feel…” she murmured, slowly exploring A’Hao’s abdomen and finally stopping. “It’s fine, no enlargement. Right here…”

Speaking, she efficiently disinfected and applied local anesthesia. Accompanied by A’Hao’s mother’s screams, Qi Yue inserted the syringe.

“Light.” Qi Yue shouted.

A’Ru brought the lamp over trembling all over. Accompanied by A’Hao’s moans, bright red blood appeared in that strange syringe…

“Blood!” A’Ru couldn’t help but cry out.

“There’s blood, there’s blood. Indeed, indeed internal organ rupture…” Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. She hadn’t expected that in this situation of relying completely on human skill without instruments, even a small puncture would make her body rigid. She couldn’t help but reach up to scratch her head. “But whether it’s liver, kidney, pancreas, stomach, intestine single-site injury or multi-site injury, we can only know through exploratory laparotomy…”

“A’Ru, take the white clothes I found earlier. Cut one into a square opening, boil all the rest and cut them into small pieces to serve as gauze. Also bring the wine from that day, and build a charcoal fire…” she instructed one by one.

A’Ru tried hard to remember, nodding continuously.

“Auntie, you go find lamps. Light all the lamps that can be lit and bring them here.” she turned to A’Hao’s mother.

A’Hao’s mother looked frightened and couldn’t speak.

“Are you… are you… really a ghost… ghost immortal who returned from the King of Hell’s palace?” she asked stuttering with wide eyes, clutching her chest.

Qi Yue looked at her in amazement, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

“Auntie, please hurry.” she couldn’t answer and just said.

A’Hao’s mother made two sounds and turned to rush out with some panic.

Half a bottle of wine soaked the gauze, half a bottle of wine was heated and sprinkled beside the bed. A’Hao had been laid flat on the bed.

“The hot salt water you requested…” A’Ru came in carrying a basin of water.

“I need some more water mixed with salt and sugar, the ratio is one liter of water with two spoonfuls of salt and ten spoonfuls of sugar. Put it in this wine bottle for use…” Qi Yue drew the anesthetic into the syringe while speaking.

“Yes.” A’Ru nodded, took the wine bottle and turned to go out.

A’Hao’s mother stood to the side the whole time. All the lamps in Qiu Tong courtyard had been found and hung or placed beside the bed.

“Young Madam… am I going to die…” A’Hao looked at Qi Yue and said weakly.

“No, A’Hao, don’t be afraid. There’s a hole in your stomach. I’ll give you anesthesia, you sleep for a while, and I’ll sew it up for you. Then you’ll be fine.” Qi Yue smiled.

Her head and face were covered, only exposing her eyes. The smile in her eyes fell on A’Hao’s eyes, and she also showed a weak smile.

“Okay, Young Madam, thank you.” she said.

These words nearly made Qi Yue’s tears surge out again.

“No need to thank me. Come, I’ll give you anesthesia. It hurts a little, but A’Hao, be brave and don’t be afraid.” she said.

“Mm, A’Hao isn’t afraid.” A’Hao murmured.

“What is this? What is this for?” A’Hao’s mother watched that strange tool pierce her daughter’s arm, feeling her legs cramping, and asked in a trembling voice.

After finishing the injection, Qi Yue looked at her.

“Auntie, during the surgery in a moment, please go out first.” she said.

“Why?” A’Hao’s mother asked with a face full of terror. “I… I…”

“First, because disinfection isn’t good—this place isn’t clean to begin with, so one less person means less chance of infection. Besides, you’ll be scared…” Qi Yue looked at her seriously.

“I’m not scared, I’m not scared. Please let me watch, watch her. When people die, if relatives aren’t by their side to see them off with their last breath, they can’t reach the Yellow Springs Road and will become lonely ghosts…” A’Hao’s mother knelt on the ground crying.

In the end, she still didn’t trust her. Qi Yue smiled bitterly. Never mind that others didn’t trust her—even she didn’t trust herself. Laparotomy was one thing, but after opening the abdomen? She didn’t even know the extent of the damage. Should she excise or repair? And afterward, could A’Hao survive the infection?

She exhaled heavily.

“Fine, then stay here. Go to my room and find a clean garment to wear, then cover your head and mouth like me.” Qi Yue said. “Also, no matter what you see in a moment, you cannot interfere with me.”

A’Hao’s mother nodded frantically, wiping her tears as she went out.

No monitor, no assistant, no anesthesiologist. Nothing at all.

Qi Yue stood before the bed, looking at A’Hao who had been anesthetized under the surgical drape cut from white undergarments. Beside her were A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother with their heads and faces wrapped in the same cloth, their exposed eyes full of panic and fear.

“Well then, let’s begin.” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said, seeming to speak to A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother, but also to herself.

Saying these words, she seemed to return to her modern hospital operating room, surrounded by precision instruments and clearly divided assistants and nurses, everyone responding in unison “let’s begin.”

The scalpel cut through the peritoneum, blood seeped out. A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother simultaneously cried out in alarm. Qi Yue turned a deaf ear. Her movements were steady, skilled, and smooth. Though somewhat chaotic due to lack of assistants for retraction, as the incision grew larger, A’Hao’s mother’s screams turned to hoarse crying. Her whole body curled up uncontrollably, and finally with a thud, she fainted by the bedside. A’Ru wasn’t much better, her whole body shaking like a sieve from fright.

Under the lamplight, looking at that opened stomach and the continuously blood-soaked gauze being piled in the basin, the bloody smell hitting her nostrils directly, A’Ru felt her heartbeat had stopped. She could no longer cry out, just staring blankly at Qi Yue, watching her hands feel around inside A’Hao’s stomach, muttering something.

“…Liver is fine… esophagus is fine… spleen… indeed it’s the spleen…”

Then she saw Qi Yue lower her body, grasping a strange organ…

A’Ru finally couldn’t hold on and turned to vomit.

Qi Yue was blind and deaf to all this. Her mind was completely filled with familiar surgical procedures. Sweat continuously dripped from her forehead, and she could only blink to relieve it. Red-hot needle hemostasis, suturing, saline irrigation, gauze absorption…

The night was deep. The lamps in Qiu Tong courtyard swayed in response to the occasional lamps in the hands of patrolling matrons. In the more distant courtyards, lights blazed brightly. Deep into the night, song, dance, wine, and banquets were in full swing. Even the entering and exiting maids and matrons bore spring-like expressions. In the center of the courtyard, the imperial-bestowed Hu dancers were spinning rapidly, shattering the lamplight throughout the courtyard, their dance disrupting the laughter filling the main hall and under the eaves.

Chapter 33: Not Dead
When A’Hao’s father came over, it was already the afternoon of the next day.

First, rod punishment was very common for servants, so there was no need to make a big fuss. Second, as a male servant, it was difficult for him to enter the back courtyard. He hesitated and dawdled before mustering the courage to request permission. Unexpectedly, the managing matron was extraordinarily agreeable. A’Hao’s father was both surprised and delighted, but the way those matrons looked at him made his heart grow cold…

“Go on, go on, take her out early…” they said, shaking their heads.

Could it be that she wouldn’t be allowed to stay in Qiu Tong courtyard anymore? That would be fine too—Qiu Tong courtyard wasn’t a good place anyway, A’Hao’s father thought to himself.

It was already afternoon. Standing outside the door, he felt that Qiu Tong courtyard was so quiet it seemed devoid of living people…

A’Hao’s father shivered and quickly raised his hand to slap himself lightly.

He raised his hand to knock gently on the door. After knocking for a long time, he finally heard someone walking over.

“Uncle, you’ve come.” A’Ru said, opening the door.

Looking at A’Ru’s pale face and swollen, bloodshot eyes, A’Hao’s father was startled.

“Her mother is here, so how did it still trouble you, miss…” he said apologetically.

A’Ru sighed.

“Uncle, please come visit tomorrow instead? Today… disin… disinfection… to prevent infec… infection, that something or other is inconvenient.” She struggled to say those strange words, and indeed saw A’Hao’s father looking completely bewildered.

“Then I’ll come another day. Tell her mother that I’ve requested leave for her. If it doesn’t work, just bring A’Hao back home. We’re just causing trouble for the young lady and Young Madam here…” A’Hao’s father simply didn’t ask further questions and nodded.

“Alright, I understand.” A’Ru replied. Watching A’Hao’s father leave, she gently closed the door and tiptoed into the room, where she saw Qi Yue standing inside.

“Young Madam, why did you get up? Please rest a little more…” she hurried to say in a low voice.

Qi Yue crouched down to check A’Hao’s temperature, pulse, and breathing, then lifted the blanket to look at her abdomen.

“Young Madam, as you instructed, I checked her temperature a quarter-hour ago…” A’Ru hurried to say in a low voice, while looking at that strange thing called a thermometer placed nearby. “It was… was thirty-seven… degrees three…”

After finishing the surgery last night, Qi Yue had kept watch all night until daybreak, when she finally went to rest at A’Ru’s pleading. Before leaving, she taught her how to check temperature. A’Ru barely learned and remembered those numbers she had never seen before used for counting.

“Slightly high, but that’s normal.” Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. “When A’Hao wakes up again, help her change positions…”

A’Ru nodded.

A’Hao’s mother came in from outside, holding a wine bottle in her hands.

“Young Madam… this is ready…” she said, looking at Qi Yue with some reverence.

Qi Yue took it and drew an antibiotic into it.

This was an IV drip made from an injection needle, syringe, and an injection binding rubber tube, containing saline solution that would absolutely fail quality inspection but was better than nothing, to replenish A’Hao’s body fluids.

“Young Madam, is A’Hao…” A’Hao’s mother couldn’t help asking quietly.

“Let’s observe more. If there’s no infection or renewed bleeding, A’Hao will have passed one hurdle.” Qi Yue inserted the needle into A’Hao’s arm while hanging the wine bottle on a makeshift clothes rack. “Fortunately, her injury wasn’t severe this time, no need for excision…”

But A’Hao’s mother looked at her daughter with a face full of sorrow, not believing Qi Yue’s words at all. Last night’s scene of opening the stomach was too horrifying… and now seeing the strange tubes inserted in her daughter’s body was even more frightening…

But what could be done about this? This was the fate of being a servant… in life and death, they didn’t belong to themselves, just playthings of their masters.

Though she spoke lightly, Qi Yue felt far from relaxed. Everything she had learned and was accustomed to was performing surgery in operating rooms, surrounded by various monitoring instruments and countless antibiotics and other medications. Away from that environment, she was like a child who had just learned to walk—anxious and afraid to take steps. She truly had no confidence in the success rate.

By evening, A’Hao had completely awakened. With injuries both front and back, the surgical incision hurt severely. She couldn’t lie on her stomach or on her back—it was truly miserable.

A’Hao’s mother was so delighted she nearly fainted again, unable to believe that after opening the stomach, a person could actually survive. She ran to Qi Yue and couldn’t stop kowtowing.

A’Ru was the same. Although she had begged Qi Yue, it was only desperate measures when illness struck. She hadn’t held much hope in her heart, but unexpectedly…

“Suffering is better than dying.” A’Hao’s mother said, wiping her tears.

“Was my stomach really cut open? Does this tube really come out of my stomach?” A’Hao asked weakly but curiously. She wasn’t very frightened, just moaning continuously from pain.

“Mother fainted and didn’t see anything…” A’Hao’s mother said.

A’Ru also showed fear when recalling that moment.

“Sister A’Ru was scared too.” A’Hao smiled weakly. The smile caused her wound to hurt, and she hissed as she sucked in cold air, frightening A’Ru and A’Hao’s mother into looking carefully.

“Yes, I couldn’t help at all. I originally wanted to help, but unexpectedly…” A’Ru said with some shame.

“Mm, last time when you sewed your brother’s wound, I was terrified too.” A’Hao said.

“Young Madam also treated A’Ru’s brother?” A’Hao’s mother asked in surprise.

A’Ru glanced at A’Hao, and A’Hao also remembered—they had agreed not to tell others about Young Madam’s ability to treat illnesses.

“Mother, you mustn’t tell anyone.” She struggled to lift her hand to grab her mother’s hand urgently.

“I know.” A’Hao’s mother smiled and patted her daughter’s hand, then looked at A’Ru. “Mother isn’t the type to gossip.”

“How are you feeling?” Qi Yue came in from outside, asking with a smile.

A’Hao smiled at her.

“Your spirits seem good. Come, let me see if the wound is being naughty.” Qi Yue smiled while taking the stethoscope to examine her.

A’Hao’s mother watched from the side with her mouth agape. This demeanor, this tone of voice, and those strange tools exploring all over her daughter—my God, she had never seen such things… truly… a ghost immortal. She couldn’t help but feel her legs go weak and knelt down again.

Both Qi Yue and A’Ru turned to look at her, their faces showing confusion.

“Thank you, Young Madam…” A’Hao’s mother kowtowed.

“There you go again. No need to thank me.” Qi Yue smiled.

The two-day observation period passed smoothly without infection, renewed bleeding, or other complications. This girl was truly blessed with life. Qi Yue finally breathed a sigh of relief, sitting on the long bench in the courtyard looking at the azure sky.

Could she go back now…

Dad, I already know why you wanted me to go to the countryside hospital…

Dad, I won’t treat things carelessly with giggles and laughter anymore…

Can I go back now?

Someone gently placed a thin blanket over her. Qi Yue opened her eyes.

“Young Madam, please sleep for a while. I’ll watch A’Hao.” A’Ru hurried to say. Her sleeves were rolled up high, and her hands were wet.

A’Hao’s wound was painful, and there were no painkillers here. Qi Yue instructed everyone to talk with her more to distract her attention and thus relieve the pain. Therefore, two of the three always kept watch over A’Hao.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“I’m not sleepy. You should go sleep after washing up. You haven’t slept much these past two days.” she said, her gaze moving to the courtyard where several ropes were strung up in the small space, hung full with white cloth sheets of various sizes.

A’Ru smiled and said she was fine, then went into the kitchen to bring out the surgical instruments that were boiling in the pot.

“Young Madam, should these also be dried in the sun?” she asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

As the master and servant were talking, footsteps and low conversation sounded outside the door.

“Who is it?” A’Ru put down what she was holding and called out.

It was quiet outside for a moment.

“Miss A’Ru, that… we came to see if there’s anything we can help with…” a woman said hesitantly.

Qi Yue smiled and signaled A’Ru to open the door. When the door opened, four or five matrons stood outside with somber faces and rolling eyes. Leading them was Pozi Liu.

“Young Madam…” Pozi Liu saw Qi Yue and hurried to speak. Before finishing her words, she saw the things hanging all over the courtyard and stared in amazement, forgetting what she was going to do. “This, this… why so much white cloth…”

“Oh no, could she already be dead…”

The other matrons also looked around in surprise, discussing in low voices.

“Young Madam, this won’t do! If someone died, they must be carried out immediately…” Pozi Liu immediately shouted. Before finishing her words, her eyes widened again, then she let out a terrified scream. “Ghost!”

The other matrons followed her gaze and immediately screamed in fright, retreating two steps and huddling together trembling.

A’Hao was being supported by her mother, standing at the room’s doorway. Due to her injuries, her body was slightly hunched, her complexion wan, but she was clearly still alive.

“I told you not to get up!” Qi Yue jumped directly from her chair. “Quickly get back inside! You need to stay in bed for at least half a month! How ridiculous!”

A’Hao was already trembling all over from pain, but still stubbornly wanted those matrons to see clearly that she was alive before being helped back inside by her mother, who closed the door.

Qi Yue was extremely angry and went to the door to scold A’Hao in low voices before turning to look at those matrons.

“What are you here for?” Qi Yue asked.

“Young… Young… Madam… why didn’t she die?” Pozi Liu was still in shock, stammering.

“Slap yourself!” Qi Yue raised her eyebrows and shouted. “What are you saying?”

Only then did Pozi Liu realize her slip of tongue and hurried to apologize repeatedly.

“This matron, can’t you understand what I’m saying?” Qi Yue asked with a cold smile.

Pozi Liu was stunned. Slap herself… her face showed some unwillingness.

“In response to Young Madam, this old servant still has duties for Madam and dare not stay long. After finishing Madam’s duties, I’ll come to Young Madam’s side to receive punishment.” She gritted her teeth and said, while straightening her body and looking at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue didn’t fly into the rage she expected, but instead softened her expression.

“Oh, then you’d better go quickly.” she said with a smile and nod.

This Young Madam’s temper came in waves—why was she always somewhat unpredictable…

The matrons who had prepared countermeasures were like lit firecrackers that got wet, looking dejected as they bowed and retreated.

“Look at that, they came prepared to carry out a corpse…” A mocking smile appeared at the corner of Qi Yue’s mouth. “What deep hatred could there be to warrant such harm to a life? This is a human life…”

“Young Madam, perhaps it was an accidental injury…” A’Ru said hesitantly.

A’Hao received rod punishment, but what was fatal was the kick to her front.

“Even if it was a misunderstanding, it was because there was an opportunity for misunderstanding…” Qi Yue sighed with a smile. “It seems that ‘the backward get beaten’ is truly an eternal, universally applicable truth.”

A’Ru looked at her in confusion.

“A’Ru, didn’t you say that Old Marchioness originally had me manage the household?” Qi Yue suddenly looked at her and asked.

Chapter 34: Entering the Hall
A’Ru was stunned, not understanding why she suddenly asked this.

“Yes…” she answered, her face showing some surprise. “Young Madam, you…”

“It seems I need to go meet this Madam of yours.” Qi Yue clapped her hands and stood up from the chair.

A’Ru looked at her, her expression changing from amazement to delight to worry, then fell to her knees with a thud.

“Young Madam, you… you don’t need to do this for us servants…” she prostrated herself and choked out.

“Good people get bullied, gentle horses get ridden. Originally, I didn’t care about the affairs and people here and didn’t want to get involved. But I can’t just watch those close to me suffer misfortune with my eyes wide open. Even if I just closed my eyes and left, my heart would feel uneasy. Besides, I’m not doing this solely for you all. Who doesn’t want to live more comfortably? Always being like this, I can’t go on…” Qi Yue smiled. “Come, help me change clothes.”

The storehouse area was relatively leisurely. Therefore, when other places were busiest in the morning, the matrons here could gather to chat and gossip, and some even sneaked into rooms to play cards. Amid all this liveliness, the woman seriously sweeping the corners and windows of the storehouse with a broom stood out particularly.

“I say, Pozi Feng, sweeping the storehouse three times a day won’t work. Without human presence, even the best things won’t keep well…”

“…Your storehouse has no living creatures visiting except rats. Don’t waste your effort…”

“Pozi Feng… crazy woman…”

“Let’s see how many more days she can hold out. Sooner or later she’ll be driven away.”

The other matrons either mocked or made sarcastic remarks for amusement, but the woman surnamed Feng kept her head down doing her work as if she heard nothing.

Just as everyone was talking heatedly, they saw someone approaching hurriedly in the distance. The alley was backlit, and the matrons squinted, unable to see clearly at first.

“Is Nanny Feng here?” that person asked.

Coming closer, everyone could see clearly—it was a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl wearing a crimson gold-threaded vest and bright red skirt. Without seeing her face clearly first, just looking at this attire showed she was dressed like a senior maid from the inner chambers. The matrons all hurried to stand up.

“Miss, are you looking for… eh? It’s… it’s A’Ru!” Several matrons rushed to greet her, bowing and scraping, then suddenly recognizing her appearance and being startled.

“Yes. Is Nanny Feng here?” A’Ru said with a smile, not minding their startled reactions, looking inside instead.

That woman was still cleaning alone. Hearing A’Ru call out, her hands paused slightly.

“Nanny Feng, I’ve come to retrieve some jewelry.” A’Ru said happily upon seeing her, walking over while avoiding those women.

The woman seemed unable to believe it, turning around to stare blankly at A’Ru approaching.

“Here, this is Young Madam’s matching token. Young Madam needs that nine-tailed phoenix hairpin. I remember it’s stored here.” A’Ru said, extending her hand to pass over a token.

The woman’s body trembled slightly, seeing the purple token handed before her eyes.

“Young Madam.” She suddenly grabbed the token, excitedly kneeling and kowtowing. “This old servant will open the storehouse for you immediately!”

Meanwhile, Nanny Liu hurriedly left Qiu Tong courtyard and went straight to Rong’an courtyard.

“She didn’t die?” Nanny Su was very surprised upon hearing her words. “How is that possible? Did you see clearly? Didn’t that physician say she was beyond treatment that night?”

“Indeed, those previous ones all lasted at most two or three days before…” Nanny Liu hurried to say. Halfway through, she was glared at by Nanny Su and realized what she was saying, frightened into a cold sweat and biting her tongue.

“This girl has a good constitution and great fortune. It’s good that she recovered.” Nanny Su resumed her indifferent expression. “You may go.”

Nanny Liu acknowledged and withdrew. Just as she walked out the door, she saw someone approaching in the distance. Looking around, she noticed the passing maids and matrons had all stopped to watch that person.

“Who is it?” Nanny Liu muttered, squinting at the approaching figure. Anyone who could wear such fine clothing must be one of the young ladies from the mansion…

She watched and watched until she finally saw clearly, then slapped her thigh hard and turned to run back into the courtyard.

“Nanny Su, Nanny Su, this is terrible, she’s coming…” she shouted.

Nanny Su had just lifted the door curtain of the main room when this shout suddenly made her angry.

“What are you making such a racket for? What does this look like? Madam is inside.” she scolded in a low voice.

“Young Madam has come.” Nanny Liu couldn’t care about her scolding and hurried to say.

Nanny Su was stunned upon hearing this.

“She came?” she said somewhat unexpectedly.

“Yes, it must be about that girl’s matter…” Nanny Liu said in a low voice.

Nanny Su snorted with laughter.

“Her? Never mind whether she has the heart for it—first ask if she has the courage. Besides, what of it? When a girl makes mistakes, can’t she be disciplined?” she said with complete disdain, glaring at Nanny Liu. She glanced outside again and was about to lift the curtain to enter, but stopped mid-step, turning around with some disbelief to look toward the door.

Seeing her expression change, Nanny Liu also looked over. Qi Yue had already reached the courtyard entrance, stepping over the threshold with maid A’Ru following behind.

“I’ve come to pay my respects to Madam. Is Madam in?” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The maids standing on both sides stared wide-eyed, somewhat losing their composure watching her.

“Young Madam… Madam she…” Nanny Su was the first to react and was about to speak when footsteps sounded from inside.

Two maids walked out with lowered heads, raising the pearl curtains on both sides.

“Young Madam, please enter.” they said in unison.

Qi Yue paused slightly, looking toward the woman who appeared in the main hall within her line of sight. Having been here for nearly two months now, this was the first time seeing the mother-in-law of this body’s original owner. Ancient people married early, so mothers-in-law were truly young. The woman before her was only thirty-five or thirty-six years old—at her workplace, this would be a peer she played with. She wore a dark-colored vest with trimmed lapels and a matching trimmed horse-face skirt, her hair in a yuanbao ruyi style with a dragon claw chrysanthemum curled-tendril gold hairpin inserted. Her expression was dignified, her demeanor peaceful, sitting upright in her chair looking over without joy or anger.

This was also the first time in three years that Madam Xie had seen her daughter-in-law. Since throwing her into Qiu Tong courtyard and exempting her from all greetings, holiday visits, and sacrificial activities, it had been so long she had nearly forgotten there was such a person in the household.

Of course, she would never refer to this woman as daughter-in-law in her heart.

This little wretch wore a bright red gold-threaded plum blossom vest, and with her movement, one could see the complex patterns turning up on the deep purple horse-face skirt. On her head was a nine-winged golden phoenix hairpin, with pearl tassels reflecting her face even more beautifully in the sunlight. Her exquisitely made-up face bore a brilliant, somewhat dazzling smile as she approached step by step. The maids and matrons on both sides were all stunned, standing frozen in place, their gazes following her as she mounted the steps and stood at the room’s entrance.

“You came.” Madam Xie slowly spoke, her face showing no trace of a smile.

“Yes, Madam, I came.” Qi Yue smiled in response, lifting her skirt with one hand to step over the high threshold and enter the main room.

Chapter 35: Speaking Up
The news that Young Madam had entered Rong’an courtyard spread throughout the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion like wildfire.

When Concubine Zhou received the news, she was drawing her eyebrows. Her hand trembled, and the slender brow line actually broke.

“Was she summoned, or did she go herself?” she turned to ask.

“She went herself, and was dressed very well, wearing those garments made from fabric that Old Marchioness specially ordered from the capital back then…” A’Jin said. When she received the news and rushed over, she was a bit late, only seeing that bright and radiant figure stepping into the courtyard.

“I remember, those must be from her eight dowry chests, right? The sight made all the women in the household green with envy. Third Miss even begged the sewing room for a corner of leftover fabric to make a purse, wearing it like a treasure on her body…” Concubine Zhou smiled, her expression carrying some reminiscence. “Those dress fabrics were truly fine. I imagine even princesses and noble ladies don’t wear better. To think that beggar girl of hers…”

“Not only that, she also had A’Ru go to the storehouse Old Marchioness left her to retrieve that nine-tailed phoenix hairpin.” A’Jin said with excitement.

Concubine Zhou looked surprised, then smiled again.

“What is she trying to do?” she said, then turned back around to carefully arrange her makeup. “Meeting her mother-in-law, not the Prince. Dressing up like a new bride getting into her sedan chair. Just relying on good looks—her mother-in-law won’t be so bewitched as to lose her soul…”

Thinking of something here.

“Is the Prince there?” she asked, her eyes showing amusement. “Ha, never thought she’d finally come to her senses, knowing not to waste that pretty face of hers. That’s about all she has to offer…”

“The Prince left early this morning to visit friends, saying he won’t return for several days.” A’Jin said.

Concubine Zhou stopped her movements, the person in the mirror showing eyes full of surprise.

“Then she…” she said in confusion. “What is she trying to do?”

What was Young Madam, who had been silent for three years, suddenly going to see the Marchioness for? Everyone who received the news asked this same question.

Could it really be to complain to Madam and demand an explanation for a punished maid?

Qi Yue watched a maid dressed and styled like A’Ru bring tea, and knew this must be A’Luan, the senior maid by the Marchioness’s side. She couldn’t help but take a closer look. A’Luan noticed and smiled with pursed lips.

“Young Madam, please have tea.” she said, lowering her head and stepping back.

Qi Yue nodded but didn’t drink, looking toward Madam Xie sitting upright.

Since that one sentence upon entering, Madam Xie hadn’t spoken another word to her. Now she slightly lowered her eyes, turning prayer beads in her hands, seemingly in meditation.

“Madam, having been ill for three years has caused you worry.” Qi Yue spoke with a smile.

A mocking smile appeared at the corner of Madam Xie’s mouth as she slightly raised her eyelids.

“So you’re saying you’re well now?” she said indifferently.

“Yes, so I came to pay my respects to Madam and let you see for yourself.” Qi Yue said.

Madam Xie then actually turned to look at her.

“I’ve looked.” she nodded. “Your complexion is indeed good.”

“It’s because of your thoughtful care, Madam.” Qi Yue smiled.

If one only listened to the words without watching expressions, what a harmonious mother-in-law and daughter-in-law conversation this would be. All the maids in the room lowered their heads.

Madam Xie picked up her tea and drank slowly. The room fell silent—this was clearly a sign of dismissal. Everyone else in the room understood, except that Young Madam didn’t seem to.

“…Is Father at home? During his birthday celebration, I didn’t personally kowtow… I was afraid of passing my illness to him…” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“He’s painting in his study. No one dares disturb him.” Madam Xie said simply.

“Are the younger brothers and sisters all well?” Qi Yue continued asking.

Madam Xie put down her teacup.

“Everyone at home is well. Since you’ve just recovered, if there’s nothing else, you should return and rest more.” She directly issued an order to leave.

Qi Yue still smiled, showing no embarrassment or panic on her face, and stood up.

“Thank you for Mother’s concern. I’ve been ill for so long, causing Mother to work hard. I heard you even had the two younger sisters help with household management. I truly feel ashamed. Now that I’m well, let me take over the household affairs from now on.” she said.

When she spoke these words, never mind Madam Xie—even the maids and matrons trying hard to pretend they didn’t exist couldn’t hide their surprise and looked up at her.

“What did you say?” Madam Xie raised an eyebrow and asked, somewhat amused. “You want to manage the household?”

“Yes, it was originally the duty Old Marchioness entrusted to me, but my disappointing body…” Qi Yue didn’t find it funny and nodded. “Mother should be enjoying her golden years, yet still labors for her daughter-in-law. Now that I’m well, to continue letting Mother do so would truly be unfilial of me.”

Madam Xie stared at her for a moment, then smiled.

“Good. Since you have such filial intentions, how could I not fulfill them.” she said.

“Thank you for fulfilling this, Mother.” Qi Yue smiled and thanked her without ceremony, slightly bowing like A’Ru and others did daily. Without saying another word, she turned and left.

Watching Qi Yue’s figure disappear from the courtyard, the people in the room finally recovered from their shock.

“Madam, this… this…” Nanny Su said in a low voice. “She’s too bold. This is simply disrespectful to elders. How can anyone speak to their mother-in-law like this?”

Madam Xie showed no particular expression, slowly drinking her tea again.

“Disrespectful to elders? Having no regard for me as mother-in-law—isn’t this quite normal?” she said with a cold smile. “I only understand now that after sister died, that old shrew said on the surface she was being considerate of the daughter-in-law’s labor and exempted her from various rules, making outsiders see our family’s daughter-in-law showing no proper junior’s manner before elders. At the time, I only thought that shrew was deliberately isolating, suppressing, and targeting me. But looking today, it turns out she was paving the way for the good granddaughter-in-law she chose.”

Nanny Su immediately fell silent.

Just after the imperial decree betrothed the Prince to Qi Yueniang, Old Marchioness handed over household management authority to her future granddaughter-in-law in front of everyone in the mansion. Their household had long been accustomed to the Marchioness not managing affairs, so there wasn’t much surprise at this decision. Moreover, Old Marchioness was still quite robust then—though the granddaughter-in-law was nominally in charge, she would inevitably have Old Marchioness’s support behind her, which was no different from Old Marchioness managing herself.

A young granddaughter-in-law, with Old Marchioness behind her, loyal steward wives cultivated by Old Marchioness for years below her, household authority in between, and no need to follow rules or be cautious before her mother-in-law—then this mother-in-law was merely a mother-in-law in the household and nothing more.

“But Madam, that was just what Old Marchioness herself thought…” Nanny Su said quietly. “Her thinking was good, but it was only thinking. Now it’s no longer what it was initially. Why should you pay her any mind?”

“This is actually good. If she lived peacefully and honestly waiting to die, I’d truly be worried.” Madam Xie smiled while standing up. “Cheng-ge is already twenty-four. By this age, other people’s sons could already be running around, but Cheng-ge is being held back by her. With her standing in the household, would any good family’s daughter come to be a concubine?”

Nanny Su also sighed. The Prince’s three-year absence was partly because he didn’t want to face this marriage.

“That old shrew—dead and gone, yet still disgusting our Cheng-ge for a lifetime. If I let her have her way, I’d be sorry to my deceased sister. Let heaven’s lightning strike me dead in broad daylight.” Madam Xie said through gritted teeth, her expression seeming both sad and angry.

“Fourth Miss, you mustn’t say such things.” Nanny Su’s voice choked somewhat as she quickly reached out to grab her arm, genuinely moved and using Madam Xie’s maiden title. “First Miss’s spirit surely knows how grateful she is. You’ve done more than enough for her and her son…”

Madam Xie’s form trembled slightly as she slowly exhaled, calming her emotions.

“Since she’s so eager to jump out, I’ll let her have her way, let those little devils behind her have their way. People don’t make mistakes without doing things—the more they do, the more mistakes they’ll make. So what if that old shrew paved the way? I’m her mother-in-law. No matter how you put it, I outrank her. I really can’t control her? That old shrew is already dead—she can’t jump out of the ground to support her and suppress me, can she?” Madam Xie smiled.

Somehow, hearing the phrase “jump out of the ground,” Nanny Su involuntarily shivered. Realizing this, she herself smiled bitterly, having to admit that Young Madam’s lie about returning from the Yellow Springs Road was truly deeply convincing.

The news that Young Madam had personally asked the Marchioness for household management authority spread like wildfire from the moment Qi Yue stepped out of Rong’an courtyard.

Originally, everyone thought at most she would cry to Madam once to save face. No one expected her to directly ask for household management! This wasn’t asking for face—this was slapping Madam’s face!

“She really dares?” Concubine Zhou smiled. After the little maid who came to report news breathlessly delivered this information, she finally sat down from her constant pacing. “This was said by someone from Madam’s courtyard?”

“How could that be? No one came out from Madam’s courtyard. It was Sister A’Ru by Young Madam’s side who said it. She even went to notify all the steward wives, saying something about coming to Young Madam’s place tomorrow… for a… meeting…” the little maid said.

Concubine Zhou and A’Jin exchanged glances.

“She’s serious?” Concubine Zhou’s smile grew stronger.

“Aunt, what do you think…” A’Jin couldn’t help but speak.

“Let’s wait. Since Young Madam is managing the household, she’ll surely have instructions. When there are instructions, we’ll listen.” Concubine Zhou cut off her words.

Meaning she would wait for Young Madam to approach her, and she would never actively approach Young Madam.

“Those steward wives are all Madam’s people, each one difficult to deal with. Perhaps you should go advise Young Madam—after all, she hasn’t dealt with household people for three years…”

“A’Jin, though I don’t know what got into Young Madam to suddenly jump out and cause this scene, in others’ eyes, this must be because someone instigated her from behind. Tell me, who would everyone think this instigator is?” Concubine Zhou said indifferently.

Everything Young Madam had today was given by Old Marchioness. Naturally, anyone helping her would be Old Marchioness’s people. And the only person of Old Marchioness in the mansion was Old Marchioness’s niece, Concubine Zhou.

“Whether she helps me or not, I don’t care. I just don’t want to be implicated…” Concubine Zhou said indifferently while raising her hand to look at her newly dyed nails. “I’ve endured for so long—it wasn’t easy.”

Saying this, she glanced at A’Jin.

“I know you’re a good girl, always remembering Old Marchioness’s instructions. But…” she slowly exhaled. “One must look forward, can’t walk down one path to the very end, right…”

A’Jin understood her warning, quickly nodded in agreement, and lowered her head without speaking further.

Chapter 36: Taking Over
Early the next morning, the usually desolate paths near Qiu Tong Courtyard—where even the cleaning servants and maids were nowhere to be seen—suddenly became crowded with people.

“How many do you think will come?”

“No more than ten…”

“Oh dear, I only bet on four…”

The women gathered together, chattering and laughing while keeping an eye on Qiu Tong Courtyard.

“Look, Nanny Su is actually the first to arrive…”

“Speaking of which, it makes sense she’d come. Originally, the Old Marchioness had the Young Madam manage the household…”

“That was back then. Now, hmph…”

This was the first time witnessing such a confrontation between those in charge. Previously, the Old Marchioness held absolute power, then the Marchioness dominated everything. Although Concubine Zhou had been aggressive and eager to try at first, her status and position ultimately prevented her from stirring up major trouble. But now things were different. The Young Madam had both justification and qualifications. This drama might actually unfold properly. However, considering the Great Young Madam’s background and origins, and most importantly, the Prince’s attitude of three years of complete indifference toward this daughter-in-law, everyone felt confident this drama wouldn’t last more than a few days before coming to an end. The betting odds fluctuated accordingly.

Those watching from outside felt both nervous and somewhat thrilled, while those inside Qiu Tong Courtyard weren’t faring much better.

“Which hairpin should I use after all?” A’Ru said anxiously.

Before her lay various colorful jewelry pieces arranged in rows.

“Where’s that gold chain pendant I selected earlier?” A’Ru reached out, rummaging through them while calling out.

Qi Yue was arranging her clothes before the mirror—a jacket embroidered with intertwining peony branches, exquisitely beautiful. She admired it with clicks of appreciation, once again marveling at how genuinely fond the Old Marchioness had been of this Qi Yueniang. Hearing A’Ru’s frantic state, she smiled and walked over.

“Look here, look here,” she said with a smile, pointing to her own head.

Only then did A’Ru notice the phoenix-wing gold chain pendant Qi Yue wore, and she smiled with some embarrassment.

“I’m truly useless now. I’m too embarrassed to say I also came from the Old Madam’s quarters, yet now I can’t even handle appearing in public or facing such situations…” she said with lowered head.

“I’m not even afraid, so why are you panicking? It shows how concern leads to confusion,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, while peering out the window.

The main gate of Qiu Tong Courtyard was already wide open.

A’Hao suddenly appeared at the window, startling Qi Yue.

“Why are you out here again! You just had surgery—that damages your vital energy. Go back quickly,” Qi Yue said sternly.

“I’m useless. Besides causing trouble for Young Madam, I can’t help with anything. At such a crucial time, I can’t even do my hair,” A’Hao cried.

Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, quickly going out with A’Ru.

“Are you saying I’m bad at doing hair?” A’Ru said, reaching out to support her. “Why won’t you listen? Being obedient would be the greatest help to Young Madam.”

This only made things worse. A’Hao immediately thought of how everything stemmed from her own rash decision to be deceived and taken away, causing this whole mess. She cried even harder.

“If Young Madam hadn’t tried to defend me, how would she have ended up provoking the Marchioness…” she sobbed.

A’Ru was both angry and amused, gently tapping her head.

“How presumptuous of you to think it was to defend you,” she said.

“What’s wrong here?” Nanny Su’s voice came from outside. The three quickly looked over to see her stepping in, followed by several women.

“She’s never suffered hardship, so her bottom hurts and she’s crying,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

Actually, upon entering, everyone’s gaze unconsciously fell on A’Hao. This girl, who in everyone’s eyes was destined to become a ghost, now stood before them perfectly fine. Though her complexion was somewhat weak and her posture slightly hunched, she was alive and vibrant, without a trace of death about her.

How was this possible… or rather, did Qiu Tong Courtyard truly have divine assistance?

“The nannies have arrived,” A’Hao said, wiping her tears. “I’ll go inside now.”

Nanny Su and the others snapped back to attention, hurriedly responding with smiles. As if to further confirm their suspicions, A’Hao actually didn’t need help—she swayed unsteadily but supported herself against the wall.

Qi Yue and A’Ru quickly stepped forward to support her, not allowing her to struggle anymore as A’Ru helped her into the room.

“Nanny Su, is everyone here?” Qi Yue finally said with a smile, interrupting the women’s dazed staring at A’Hao.

“Well…” Nanny Su looked back. “A few still have some tasks to finish and are delayed, so they haven’t come yet.”

Qi Yue acknowledged this, and A’Ru brought out a chair from the room.

“That’s fine. We’ll wait then,” she said, sitting down with a smile.

Nanny Su and the others were stunned.

“Young Madam doesn’t know—these few women aren’t that important. Besides, we have Nanny Su here. Whatever instructions you have, just tell Nanny Su, and she certainly won’t delay Young Madam’s affairs…” one woman said with a smile.

Qi Yue just smiled.

“Yes, actually there’s nothing urgent today. Since I haven’t been out for many years, and because of my illness I’ve forgotten some things, I see all the nannies’ faces are quite unfamiliar. So I called everyone here for us to get to know each other, to avoid not recognizing anyone later and causing misunderstandings,” she said.

Nanny Su and the others smiled and said in unison how could that be, how could they not recognize Young Madam.

“Then I’ll trouble Nanny Su and all the other nannies to tell those who didn’t come that from now on, they need to recognize this token as mine,” Qi Yue said, extending her hand.

A’Ru, standing at her side, immediately displayed the token in her hand for everyone to see.

Nanny Su and the others responded with scattered acknowledgments. Qi Yue paid no mind, having each person introduce themselves and explain what they managed, then asked Nanny Su to bring the household registry before dismissing the others.

“I thought it would be something impressive,” everyone said in low voices after leaving. “See? What could someone so young possibly understand? If I’d known, I wouldn’t have come. What a waste of getting up early.”

Nanny Su remained behind, waiting for someone to bring the household registry.

“…Will Young Madam continue living in this courtyard, or…” Nanny Su asked.

Should Young Madam live together with the Young Master? Qi Yue’s hand paused. Well, fighting enemies on two fronts would be somewhat disadvantageous. Better to deal with this one first…

“No, I’ve just recovered, and I’m just taking over household matters. It’s all busy and chaotic. The Prince finally came home—I shouldn’t disturb his peace. I’ll wait until things settle down before changing locations,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

After a while, maybe she could return home. This was her private plan as she smiled.

Indeed, she still didn’t dare provoke the Prince. She only dared use the former Old Marchioness’s orders to make a scene before the Marchioness. Before the Prince, given his temperament, he’d kick her out with one foot…

Hiding provided temporary safety, but don’t forget—you can manage household affairs because you’re the Young Madam. Being called Young Madam depends on the Prince. A wife who doesn’t receive her husband’s favor, who he won’t even look at—that’s fine for a day or two, but over time, who would still treat you as human?

It seems this won’t last more than a few days. Once these few days of drama end, it’ll be time for you, Great Young Madam, to get lost. Nanny Su’s face also showed a smile.

Both sides had their satisfactory expectations. They looked at each other and smiled contentedly, and the atmosphere immediately became lively.

“Let’s not talk about other things first. First, assign me a few maids and servants,” Qi Yue said.

Nanny Su smiled in acknowledgment.

“Young Madam should have four second-class maids. Currently there’s only A’Hao, so we need to add three more. Would you like to call back those from before?” Nanny Su asked.

“How could that work? Others are already using them comfortably—how could I take away their helpers?” Qi Yue shook her head, looking somewhat dissatisfied with Nanny Su.

Nanny Su quickly agreed, saying this old servant was confused.

“Then let’s select from the younger ones. I’ll choose the candidates and let Young Madam decide,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Let’s stop here for today. I’ll sort things out first,” she said.

Nanny Su acknowledged and withdrew.

The news of promoting three second-class maids excited everyone in the entire mansion. After all, the status and monthly wages of second-class maids were significantly higher—such opportunities didn’t come every year. But when they heard it was for the Great Young Madam’s selection, everyone avoided it like the plague. It was said that upon learning their daughters’ names were on the list, parents secretly sent gifts to Nanny Su, begging to have their daughters’ names removed. Previously, people had fought desperately for promotions, using every means to send money and gifts through connections, but unexpectedly there came a day when they did the same things to avoid promotion. This became the talk of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and naturally, no one stopped such gossip—rather, they were happy to let it spread.

It was said that the latest popular insult in the mansion was: “You’re being selected as a second-class maid.”

Chapter 37: Subordinates
When this talk reached Qiu Tong Courtyard, A’Ru trembled with rage.

“They, they are going too far,” she said.

Qi Yue sat on the large kang by the window, continuing to flip through the household registry. Several sheets of paper lay on the table, and she occasionally picked up her brush to write a few characters.

“…This Cai San Pozi manages needlework, and her daughter Zhong’er acknowledged whom as her godparent?” she asked, apparently not hearing A’Ru’s words.

“…Those young maids said she acknowledged Director Dong from the kitchen as her godmother,” A’Ru replied, watching as Qi Yue nodded and picked up her brush to write a few more characters.

“Young Madam, you’ve been looking at this household registry for several days now. What can you possibly see from it?” A’Ru couldn’t help asking.

Qi Yue closed the registry, set down her brush, and stretched lazily.

“Any organization has two important matters—personnel and finances. Among these, personnel is most important. Looking at the roster is naturally the first priority. There’s much that can be seen from it,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru acknowledged this.

“About selecting maids, it must be these women gossiping behind our backs. Why don’t I go out and walk around, find those old sisters of mine—that would be better than letting these nasty women…” she said.

“No need. What would that look like? If I, the one managing household affairs, can’t even build a new team, people would die laughing,” Qi Yue shook her head with a smile. As she said this, she glanced outside. “Here they come now.”

A’Ru quickly looked and indeed saw Nanny Su leading several maids in.

“Young Madam, I’ve selected the candidates. Please take a look and decide which ones to keep,” she said with a smile as she entered, gesturing for the maids behind her to line up at the steps.

A’Ru stood at the door and looked first. She saw these ten maids of varying heights and builds, most looking coarse and foolish, or else clearly flirtatious and restless. Her heart filled with anger—in the past, such inferior goods wouldn’t have passed the first round, yet here they were standing before them as candidates!

Without the Old Madam, things have become so difficult step by step… A’Ru’s expression darkened. Old Madam, you left too early, leaving Young Madam alone and too young…

Qi Yue, however, said cheerfully “Let me take a look” and came over, her gaze sweeping over each maid. Some brazenly examined her, while others shyly lowered their heads, not daring to look at anyone.

“First, let’s have introductions. I’ll listen,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Just say your name, age, what you’re good at, and where you previously served.”

After much hesitation and shuffling, the maids all spoke. Some spoke incoherently, some had voices like mosquitoes, and some simply didn’t understand what Qi Yue wanted them to say. It was so pathetic that even Nanny Su couldn’t bear to listen.

Qi Yue listened with a smile from beginning to end, showing no displeasure whatsoever. Then she pointed to three who had the clearest voices and spoke most fluently, keeping them—including the flirtatious-looking one.

This surprised everyone, including the maid herself. She had always prided herself on her beauty, constantly hoping to serve before the Marquis, but there were too many beauties around him with no opportunity for her. She also wanted to serve the young masters, but each time the managing women selected people, she was eliminated in the first round, while those less attractive than herself were chosen. This showed that heaven was jealous of beauty and people were making trouble. This time she hadn’t wanted to come—she was tricked into being brought by Nanny Su, expecting just another humiliation. She never expected to be selected, which proved Young Madam must have noticed her beauty and wanted to use her to win over the Prince.

“Young Madam,” the maid suddenly knelt down, her seductive eyes flashing, “This servant will certainly serve you and the Prince well…”

At these words, Qi Yue, Nanny Su, and A’Ru all darkened.

Not only restless, but also stupid…

With one senior maid A’Ru and four second-class maids, the standard configuration for a principal wife’s side in Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was complete. Although of the four second-class maids, one was ill and three were awkward novices, at least they could maintain appearances when seen publicly.

“The remaining eight third-class maids and ten fourth-class maids will be directly assigned from the mansion,” A’Ru said, holding the registry.

Qi Yue nodded. Before nightfall, the remaining maids and servant women were also assembled.

However, looking at those people standing in the courtyard, A’Ru found them displeasing no matter how she looked, while Qi Yue remained as cheerful as ever. She enthusiastically moved a chair over to address them. If not for A’Ru’s repeated meaningful glances, Qiu Tong Courtyard might have hosted a grand dinner that evening.

With subordinates assembled, the next day Nanny Su and the managing women all came on time, though still not everyone. Today this one didn’t come, tomorrow that one didn’t come, and some never came at all. Qi Yue just nodded and smiled without saying anything. She called these managing women daily for no other purpose than to have each person say what they needed to do that day and how they planned to do it, then the next day to report how they had done. Good work earned a few words of praise, while poor work just resulted in being told to do it again. Such trivial, time-wasting activities gradually led to even fewer people coming.

Even Que Zhi and others couldn’t stand watching, yet Qi Yue remained unbothered.

“There’s nothing to worry about. The mansion has established systems and managing women. Don’t keep yourself so tense that you can’t relax,” she joked with A’Ru.

“Yes, yes, Sister, Young Madam definitely has no problems. Isn’t everything going well?” A’Hao also said.

A’Hao could now get out of bed and move around, though she couldn’t do heavy work or engage in strenuous activity. Following Qi Yue’s instructions, she was treated like a young lady, carried to the courtyard daily to get sun and fresh air, fed with good soup and water.

“You better live up to expectations for me. Being pulled back from the King of Hell’s palace—how prestigious,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

This made A’Hao, who had been crying from guilt, self-blame, and feeling useless, giggle again.

“Listen to Young Madam,” A’Ru said, looking at her.

Originally, it was because of not listening to Young Madam that this disaster occurred. A’Hao nodded and obediently listened.

With A’Hao resting, the duties she should have performed as the primary second-class maid were taken over by Que Zhi. Que Zhi became Qi Yue’s external spokesperson, while A’Hao’s illness naturally relegated her to second place. A’Ru now had quite a leisurely time.

“Sister, do you think Young Madam doesn’t like us anymore? We can’t help with anything, instead we’re not as useful as the newly arrived Que Zhi…” A’Hao whispered to A’Ru.

A’Ru sat on a small stool in the courtyard doing needlework while accompanying A’Hao, who lay on a rocking chair. The voices of Qi Yue speaking with Que Zhi and Lan’er came from inside the room.

“How could that be?” she smiled, glancing toward the interior. “Young Madam is trying to separate you and me…”

“Separate us?” A’Hao tilted her head to look at her.

“You and I are the last two people the Old Madam left for Young Madam. In everyone’s eyes, we and Young Madam are one entity. Young Madam’s status is there—others can’t easily move against her, so if anything happens, they can only come after us two…” A’Ru said quietly, looking at A’Hao’s pale face from blood loss after illness, while reaching out to help her sit up and change position.

But A’Hao had just sat up when she lay back down on her side as if pricked by a needle.

“My bottom still hurts…” she said with a bitter face. “So this is how terrible getting the rod is. When I was with the Old Madam, I would casually have little maids beaten with rods. I was truly hateful. I’ll never do it again.”

A’Ru was amused by her words.

“Now Young Madam has found so many maids and has them do everything. Gradually, everyone will focus their attention on them. This is Young Madam’s painstaking effort for our sake. When Young Madam leaves in the future, we can also remain safe…” she continued.

A’Hao stared in shock.

“Young Madam is leaving?” she couldn’t help raising her voice. “Where is Young Madam going?”

A’Ru was frightened and quickly pulled her, knowing she had misspoken, her eyes also showing unease.

“Me?” Qi Yue came out, having just heard A’Hao’s words, and replied with a smile, “I’m going to the storehouse. You watch the house and don’t be naughty.”

A’Hao acknowledged this, and A’Ru quickly stood up, seeing Que Zhi and Lan’er closely following Qi Yue as they left.

“Sister A’Ru, what you said just now…” A’Hao continued asking.

“I didn’t say anything just now,” A’Ru interrupted her, refusing to let her continue the topic. As they were talking, a little maid came running from outside.

“Sister A’Ru, your brother is looking for you at the gate,” the maid said.

A’Ru happily put down her work and hurried out. She saw her brother hadn’t squatted at the corner of the gate as usual, but had been allowed into the gatehouse. It seemed Young Madam’s recent actions had indeed raised some popularity, and they were riding on her coattails. A’Ru felt both happy and sad.

“I have no other business, just came to tell Sister that I’m apprenticing at Zheng Si’s blacksmith shop on the street. I won’t be doing manual labor on the street anymore, so Sister can rest assured,” A’Ru’s brother said.

A’Ru was naturally delighted to hear this and pressed her monthly wages into his hands, though he repeatedly refused to take them.

“When I earn money in the future, I’ll bring Sister out,” Yuan Bao said.

A’Ru smiled and glared at him.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” she said, then carefully instructed him several times before urging him to return, standing at the gate watching Yuan Bao’s figure disappear around the corner before going back inside.

Yuan Bao didn’t go home after leaving the alley, but went straight to the street toward the blacksmith shop. Just as he reached the street entrance, he heard a commotion.

“Make way, make way!”

Two horses galloped side by side, making the street boil like water, with children crying and adults shouting in chaos.

Behind the two horses was a speeding carriage, its driver cracking his whip like a death summons, leaving devastation in its wake.

“Racing to be reborn,” Yuan Bao said, getting up from the ground, dusting off his clothes while squeezing out of the crowd and muttering as he walked away.

After the dust settled, people saw that along with the carriage tracks, the ground was left with a trail of blood, stretching long in the direction the carriage had gone.

Qianjin Hall—while it dared not claim to be the best medical clinic in Yongqing Prefecture, it dared claim to be the best for treating injuries and trauma. The clinic’s owner, Liu Pucheng, came from a medical family, with ancestors who had served as imperial physicians. He himself had excellent medical skills with many apprentices under him. But when these two injured people were brought in today, Qianjin Hall was thrown into chaos, made worse by the fierce-looking men who accompanied the injured, who directly drove away the patients still being treated in the hall.

More unfortunately, Liu Pucheng wasn’t there—he had gone home to worship his ancestors.

The injured were carried in on door planks, already unconscious, their bodies bloody and mangled. Blood had been flowing from their entrance until now, staining the floor, while the timid young apprentices were too frightened to approach.

Chapter 38: Attempt
Even bandits fighting wouldn’t be this badly injured. Looking at these people’s clothing and attire, they didn’t look like bandits either, but rather each wore luxurious clothes and golden crowns.

Watching the roomful of doctors take turns trying but still unable to stop the bleeding, chattering that with so much blood lost the patients couldn’t be saved, one of the large men who had brought the injured roared and kicked a bench to pieces, frightening the entire room into silence.

“Doctor Liu has already been summoned. Are you all useless? If you can’t save lives, can’t you at least stop the bleeding?” the large man bellowed.

This man was like a black tower, with a sword hanging at his waist, scaring all the apprentice doctors into trembling.

“This… this truly… the wound is too large… the medicine we sprinkle on has no effect at all,” the senior disciple said reluctantly. “Perhaps when Master returns…”

“You useless bunch!” Hei Dahan shouted, kicking another bench to pieces.

All the apprentices in the hall fell silent and shrank back.

“Bandage it first, use more bandages and sprinkle on all the medicine…” the senior disciple could only urge the others frantically.

The whole room bustled with activity.

“Just sew it up.”

A low voice suddenly came from behind, which greatly annoyed the senior disciple who was sweating with anxiety.

“Who’s making trouble here!” he turned and scolded in a low voice.

The apprentices who weren’t causing trouble quickly moved aside, revealing a young apprentice standing at the back.

That apprentice was speaking quietly with another when he was suddenly exposed, startling him.

“Hu San! Who let you in? Go back to the rear courtyard!” the senior disciple shouted angrily upon seeing this person.

This young man called Hu San was the Doctor Hu who had once treated A’Ru’s brother.

Being scolded by the senior disciple and seeing the contemptuous looks throughout the room, anger flared in his heart.

He too came from a medical family, though not very famous, and his father died early without passing on the true teachings. But he couldn’t abandon the family trade, so he had struggled to get connections to enter Qianjin Hall as an apprentice, hoping to learn good medical skills and revive the family reputation. But after three years here, he hadn’t even had a chance to get close to Liu Pucheng, let alone learn medicine, and had to be ordered around by these apprentices.

What skills do you have? You still can’t treat such injuries—you’re not as experienced as me!

“I know how to treat this,” Hu San shouted hotly.

The hall immediately fell silent.

Having shouted this, Hu San panicked. Seeing all eyes on him, his heart pounded even harder.

“Get out of here,” the senior disciple glared and shouted.

The hall resumed its bustle as everyone went back to their tasks. Hu San was left standing there, and he couldn’t help feeling relieved.

“I told you that you lack experience, but you wouldn’t believe it…” he muttered with self-congratulation on his face, but wanting to save some face, he turned to leave.

Just as he lifted his foot, he heard a loud shout from behind.

“That fellow, come here and treat him!”

This voice frightened Hu San so much his legs went weak and he nearly collapsed.

“Sir, this is just a handyman here… he only picks herbs and such daily… he doesn’t know how to treat illness at all…” the senior disciple hurriedly explained to that person. Although Hu San was annoying, he still carried Qianjin Hall’s name, and if something went wrong, Qianjin Hall would be the one in trouble.

“Are you not just handymen too? You still can’t treat him—you’re all useless anyway!” the large man shouted. With a wave of his hand, two cold-faced attendants with swords strode over, lifted the weak-kneed Hu San, and pressed him before the injured person.

“Treat him quickly!” the large man shouted.

Hu San wanted to cry but had no tears, his face pale as death.

“I, I…” he stammered, not knowing if saying he couldn’t treat would result in the large man slapping his head clean off.

“I’ll treat him,” he gritted his teeth and shouted, extending his trembling hands. “Bring water!”

The others hadn’t expected him to actually say this, and for a moment they were all stunned.

“Senior Brother, we’re done for. Hu San has been scared into madness…” someone whispered to the senior disciple.

Hu San shouted with such authority that an apprentice nearby was also stunned and actually brought him water.

Hu San, with shaking hands and staring eyes, thought of the scene he had witnessed that day. Gritting his teeth, he tore off the cloth wrapping the wound. His clumsy movements caused the injured person to cry out in pain, making the large man’s eyebrow twitch, though he forced himself to endure.

“I… I’m now going to… to clean… clean that wound…” Hu San said, trembling as he looked at the bloody, mangled wound exposed before him. As he spoke, he pressed his hand on the wound and poured the water over it.

The injured person shuddered from the sudden stimulation, and blood and water scattered on the ground.

“You…” the large man stood up, glaring at Hu San, gritting his teeth but still holding back.

Having taken the first step, Hu San became bolder. He asked for more water to wash the wound, and even when the injured person howled in pain, he dared to say a few words.

“…This… is infected… those… cells… something… need to wash it clean… otherwise it won’t… won’t heal… bear with it. That day, that fourteen or fifteen-year-old child could endure it—you’re a grown man, you can’t be worse than a child…”

The injured person became conscious from the severe pain and, hearing his unclear muttering, gritted his teeth and truly endured it.

The black-faced large man and several others slowly relaxed their muscles, making cracking sounds that scared the surrounding apprentices pale.

“Good…” Hu San, sweating profusely, finally finished washing. Though blood was still flowing, at least the wound area wasn’t as messy. “Bring needle and thread…”

He extended his hand again.

The apprentices looked at each other.

“What needle and thread?” the senior disciple asked with a dark face.

“We definitely don’t have that kind here… then… then bring sewing thread… it’s all sewing anyway…” Hu San muttered and said aloud.

Everyone made sounds of surprise, looking at each other.

“Hu San, you’re seeking your own death. Don’t blame me for being ruthless. When something goes wrong, you’ll be thrown out of my Qianjin Hall,” the senior disciple said quietly.

Hu San’s face trembled as he swallowed.

“Bring it to him!” the black-faced large man shouted.

His words were effective—someone immediately flew to get it.

Hu San took the needle, which had been thoughtfully threaded…

Everyone stared at Hu San, then watched him tremble repeatedly before slowly piercing the needle toward the injured person’s arm…

A terrible scream immediately rang out, followed by another scream and the sound of a person hitting the ground.

Hu San, who had been in front of the injured person just moments ago, had been slapped away and fell in the corner, hitting a table and lying on the ground with rolled-back eyes.

“Damn you for daring to fool with me!” the black-faced large man cursed, clenching his fists until they cracked.

Everyone was too frightened to say a word. The apprentice who had fetched the needle and thread, fearing he’d be implicated, fell to his knees kowtowing for mercy.

“I, I really saw someone treated this way…” Hu San lay on the ground, seeing the large man seemingly about to beat him again. Scared until his nose ran, he cried out tremblingly, “Right on… right on the street… that person was fine…”

“You little bastard…” the black-faced large man didn’t listen at all, striding forward to grab him, his large fist ready to strike.

Everyone closed their eyes, unable to bear watching.

“Old Ma, wait.” A deep male voice suddenly rang out, sounding like heavenly music to Hu San.

Hu San opened his eyes and saw another man entering from outside. With his back to the light, his appearance wasn’t clear, but his upright figure was like a pine tree.

“Is it true that someone was cured this way?” he stood in the doorway, slapping a riding whip in his hand while asking.

“Yes, yes, sir, it’s true. That person’s arm was also cut and bleeding wouldn’t stop. That doctor used a needle to sew it up and he was fine. He could get out of bed immediately, and was fine in three days. Now he’s still swinging an iron hammer at Zheng Si’s blacksmith shop,” Hu San said loudly, afraid that being a step slow would get his head smashed by the large fist.

“Bring that person for me to see,” the man who had just entered said, striding inside.

Someone behind him responded and left.

When Yuan Bao was brought into Qianjin Hall, he was still in shock. Seeing the scene inside made his face even paler.

“You… what are you arresting me for? I didn’t fight…” he shouted with his neck stiffened.

He thought it was another fight among street laborers over work and he’d been caught up in it.

“Let me see your arm,” someone said from a corner inside the room.

Yuan Bao looked toward the voice and saw someone sitting there with two others standing, all dark and unclear in the shadows.

Before he could speak, the man who had escorted him pressed him down and tore off both arm sleeves in two quick motions, exposing his thin arms.

“The right one…” Hu San’s weak voice was drowned out.

“Let me see…” the black-faced large man strode over and grabbed Yuan Bao to the bright area by the door.

“What are you doing?” Yuan Bao shouted.

In the bright area, a clear scar could be seen on Yuan Bao’s arm, winding like a snake, completely different from naturally healed wounds, with clear stitch marks visible.

“This was really sewn up?” the black-faced large man shouted in surprise.

Yuan Bao suddenly understood what they wanted to do and turned toward the room, indeed seeing Hu San.

“Little brother, which doctor cured this?” the black-faced large man asked somewhat excitedly.

Yuan Bao just kept his mouth shut, his young face full of stubbornness.

His sister had once instructed him never to tell others the identity of the person who treated his injury.

“Still won’t talk?” the black-faced large man was somewhat surprised. “What’s there to hide? Could it be someone disreputable?”

Yuan Bao remained silent, enduring the increasingly painful grip on his arm.

“Yes, it was a doctor from the marquis’s mansion,” Hu San said from the side.

Yuan Bao glared at him fiercely.

“Little brother, saving one life is better than building a seven-story pagoda. Look at this injured person—we can’t delay any longer…” Hu San said urgently, meeting his gaze.

“Oh?” the man sitting in the hall stood up, his voice somewhat curious. “A doctor from the marquis’s mansion? Which marquis’s mansion? Could it be the marquis’s mansion in Yongqing Prefecture?”

Yuan Bao just wouldn’t speak, simply lowering his head.

“You little brat!” the black-faced large man slapped him. “Believe it or not, I’ll chop you up.”

Yuan Bao fell to the ground, raised his head to wipe blood from the corner of his mouth, and looked at the black-faced large man’s threatening gesture of drawing his sword, but still kept his mouth tightly shut.

“Sanqing, when did our family ever keep doctors?” the man walked out step by step, asking as he went.

“Replying to the Prince, we don’t have any. Should this subordinate go back and ask?” one of the standing attendants in the room answered quietly.

The man had already walked step by step to the doorway. Yuan Bao raised his head and saw his appearance clearly.

This was a man of twenty-four or twenty-five, with slightly dark skin, thick eyebrows and large eyes that were bright and spirited, a high nose bridge, thin lips and blunt jaw, with naturally noble dignity between his brows.

Prince? This thought flashed through Yuan Bao’s mind, showing some surprise on his face. Before he could think further, he saw the man’s thin lips curve slightly in a hint of a smile.

“No need. Since this child won’t speak even when scared like this, he must be hiding it from someone. If you go ask, you won’t find out either—why waste the effort…” he said, reaching out to grasp the black-faced large man’s sword hilt. “Better to treat it once more—that would be faster…”

As his words fell, Yuan Bao heard the sound of a sword being drawn, then saw a flash of blade light before his face, and intense pain instantly spread throughout his body.

Yuan Bao screamed and fell rolling on the ground, clutching his arm.

Looking at the man holding the sword and still smiling, everyone in the hall felt their scalps tingle, and Hu San collapsed to the ground with a thud.

Now there was big trouble…

Chapter 39: Narrow Path
A’Ru originally hadn’t wanted Qi Yue to come along, but when she got the news and was leaving, she happened to run into Qi Yue returning from the storehouse. A’Ru had wanted to lie, but her swollen eyes could only fool a blind person. Qi Yue wasn’t blind, and she was nearly ten years older—an “elder” who could read the young girl’s thoughts written all over her face.

Within a few words, she had gotten the story out. Hearing that her first patient since coming here had been injured again, Qi Yue insisted on going along.

“If old wounds are reopened, they’ll be very difficult to treat. Last time, that fellow said he couldn’t treat such a minor injury. If I don’t go, what will you do?” Qi Yue efficiently dismissed the other maids in the room and had A’Ru help her change clothes. “You two are just half-grown children without parents. I won’t feel at ease unless I go and keep watch.”

They were clearly about the same age, and before, she used to cling to A’Ru like a child holding onto an adult’s clothes. How had Young Madam suddenly changed and started treating them like children…

A’Hao had laughed about this privately with A’Ru several times. What could A’Ru say? The thought that the Young Madam before her was no longer the same Young Madam—she could only bury this in her heart alone. That time when saving A’Hao, both had spoken plainly about it, but afterward, neither mentioned it again, as if it had never happened.

After all, such words truly couldn’t be spoken.

While A’Ru was still conflicted, Qi Yue had already changed into simple clothes and had A’Ru carry the medical box. After the previous surgery on A’Hao, they had surgical sheets and surgical towels, and A’Ru had even made surgical clothing following Qi Yue’s drawings during her recent leisure time. These things would naturally come in handy today.

“No need to borrow your neighbor’s clothes again,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Where are Young Madam and Sister A’Ru going?” Que Zhi, standing in the corridor, couldn’t help asking as she watched Qi Yue and A’Ru walk out.

“Young Madam’s affairs—if she doesn’t instruct us, how can we servants ask?” A’Hao said.

Que Zhi knew she was being scolded for being nosy and smiled without saying more about it.

“Sister A’Hao, I heard you’re good at doing hair. Could you teach me?” she said with a smile, changing the subject.

Here, A’Ru and Qi Yue left the gate and saw a woman crouched in the corner. Seeing A’Ru come out, relief showed on her face.

“Quick, go look. He’s at Qianjin Hall. Those doctors can’t save him,” the woman said, her face pale as death.

This was a neighbor’s sister-in-law who often helped look after her brother. A’Ru pulled her, crying and thanking her.

“I thought he really went to the blacksmith shop. I didn’t expect he was lying—he was still mixing with those people…” she cried.

“Young people have rebellious periods. It’s nothing, nothing. Don’t talk about this now—quick, saving someone is urgent,” Qi Yue said from the side.

“Yes, Big Sister, don’t worry. Teach him slowly,” the woman said. She didn’t know how Yuan Bao was injured—someone had run to tell her, so she panicked and went to look, then hurriedly came to find A’Ru.

The woman led the way as she spoke, with A’Ru and Qi Yue following. They left the alley, turned a corner, and came to the street.

Qi Yue suddenly froze.

The bustling marketplace scene came rushing at her with its fresh, lively atmosphere—nothing like what could be experienced on those imitation Ming-Qing dynasty streets. Everything here was real, so real it gave her goosebumps all over.

“…finest quality…”

“…take a look, come and see…”

“I heard Ruixiang Studio got new fabric…”

“…young lady…”

Hawking cries, bargaining voices, and laughter mixed together to create the joyful song of the marketplace. The ding-ding-dang-dang came from the blacksmith shop, while bursts of applause came from the teahouse for the blind storyteller.

Qi Yue felt like her body wasn’t her own. Following A’Ru through it all, her mind buzzed as she looked at the passersby and antique shops with eyes that couldn’t take it all in.

This was a real ancient marketplace! Look at this ground, these deep wheel ruts—this wasn’t some tourist attraction from later times, but something she was actually standing on…

Qi Yue felt one phrase could describe her feelings: ten thousand of those creatures were stampeding through her heart…

Sister has come to ancient times, real ancient times. This ground under her feet is soil from a thousand years ago…

This feeling… it really made her hair stand on end from the shock.

“Here it is.”

She didn’t know how far they’d walked when she heard the woman call out. Qi Yue came back from her reverie, wiped the dense sweat from her forehead and face, and saw herself standing before a shop.

Like all the shops she’d seen along the way, it was antique… bah bah… seeing something European-style at this time would be seeing a ghost. Qi Yue couldn’t help grinning.

She raised her head and her gaze fell on the door plaque.

Qianjin Hall.

A’Ru and the woman had already rushed inside. A’Ru’s crying could be heard from within, so she quickly averted her gaze and entered.

There were many people in the hall, some standing, some sitting, and some lying down, but the atmosphere was very quiet except for the injured person’s continuous moaning.

Qi Yue had no time to look around this ancient hospital or see who was in the room. In her eyes, they were just a group of ancient people she wouldn’t recognize anyway. She went straight to A’Ru and saw that Yuan Bao indeed had an injured arm, though fortunately it was the other arm.

A’Ru was both sad and angry, crying while scolding Yuan Bao, mostly about why he went fighting again and such.

“I’m fine, Sister, don’t worry about me. Go, go, leave quickly!” Yuan Bao struggled to get up while shouting loudly.

But soon two people standing nearby reached out to hold him down. Weak Yuan Bao was like a chick under these two men’s hands, unable to move at all, and couldn’t even make a sound.

“Don’t move, or the blood will flow faster,” they said quietly.

A’Ru didn’t suspect anything and looked at them gratefully.

“Are you a doctor?”

A’Ru heard someone ask nearby.

“How am I a doctor? Where are your doctors here? Quick, treat him!” she became even more anxious hearing this.

No one nearby answered her. Qi Yue had already stepped forward.

“Good heavens, don’t you even know how to stop bleeding?” she said with a frown, then efficiently reached out her hand. “Quick, clothes, mask.”

“Let the doctors here…” A’Ru’s gaze finally turned from her brother. Only then did she see the people in the room.

So many people—around her, behind the counter, and in the dark areas of the hall backlit by the entrance. All were… men…

Her heart skipped a beat and she reached out to grab Qi Yue’s hand.

“If they could treat him, would they let Yuan Bao keep bleeding until now?” Qi Yue asked, while looking at the people around.

Hu San was kicked by the man behind him and walked out trembling.

“Madam…” he stammered.

Seeing him, Qi Yue and A’Ru understood.

“It’s you again…” Qi Yue said, looking around the hall. “This is your medical clinic? It looks quite impressive. What a pity…”

Hu San knew what she meant by “pity” and awkwardly stretched his mouth corners.

“Yes, what a coincidence…” he stammered, sweat rolling down his forehead. He simply bent down in a bow. “I must trouble Madam again. This humble one is incompetent…”

“He can’t treat him, let’s go home, go home,” A’Ru shouted frantically, moving to lift the door plank under Yuan Bao. “Big Sister, Big Sister, help me…”

“Forget it, there’s no time!” Qi Yue said with an anxious expression. Walking home would take too much time. She opened the bundle she’d set aside, and the people around couldn’t help craning their necks to look.

What were all these things… white cloth pieces?

Qi Yue efficiently put on the garment and donned mask and cap.

“Bring water,” she said.

The others finally awakened from their initial stupor, and their first thought was to look toward the men in the hall. After seeing one of the men nod, someone went to fetch a water basin and brought it over with a surprised expression.

A’Ru, focused entirely on her brother, and Qi Yue, busy taking out tools, neither noticed these small actions.

“A’Ru, cut away the clothing around his wound and prepare for debridement. You others prepare more water—boiled water that’s been cooled, as much as possible…” Qi Yue said while quickly washing her hands, then snapped open the medical box.

“Young lady, what… what is this?” the senior disciple standing at the front couldn’t help asking.

Qi Yue, wearing cap and mask with only her eyes showing, glanced at him.

“Medical box,” she answered simply.

A’Ru was still hesitating here when Qi Yue glared at her.

“What did I tell you? Move fast, react fast. When doctors treat patients, they’re racing against death—not a moment’s delay is permitted,” she said with a furrowed brow and heavy tone.

Qi Yue wasn’t a gentle doctor, especially after a year of emergency room rotations. Though she was just a recent graduate then, she was already quite strict with junior students and interns. But this was nothing unusual—she herself had been trained by being scolded by her instructors.

A’Ru snapped to attention at her shout and held back her tears.

Qi Yue said nothing more, took scissors and cut open Yuan Bao’s arm sleeve. The following scene was somewhat familiar to the people here, since Hu San had done it earlier, except this didn’t look… as brutal.

Watching that woman wash the wound with water again and again, even using her hands to separate the flesh and blood… they couldn’t help shuddering.

“This… what you’re doing is…” seeing novel treatment methods was an irresistible temptation for any doctor. Of course, when Hu San demonstrated it was another matter—after all, the outside monk knows how to chant sutras, but Hu San, well, they knew him too well. The apprentices of Qianjin Hall forgot about the fierce-looking men in the hall and couldn’t help crowding forward, with some asking questions in confusion.

“Debridement,” Qi Yue said, lowering her head to wash her hands again and change gloves while answering. “Only after cleaning thoroughly can the wound be sutured, otherwise it will get infected.”

“Infected? Debridement?” Everyone was even more confused.

“You… you’re really going to sew up the wound?” the senior disciple asked with wide eyes.

Qi Yue took out a syringe to draw anesthetic, and the strange instrument and action caused another round of inquiries.

Qi Yue just hummed and murmured without answering—she couldn’t answer! This wasn’t something that could be explained quickly, and she wasn’t a teacher, nor was this a university classroom.

A’Ru no longer protested, lowered her head and washed her hands too. Seeing Qi Yue arrange the needle and take out thread, she actively selected a surgical drape to cover Yuan Bao’s arm.

This caused another round of inquiries, which naturally received no answers.

Soon everyone stopped asking because Qi Yue began her needlework. Though completely different from daily clothes mending in needle movements and everything else, with strange needles and even stranger tools for holding the needles—everything was strange—she was indeed doing needlework on the arm. The hall fell into silence; even breathing stopped as everyone stared unblinkingly at this scene.

“I said this was how to treat it… you didn’t believe me… you even hit me…” Hu San, who had shrunk back to the corner at the black-faced large man’s feet, felt wronged enough to cry and muttered.

Then he sensed a dark shadow covering him. Hu San thought he was about to be beaten again and quickly covered his head, but no fist came down. He released his hands and saw the man who had been sitting, smiling as he cut someone with his blade, walking toward the center of the hall.

Let’s hope he doesn’t hit women… Hu San prayed in his heart.

Qi Yue finished the last stitch and covered the wound with sterile gauze, bandaging it up.

“Done. This injury isn’t as serious as last time… but the nature of it is more serious than last time,” she said to Yuan Bao, pretending to be stern. “You scared your sister badly. Didn’t you promise not to fight? A real man keeps his word—how can you not count your words?”

Yuan Bao’s face reddened, wanting to say something but unable to speak.

“He’s fine now. No need to hold him down,” Qi Yue said to the two men who had been standing nearby.

These must be people from this pharmacy, right? They held the patient down to prevent struggling—indeed, pharmacies have many professionals who didn’t need her instructions. Only this doctor’s technique was a bit poor…

The two men glanced at her, then looked behind her. After receiving approval, they released their hands and stepped back.

“Let’s go home quickly,” A’Ru hurried to help Yuan Bao up.

“Don’t rush to leave—there’s still another injured person here who hasn’t been treated,” a male voice suddenly said.

“Sister, leave quickly! They’re the ones who cut me, they tricked you into coming to treat someone…” Yuan Bao could finally speak and shouted hoarsely.

“What?” Qi Yue and A’Ru didn’t understand, but they both turned around and saw a tall man standing before them.

Oh my, Qi Yue felt her eyes light up—a handsome man! Just like an ancient costume star walking down from a TV screen. Look at those features, that build, that presence…

But the next moment, her vision went dark.

“Prin… Prin… Prince…” A’Ru called out tremblingly and fell to her knees with a thud.

Chapter 40: Meeting
Qi Yue felt her eardrums throbbing.

Who could make A’Ru kneel and call “Prince”? Among the people she’d met since coming here, she could count them on one hand, but this Prince was all too familiar—though only by name…

How could it be such a… coincidence? Living so close at home they never met, yet going out once they come face to face…

If she fainted right now, would that feel better? But pretending to faint was also a technical skill she hadn’t mastered yet, so she could only stare dumbly at this handsome face before her.

The handsome man also looked at her, his expression calm, gaze deep, brow slightly furrowed, seeming quite surprised.

Under this gaze, Qi Yue felt as if hands were reaching over to tear away the skin she wore with a ripping sound, exposing her shameful soul as Qi Yue to the sunlight, where it would burn up like fire and scatter to the winds.

Husband and wife—this was husband and wife! One day as husband and wife, a hundred days of grace! No wait, three years of complete indifference didn’t seem like any grace—more like hatred. But whatever it was, grace or hatred, this man who was closest to Qi Yueniang wasn’t as easily fooled as those two young maids.

Qi Yue still felt that fainting would be the best outcome, but in reality, she stood steadily and even said something quite foolish.

“Where is the injured person?” she asked.

If A’Ru kneeling on the ground was already terrified and trembling, then hearing Qi Yue’s words made her soul scatter to the winds.

“Prince, Prince, it’s this servant’s fault, this servant was persistent… in coming here, it’s all this servant’s fault,” she kowtowed repeatedly while crying, and even in her confused state remembered not to reveal Qi Yue’s identity.

The handsome man looked at A’Ru crying on the ground.

“You are…?” A flash of confusion crossed his face. An attendant nearby promptly came forward and whispered something in his ear. Only then did he understand, and looked at Qi Yue with even greater surprise.

But he quickly regained his composure, ignoring A’Ru crying on the ground, and gestured to Qi Yue.

“Over here,” he said simply, his voice flat and emotionless.

This was answering her question. Qi Yue swallowed and looked in the direction he indicated.

With the handsome man’s gesture, the crowd that had been standing together in confusion instantly parted.

“Doctor, doctor, over here, over here!” a large man shouted loudly at her. In front of him was a door plank with an injured person lying on it.

Qi Yue stepped toward that direction, but A’Ru threw herself forward to hug her legs.

“It’s all this servant’s fault, all this servant’s fault…” she cried, looking up at Qi Yue with tears streaming down her face, shaking her head in terror.

You can’t, you can’t! If you go over there, how will you explain in front of the Prince…

Qi Yue understood her meaning and patted her head.

“Refusing to save someone dying will bring down lightning,” she said with a smile.

Whatever happens, happens. Things were already like this. Qi Yue broke free from A’Ru and strode over.

This injured person startled Qi Yue.

“My heavens, is this your enemy?” she couldn’t help shouting.

“This is my brother, a brother I’d trade my life for,” Hei Dahan felt very insulted by these words and shouted while glaring and beating his chest.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Then with him injured so severely, you don’t care and just leave him lying here like this? This person is about to go into shock—aren’t you trying to kill him?” she said in surprise.

“We were waiting for you, the divine doctor, to come save him,” Hei Dahan said loudly, his eyes full of wonder. “So you really can sew up wounds! Quick, quick, we’ve seen it now—hurry and treat my brother…”

Qi Yue frowned. She understood the meaning in this statement. Her hands, which had been quickly cutting away the layers of clothing and bandages wrapping the injured person, stopped. She looked at Hu San cowering to one side.

“Hey, did you really try to do it? Didn’t I tell you…” she shouted.

Hu San, who wanted to pretend he didn’t exist, buried his head between his knees.

“Yuan Bao’s injury…” Qi Yue remembered Yuan Bao’s earlier words, and suddenly everything connected. She straightened up abruptly. “Oh, you did this!”

Obviously this Doctor Hu had seen the injured person and, regardless of how it happened, told them about treating wounds. These people probably didn’t believe it, so naturally they brought the living specimen Yuan Bao…

“Sister, I didn’t say anything, I didn’t say anything, they…” Yuan Bao’s voice came as he spoke to A’Ru. “I wasn’t fighting with anyone. I was at the blacksmith shop when they grabbed me. When I wouldn’t talk, he… they cut me…”

“You went too far!” Qi Yue shouted, truly angry now. “How could you do such a thing!”

A’Ru quickly reached out to stop Yuan Bao from speaking further, shaking her head at him while pressing him to kowtow to the man before them—Prince of Marquis Dingxi.

Hearing Qi Yue’s words, several people including Hei Dahan looked at each other.

“This lady, we were desperate to save someone, but this boy just wouldn’t talk…” Hei Dahan said hesitantly.

“Your brother’s life is a life, but his isn’t?” Qi Yue laughed angrily. What kind of logic was this?

“Enough. I was the one who cut him. What’s the big deal? Who told you doctor to be so mysterious?” Prince of Marquis Dingxi snorted, interrupting her words. As he spoke, he untied a money pouch from his waist and threw it down in front of Yuan Bao and A’Ru with a slap. “Reward for you. Take it to recover from your injury.”

Qi Yue’s eyes widened even more.

This was exactly the insufferable behavior of those rich second-generation officials she often heard about in modern times! This was the Prince that A’Ru and A’Hao described as just slightly mischievous with a slightly quick temper, but actually a good person? If this were modern times, the onlooking crowd would smash his face with bricks!

Evil old society! Look at the expressions of the crowd around—they showed more gratitude and appreciation.

“Thank the Prince, this servant dares not, dares not,” A’Ru, the victim’s family member, pulled Yuan Bao to kowtow in fear and gratitude, but dared not take the money.

Yuan Bao, the victim, now knew who this man was too. He was no longer angry, just somewhat aggrieved, and followed his sister in lowering his head without speaking.

Looking at this man, Qi Yue simply couldn’t express her indignation.

“This person is dying!” a loud voice suddenly shouted.

It was the senior disciple of Qianjin Hall who had been monitoring the injured person.

This statement made everyone look at the injured person.

“Jiang Hai, Jiang Hai,” both Hei Dahan and Prince of Marquis Dingxi hurried over, shouting loudly.

“Stand back,” Qi Yue shouted, stopping the people who suddenly crowded around, and tore open the injured person’s upper clothing with a ripping sound.

“Expression dull, consciousness confused… lips pale turning purple… heart rate accelerated, extremity temperature decreased… external traumatic bleeding causing hemorrhagic shock…”

Qi Yue turned and pulled out a pack of large elastic bandages from her medical box.

“Two venous access points…” Qi Yue looked at the single rubber tube in her hand, gritted her teeth and cut it with scissors.

“A’Ru, get up. Don’t waste time crying there. Go boil the salt-sugar water I taught you…” she shouted. “Get me alcohol, charcoal fire, and water…”

A’Ru bit her lip on the ground, steeled herself and stood up, loudly responding yes.

“Please take me to where I can boil water, and I need sugar and salt, plus find me a bottle, an empty bottle…” she said loudly.

Only then did the apprentices in the hall come to their senses, all looking at the senior disciple.

With the master absent, he was their backbone.

The senior disciple was also shocked, his expression conflicted. Looking at Qi Yue, he himself was a doctor. Though not yet graduated, he could already hold up half of Qianjin Hall and had treated countless patients. Qi Yue’s methods were completely foreign to him, but looking at her expression now, that expression was very familiar—it was the expression his master had when treating patients: confident, calm, with everything under control. He looked at Yuan Bao sitting nearby, and finally gritted his teeth and waved his hand.

Anyway, this doctor was brought by them. If something went wrong, it had nothing to do with Qianjin Hall. At worst, it would be watching a farce, at most being unlucky enough to serve as a witness at the magistrate’s office.

“Follow me,” an apprentice immediately said.

The other apprentices also scattered like headless flies.

This injured person’s wounds were mostly concentrated on his right arm and chest.

“Help me lift him up,” Qi Yue shouted.

With her shout, Hei Dahan and others immediately stepped forward, lifting the injured person flat while watching Qi Yue efficiently begin wrapping the injured person with various sized white cloths.

“This won’t stop it. Didn’t you say to sew it up?” Hei Dahan shouted.

“He’s in shock. First we need to treat the shock,” Qi Yue answered while busy, beginning to apply pressure to blood vessels.

Soon A’Ru came running with a wine bottle.

“Cooled in cold water,” she shouted. “I’m still boiling more.”

Qi Yue was applying pressure to stop bleeding and nodded at her.

“Put on those rubber gloves, cut off a piece, wrap it around the bottle mouth, then stick the needle on it and connect this rubber tube…” she said.

“Me… do I do it?” A’Ru looked panicked, holding the wine bottle with trembling hands. “I can’t…”

“A’Ru, you can do it. You’ve seen how I do it,” Qi Yue shouted at her, nodding encouragingly.

A’Ru bit her lower lip, swallowed, and nodded heavily, turning to stand by the tools laid out beside the medicine box.

“Disinfect first…” Qi Yue reminded her.

A’Ru nodded, picked up scissors with trembling hands, and following Qi Yue’s example, put them in the bowl of alcohol nearby. Then she took out a glove from the sealed bag—this glove could no longer be called a glove, having been cut into pieces. She clumsily cut another circle from it…

“Done,” she said, holding up this crude IV drip for Qi Yue to see, her expression anxious.

“Very good,” Qi Yue nodded. A’Ru definitely couldn’t handle inserting the needle…

She turned her head to look around.

“You, the one surnamed Hu,” she called.

Hu San, who had been standing in the crowd, was startled by the call.

“Come here and hold this for me,” Qi Yue gestured to him.

“Me?” Hu San stared wide-eyed, equally incredulous.

“You caused this trouble. Don’t you want to take any responsibility?” Qi Yue glared and scolded.

Hu San felt his whole body trembling and actually fell to his knees with a thud.

“What are you doing?” Qi Yue was startled.

“Thank you for your favor, madam!” he kowtowed heavily.

Qi Yue was baffled. What was this about?

“Hurry up,” she shouted.

Hu San stumbled to his feet and came over in two or three steps.

“Wash your hands with alcohol and get gloves,” Qi Yue glared at him.

Hu San awkwardly stepped aside, indeed splashing alcohol to clean his hands, but these gloves… how to put them on?

“Like this, put them on this way…” A’Ru came over and said quietly, pointing to one of the sealed bags.

“Thank you, miss,” Hu San said with an ingratiating smile, which contained more apology.

After all, he had caused this incident and made the girl’s brother get injured innocently.

A’Ru turned away without acknowledging him further.

Hu San felt snubbed and awkwardly put on these difficult gloves, full of curiosity.

What was this made of? This feeling…

“Come here, press this side,” Qi Yue was already impatient with waiting and shouted.

Hu San hurried over, following Qi Yue’s directions while also watching the people around him defensively, especially his fellow apprentices.

“Like this? Here?” he finally pressed down, groping and testing.

After much effort, Hu San finally pressed the right spot, and only then could Qi Yue hurriedly disinfect again and take the needle to insert into the injured person.

“What… what is this thing?” seeing the strange object pierce the skin, everyone couldn’t help asking. The senior disciple spoke up.

“This is salt water, um, sort of anyway. It’s to supplement fluids… uh, fluids are just… fluids…” Qi Yue explained vaguely.

Once the senior disciple opened his mouth, and seeing that Qi Yue wasn’t the type to say nothing, immediately a group of people began asking questions in a rush.

“Shut up, all of you shut up,” Hei Dahan banged on the table and shouted. “You useless bunch, all shut up.”

This made these people quiet down, their faces very uncomfortable.

“People can’t know everything. What? Just because you’re a doctor doesn’t mean you should cure all diseases? If you can’t cure someone, you’re useless? You become a criminal? What logic is that? Others know something you don’t, so you’re useless?” Qi Yue snorted.

Comparatively speaking, she still felt closer to her colleagues, and besides, these people… hmph… I’m saving lives out of duty, not because I’ve forgiven you.

Hei Dahan glared.

“For the sake of you being from Master Chang’s household, I won’t argue with you,” he snorted and stopped talking.

Not expecting Qi Yue to speak up for them, the apprentices all looked pleased, but no one asked questions anymore.

“If you encountered shock, how would you treat it?” Qi Yue actually started talking with them.

Everyone perked up.

“I… we…” Hu San rushed to speak, opening his mouth only to realize he didn’t know.

“Madam, this shock… shock you speak of, that would be yang collapse syndrome, right?” the senior disciple spoke steadily.

Oh right, that’s how Traditional Chinese Medicine puts it. Qi Yue nodded.

“Naturally we would consolidate qi and prevent collapse, decocting raw astragalus, cornus, Chinese yam and administering it,” the senior disciple answered.

“Then quickly prepare it for him to take. Two approaches together will work faster,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

The senior disciple hesitated briefly, then finally nodded. With one command, apprentices immediately went to work. Soon they brought the medicine and used a spouted pot to pour it down the injured person’s throat.

Just as they had watched Qi Yue earlier, Qi Yue also curiously watched their methods.

After a while, taking out a blood pressure cuff to measure, Qi Yue breathed slightly easier. Whether black cat or white cat, there was hope of catching the mouse.

Chapter 41: Do You Dare?
“Can you stitch him up now?”

Hei Dahan couldn’t help but ask again, looking at the strange things in Qi Yue’s hands, then at Hu San on the other side whose arm was sore and painful, sweating profusely but not daring to move a muscle. He was truly suffering.

“Yes, that’s the next step. But before that, I need to prepare blood,” Qi Yue answered, while looking at the medical kit in front of her. Hei Dahan could clearly hear her saying a string of incomprehensible words: “What blood type is this guy… Oh, excellent! An emergency kit that meets EU DIN3155 standards is indeed comprehensive. No wonder they boasted so much about it, saying it was like a medical emergency station… They even have ABO blood type rapid test cards… come, come…”

“What is this?” The eldest disciple couldn’t help but ask, seeing her holding a strange piece of paper. This was paper, right? He had never seen paper like this before.

Qi Yue took blood from the injured person and carefully watched the changes on the test strip.

“This? It can distinguish a person’s blood type,” she answered while working.

“Blood type? What’s that?” The eldest disciple was not only not enlightened but became even more confused.

“Blood type is… it’s that people’s blood is different from each other, uh… it’s… done.” Qi Yue said with some difficulty, her voice muffled through the mask. “A…”

Then she stopped her hands and looked at the people in the hall.

“So now, this injured person needs blood. Who will give him their blood?” she asked.

“What? Blood? Give him blood?”

“Miss, what do you mean?”

The entire hall erupted in commotion.

“What I mean is, this person has lost too much blood. Excessive blood loss can kill a person, you know that, right?” Qi Yue said.

They knew, they knew. Everyone in the hall nodded. Even a fool would know that.

“So then, he needs blood replenishment, which means giving him some blood from someone else. That way, he won’t die from excessive blood loss,” Qi Yue continued. “So now, who wants to try to see if their blood is suitable to give some to the injured person?”

“Heavens! Give him blood? Wouldn’t that person lose their life then?” someone shouted.

“How do you give blood to him?” someone else asked.

These words instantly threw the great hall into chaos, with everyone’s faces showing fear as they discussed among themselves.

“I’ll do it,” Hei Dahan said loudly, stepping forward without hesitation. “My life is my brother’s life! Give my life to him!”

Although Qi Yue was speaking to everyone, her gaze was directed at the Prince of Marquis Dingxi standing to the side – “her” husband.

The Prince of Marquis Dingxi’s gaze was also looking at her, then a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

“I’ll do it,” he stepped forward and said.

Seeing him actually speak up and step forward, many people’s faces showed great alarm.

“Prince, you must not,” they stepped forward to stop him, then more people stepped forward, competing to offer their own blood.

It seemed they truly were brothers with some backbone, not even afraid. The anger in Qi Yue’s heart subsided slightly.

“It’s not about taking your life, just a little blood, and not just anyone can do it. I need to see whose blood matches this injured person,” she said, while picking up a clean needle from the box.

“How do you see?” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi asked. He had already walked in front of Qi Yue, looking down at her from above.

“Extend your hand,” Qi Yue said.

The Prince of Marquis Dingxi extended his hand without hesitation, amid a chorus of dissuasion from those around him.

This hand wasn’t as well-maintained as his face, somewhat rough with calluses on the palm…

Qi Yue thought to herself, reaching out to grasp his hand.

Everyone nearby stared wide-eyed, and some people embarrassedly turned their heads away. Under everyone’s watchful eyes, what was this woman going to do…

When the Prince of Marquis Dingxi was suddenly grasped by this woman’s hand, his body also stiffened, and he instinctively wanted to withdraw it, but Qi Yue had already wiped his fingertip with a cotton ball.

“Don’t be afraid of the pain,” Qi Yue said.

The Prince of Marquis Dingxi scoffed inwardly, but before he could speak, his fingertip felt a sharp pain. His body tensed instinctively, and Qi Yue had already taken the blood and released him.

“Doctor, mine too.”

Immediately, many people extended their hands.

“Wait a moment, one at a time,” Qi Yue said, looking at the test strip in her hand, slowly revealing a delighted smile. She looked up at the Prince of Marquis Dingxi, “Hey, what good luck! Yours is just right.”

Her face was covered by the mask, so her smile naturally couldn’t be seen, but the joy in her eyes clearly fell into the Prince of Marquis Dingxi’s sight.

These words made the people around pause for a moment, then erupt into chaos.

“He can’t, he absolutely cannot,” everyone shouted loudly.

“It seems mine is suitable, and you’re very happy about it,” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi waved his hand to stop the crowd’s clamor, looking at Qi Yue, suddenly laughing heartily.

What was so funny about this? Qi Yue, whose thoughts had been seen through, felt somewhat uncomfortable. You injured someone, so naturally you should receive some punishment…

“Doctor, don’t mess around,” another man stepped forward, placing his hand on the Prince of Marquis Dingxi’s shoulder. “You shouldn’t mess around either.”

“Who’s messing around?”

Qi Yue and the Prince of Marquis Dingxi said simultaneously. After saying it, they looked at each other with some surprise.

“I said before, he won’t die. It’s just using a little bit of blood,” Qi Yue said, turning her gaze away, while rinsing the used needle in alcohol and throwing it into the charcoal fire nearby, then picking up another needle. “Each person only needs a little bit, that’s enough for him to use. Come, who wants to try next?”

Hearing her words, everyone breathed a sigh of relief, and more people competed to extend their hands.

Not bad. This injured person was lucky – there were four people here with compatible blood types. Although the Prince of Marquis Dingxi was truly prepared to donate blood, he was still repeatedly dissuaded by everyone. After all, this kind of thing was unprecedented, even though there was the example of that child being cured.

The rubber tube used for IV drip came in handy once again. The blood donor lay on the table, the injured person lay on the door plank on the ground, two needles, one rubber tube – this was the scene of Qi Yue’s first blood transfusion after arriving in ancient times. It was crude and violated regulations to the point that she couldn’t bear to look directly at it, but for everyone present, they all stared wide-eyed at this scene, watching the blood flow from one person’s body into another person’s body, and that person who was gradually about to die slowly regained consciousness.

“Am I dead?” the injured person slowly opened his eyes, making a murmuring sound.

“Not dead. With your brother here, no one can make you die,” Hei Dahan was the first to rush over, putting his big head in front of the injured person’s eyes, shouting with his booming voice.

A smile appeared on the injured person’s face.

“With brother’s booming voice, even if the King of Hell were here, he’d be scared away…” he said weakly.

This person was quite humorous, and his spirits were good. Qi Yue thought to herself nearby.

“Let me check your blood pressure,” she said, taking the blood pressure monitor and walking over.

Only then did the injured person see this strangely dressed woman with only her eyes showing, his expression confused.

“This is an excellent doctor that the Prince specially invited from home…” Hei Dahan quickly explained.

He didn’t know the relationship between Qi Yue and the Prince he spoke of. When A’Ru saw the Prince, she was already scared out of her wits and didn’t dare reveal Qi Yue’s true identity.

“Thank you, Prince. Jiang Hai has nothing to repay you with…” the injured person struggled to get up, only then noticing the strangeness on his body. “What is this?” He looked at the strange things on both his arms, then followed the tubes to see the person…

“Brother, our blood is the same,” the blood donor grinned broadly, his face glowing red, feeling honored.

“You lost too much blood, this is replenishing your blood,” Qi Yue smiled, watching the injured person’s face turn pale, obviously quite frightened by this scene.

“Don’t move, let… let…” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi walked over a few steps and spoke, ultimately vaguely skipping over Qi Yue’s title, “treat your injuries, so you can recover quickly and seek justice.”

The injured person nodded with full gratitude, and Qi Yue had also finished taking his blood pressure.

“I can proceed with the surgical suturing now,” she exhaled and said. Whether it was her crude equipment or the Chinese medicine that had been administered, whichever had worked, this step of treating shock had been successfully completed.

Since she, Qi Yue, had started her internship until before her transmigration, she had performed countless such treatments, but this time gave her the strongest sense of achievement.

“A’Ru, lay out the sheet,” she said, while walking to the medicine box, scanning those all-too-familiar instruments one by one. Suddenly her expression changed, “Oh no!”

These words startled everyone.

“Young… what’s wrong?” A’Ru, who had just picked up the white surgical drape, hurriedly asked.

Qi Yue picked up medicine bottles one after another, sweat beading on her forehead.

“They’re all gone, all gone…” she murmured.

“What’s gone?” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi standing nearby asked.

“Anesthetics, all of them – local, general, all used up…” Qi Yue murmured in response.

She knew this day would come. Not just anesthetics…

Qi Yue’s gaze swept over the medical kit, a bitter smile appearing on her face. What she brought was an emergency kit, which was already quite good, and it was an emergency kit she had specially over-equipped, more comprehensive than the usual emergency room equipment. But even so, gloves, needles, and other things that couldn’t be discarded had been disinfected, boiled, and dried by her for reuse. But some things were impossible to reuse, such as anesthetics, antibiotics, iodine tablets, disinfectant tablets, sutures…

“Go back and get some,” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi said indifferently, while raising his hand to beckon a servant over.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“There aren’t any,” she said, her expression dejected.

“There aren’t any?” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi frowned, somewhat unable to understand her words.

“I can’t perform this surgery,” Qi Yue said with a snap as she put down what was in her hands.

The entire hall erupted.

“What did you say?”

“How can you not do it?”

The stage had been set up, the drums had started beating, just waiting for the main character to come on stage and start singing, when suddenly the voice went hoarse. One could imagine how angry the audience below the stage would be.

“Doctor, are you still angry that we injured this person?” Hei Dahan shouted loudly, his face flushed red, drawing his sword from his waist with a clang.

People around scattered with a whoosh in fear.

“Can’t hit a woman, can’t hit a woman. If you want to hit someone, hit me,” Hu San couldn’t care about pressing on the blood vessel anymore and knelt with a thud in front of the big man.

“How about I cut myself to apologize to him?” the dark-faced big man didn’t raise his sword toward Qi Yue, but instead held it against his own arm, glaring with bloodshot eyes and shouting.

Following his actions, more people drew their knives or swords.

“I’ll do it.”

They all shouted.

Qianjin Hall immediately erupted into chaos.

Chapter 42: The Brave
Looking at these people whose eyes had turned red with anxiety, Qi Yue felt both urgent and sad.

“It’s not because of that,” she had to raise her hands and shout loudly to overpower the chaotic shouting.

“Then why?” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi asked.

“This medicine,” Qi Yue grabbed all the anesthetic medicine bottles and held them up for them to see. “It’s used to eliminate pain during surgery, and now it’s all used up…”

At this point, she laughed again.

“There was still some left, but you used it for experiments…” she said, looking at Yuan Bao nearby. “It shows that those who harm others will inevitably harm themselves…”

“Cut the fucking nonsense!” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi suddenly roared, his expression instantly becoming gloomy.

Since he had come to this Qianjin Hall, he had always maintained a calm demeanor, even when cutting people down he had smiled. This was the first time he showed such a stern expression, and swearing at that – swearing at a woman…

This roar made everyone’s hearts skip a beat in the great hall. They already knew this man’s status was not low – he was the Prince of Marquis Dingxi, the premier noble family of Yongqing Prefecture! Let alone cursing at someone, even if he killed someone, no one would dare do anything to him.

“Prince…” A’Ru’s tears flowed out, and she knelt down with a thud, kowtowing.

“What the hell are you shouting for? You still have the nerve to curse at me?” Qi Yue slammed the medicine bottle in her hand onto the table with a snap. She didn’t cover her face and cry as everyone expected, but instead raised her eyebrows and glared at him angrily, “You reap what you sow – you deserve it!”

The hearts of everyone in the hall that had just returned to normal immediately stopped again, and A’Ru was so frightened that she even stopped crying.

“You…” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi stared at her, his face dark with storm clouds, veins gradually bulging on his forehead.

“Am I wrong?” Qi Yue didn’t back down at all, staring back at him. What kind of family members hadn’t she seen? What kind of medical troublemakers hadn’t she encountered? When treating patients, this was the doctor’s territory – she wouldn’t be easily controlled by others! Afraid of you?! As if!

“Alright, stop arguing,” a man shook his head and said, reaching out to hold back the Prince of Marquis Dingxi while giving Qi Yue a gentle smile. “Miss, without this medicine, can the surgery really not be performed?”

“Of course not. You have to understand that needles and thread are used to sew blood vessels, flesh, and skin together – how painful that would be! Without anesthetics, a person simply cannot endure it.” When someone gives me a smile, I naturally give them a smile back. Qi Yue’s expression softened as she spoke, then sighed, thinking of something as she looked at the eldest disciple. “Oh, by the way, do you, do you have anesthetics?”

“Anesthetics?” The eldest disciple’s expression was conflicted.

“What do you call them? Mafeisan or something?” Qi Yue asked. “The kind that Hua Tuo and Li Shizhen invented…”

“I know Hua Tuo, but who is Li Shizhen?” the eldest disciple asked.

Qi Yue was speechless.

“Never mind who he is. Your Chinese medicine should also have anesthetic drugs – quickly give them to him,” she waved off the question and said hurriedly.

“We have never had the fortune to see the Mafeisan created by the divine physician Hua Tuo. Now we only have Sleeping Saint Powder – I wonder if that would work?” a voice came from outside.

Everyone looked in the direction of the voice.

“Master,” the apprentices of Qianjin Hall immediately called out with joy on their faces.

This was an elderly man of about fifty, with graying hair and beard, wearing a long robe, with a kind face. This was the owner of Qianjin Hall, Liu Pucheng.

No one knew when he had been standing there – everyone had been attracted by Qi Yue’s situation and no one had noticed.

As Liu Pucheng spoke, he stood up from beside Yuan Bao, pulling down his sleeve, having obviously just examined Yuan Bao’s wound.

“You’re back?”

“Master, when did you return?”

The disciples all crowded over to greet him.

“Let’s not talk about that now – saving someone is urgent,” Liu Pucheng waved his hand to stop his disciples’ chatter, stepping forward as he spoke. “Miss, would you like to try it?”

Qi Yue looked at the old man and nodded.

With the old man’s return, all the apprentices in the hall had a backbone, and they quickly brought medicine according to his instructions.

Qi Yue stopped the blood transfusion and watched the old man personally feed the injured person the medicine, then waited for the medicine to take effect.

“Miss, please try it,” Liu Pucheng said, stepping aside.

Not knowing if it would work, Qi Yue took a deep breath and cut open the bandage.

The bloody wound still made A’Ru panic, and she quickly turned her gaze away.

Qi Yue held scissors and slowly approached the necrotic tissue. As the scissors moved, the injured person suddenly let out a scream, but he quickly gritted his teeth and endured it, though his whole body was already trembling uncontrollably from pain.

Qi Yue gritted her teeth and cut away this piece of tissue, then picked up the needle holder and slowly pierced a blood vessel…

The cries of pain could not be suppressed, and the injured person’s whole body convulsed.

“No good, no good,” Qi Yue put down the needle and tweezers, shaking her head and shouting.

Only then did everyone witness how painful it was, and they couldn’t help but look at Yuan Bao nearby, remembering that when he was being sutured earlier, he had seemed like nothing was wrong.

“Such powerful anesthetics…” someone couldn’t help but murmur, looking at the empty bottles that Qi Yue had thrown aside and that had rolled to the floor.

With the previous actions, plus the removal of the bandage tourniquet’s constraint, blood began flowing from the injured person’s wound again.

“Indeed, it won’t work,” Liu Pucheng’s face also showed disappointment. “It was said that when the divine physician Hua Tuo performed abdominal surgery to save people, one bowl of Mafeisan would make them feel no pain at all. It seems this was true, but unfortunately it’s been lost…”

Qi Yue’s face was full of dejection. Without equipment, she was like being deaf and blind. Without medicine, she was like having no hands or feet – completely useless…

Dad, I’m really completely useless…

Dad, away from those instruments, away from that environment, I really can’t do anything…

“Doctor…” the injured person called out weakly. “It’s alright, I can endure it. Get me a stick to bite on – as long as I don’t bite my tongue, I can endure it. Don’t worry about me, just continue sewing…”

“It won’t work. This pain isn’t something you can endure just by wanting to…” Qi Yue crouched down in front of him, her voice low.

Crouching down, she saw the injured person’s appearance clearly for the first time. He was still very young, probably only seventeen or eighteen years old. People in ancient times really matured early – seventeen or eighteen years old in her time would still be students protected by society.

“The doctor is so beautiful – isn’t there a saying that beauty is a feast for the eyes? Looking at the doctor, I can forget the pain,” the injured person grinned, showing two rows of white teeth.

No one expected him to say this. Everyone was first stunned, then couldn’t help but laugh, except for the frightened A’Ru and the Prince who still wore a stern expression.

This… this was flirting, right? The young mistress was being flirted with in front of the Prince?

“You rascal… at a time like this you still don’t forget to be glib…” Hei Dahan laughed and scolded, rubbing his red eyes.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh too.

“If only that really worked,” she said, then sighed again.

“No matter what, let’s still try,” Liu Pucheng said.

“But it really won’t work – he could die from the pain…” Qi Yue shook her head looking at him.

“No, we can only be killed by others, we will never die from pain,” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi said slowly.

“That sounds nice, but it’s not scientific…” Qi Yue said without good humor.

“Miss, try it. If there’s still a chance of saving him, then try it,” Liu Pucheng said again. “If we don’t try, wouldn’t there be no chance at all?”

Qi Yue looked at his expression and couldn’t help but be stunned. This old man who had suddenly appeared – why was he so encouraging to her? He was also a Chinese medicine practitioner, right? How could he not have any doubt at all?

“I looked at this child’s wound,” Liu Pucheng seemed to know what she was thinking, smiled slightly, and pointed to Yuan Bao nearby. “If you can guarantee the same effect as his old wound, miss, this would be a great merit.”

He said solemnly.

“But without anesthesia…” Qi Yue hesitated.

“Treating illness doesn’t always depend on medicine. Human will – how do you know without trying?” Liu Pucheng smiled and interrupted Qi Yue’s words, his expression both encouraging and firm.

This expression was like her teacher’s – the teacher who took them to their first internship, their first surgery.

It’s alright, don’t be afraid. Be bold, be careful, keep your hands steady. Come on, try it.

Qi Yue bit her lower lip and once again picked up the needle holder and tweezers.

The pedestrians outside Qianjin Hall were terrified.

“What’s happening? Are they killing someone inside?” Everyone was frightened by the screams and cries of pain coming from inside, asking each other. Some brave ones wanted to look, but were stopped by the apprentices who closed the door.

“Nothing, nothing, just treating injuries,” the apprentices maintained order and dispersed the onlookers.

With the doors and windows closed, the screams and cries of pain still came through, making even these apprentices who had seen many severely injured people with their master tremble uncontrollably.

How painful it must be…

Qi Yue’s tears couldn’t help but flow out, and she quickly wiped them with her shoulder.

Gradually, her hands changed from slow and trembling to steady and skilled, as if she could no longer hear the injured person’s cries of pain. Four or five people helped hold down the injured person to prevent his violent trembling and unconscious struggling from affecting Qi Yue’s movements.

Qi Yue lifted her shoulder to wipe away the tears that were blurring her vision with her mask, suturing, tying knots, cutting, threading…

Sweat flowed down her forehead layer by layer, blurring her eyes. She had to blink, when a hand holding a handkerchief suddenly reached over, somewhat clumsily wiping her forehead.

Qi Yue was slightly stunned. Finally, she had a nurse assistant – A’Ru had really made progress this time. She looked up to give A’Ru a grateful smile, but saw that this nurse was the Prince of Marquis Dingxi.

Seeing her look over, and seeing the surprised looks from people around, the Prince of Marquis Dingxi somewhat embarrassedly withdrew his hand.

He actually didn’t know why he did this either. It was just that watching… the sweat seemed to affect her greatly, making her blink frequently and occasionally wipe with her arm… it would affect treating the injured person, right…

“Over here,” Qi Yue’s muffled voice came from behind the mask, tilting her head slightly to expose her right forehead to him.

This woman… the Prince of Marquis Dingxi looked around somewhat unnaturally, hesitated, but still reached out to wipe for her.

“Prince, let me do it,” A’Ru finally reacted in panic, hurrying forward to say quietly.

The Prince of Marquis Dingxi threw the handkerchief to her and stepped away.

The injured person indeed passed out from the severe pain, but this time Qi Yue didn’t stop.

“A’Ru, bring more saline solution,” she called out, then looked at Liu Pucheng who had been seriously watching beside her. “Boil more of your… that…”

“Boil Danggui Sini Decoction,” Liu Pucheng took over her words, speaking to his disciples.

Qi Yue looked at him gratefully.

“Miss, please continue,” Liu Pucheng looked at her with a slight smile and said.

Chapter 43: Together in Return
By the time the suturing was completed, the sky had turned completely dark.

“You say using this will prevent festering?” Liu Pucheng held the small medicine bottle, examining it carefully under the lamplight, squinting his eyes with both caution and curiosity.

“Yes, this is an antibiotic,” Qi Yue said, while injecting the medicine from the syringe into a wine bottle.

“Young… Miss, these things…” A’Ru came over to ask for instructions. She had already boiled and put away the needles, scissors, and tweezers, but there was a pile of used gloves, cotton cloth, cotton balls, surgical drapes, and other items.

“Dig a pit, burn them, and bury them deep,” Qi Yue said.

“Burn them all? These can still be used…” A’Ru felt reluctant. In her view, although they were stained with blood, they could still be washed clean, especially those gloves, which were still perfectly good.

The emergency kit that had been full when they arrived was now more than half empty. Those bandages and non-woven fabrics were minor matters, but the key issue was that all the medicines were completely exhausted.

“Keep the gloves. Soak them in alcohol and then steam them over high heat in a large pot – they might still be useful. As for the rest, burn them,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru nodded and turned to do as instructed.

“I’ll help you, I’ll help you,” Hu San said hurriedly.

“Don’t move around carelessly, you don’t know how,” A’Ru scolded him in a low voice, keeping her head down and not looking at him. “Don’t cause an infection and make trouble.”

Hu San touched his head sheepishly.

“I’ll help you boil water,” he said again, running ahead with quick steps.

Here, Liu Pucheng put down the medicine and came to look at the injured person’s bandaging. Qi Yue had used up all the external wound disinfectant and medicinal cotton, but the wound was too large, and she still felt somewhat uneasy.

“All of these can prevent festering?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

Liu Pucheng held up his sleeve and bent down to take the injured person’s pulse, his expression showing surprise and some confusion, but he said nothing.

“This old man has been watching from the side – how did you use this tube to transfer someone else’s blood into his body?” he stood up and asked.

Qi Yue explained it to him simply, but due to difficulties in vocabulary communication, both the speaker and listener became increasingly confused.

“So you mean, not just anyone’s blood can be randomly transferred to anyone?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded. She had to emphasize this point well to prevent another incident like Hu San randomly taking needles to sew people’s wounds.

“Who was Miss’s master?” Liu Pucheng asked.

This question stunned Qi Yue, and she didn’t know how to answer.

“Well, I had many masters, no… that’s not what they were called either…” she said. After finishing, she suddenly remembered there was still someone sitting in the room – someone who was more familiar with “herself” than she was. She changed direction and said, “…Don’t laugh at me, Doctor Liu, but I was originally a beggar…”

Liu Pucheng made an “oh” sound, showing no disdain on his face, but rather more respect.

“So, traveling along the way, I met many people. This person taught me a bit, that person taught me a bit. When bitten by dogs, I learned how to treat it; when beaten by people, I learned how to treat that too. For diarrhea and headaches – anyway, it was a bit here and a bit there, not systematic at all…” Qi Yue continued, laughing. “Also, my grandmother knew much more, and I learned everything from her. These things were also left to me by her…”

As she said this, she pointed to the medical kit that had already been packed away.

Qi Yueniang had died before being brought into the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. As an old beggar woman among the refugees, she was so insignificant that she was less than dust. No one knew anything about her. The only person in the Marquis Dingxi’s residence who had seen her was the Old Marchioness, and the Old Marchioness was no longer there now. With no one left to testify, Qi Yue could freely attribute all those inexplicable things to her.

Liu Pucheng showed no doubt on his face and nodded.

“The common world has many strange skills,” he said, stroking his beard with some reminiscence. “My Liu family’s ancestors were originally carpenters. They gave a cake to a beggar who came to the door, and that beggar left behind a prescription for treating shingles. With this prescription, my ancestor became famous and began walking this path. So the rules left by our ancestors state that descendants must never mistreat beggars who come to the door, and every year we must specifically provide porridge for beggars once…”

What a magical tradition. Qi Yue found it very interesting to listen to, and she indeed knew that many folk remedies were difficult to explain scientifically.

And this disease of shingles…

“How do you treat this acute herpes? Is that prescription really particularly effective? Usually we use acyclovir tablets, and there’s no other good method…” Qi Yue said with some curiosity.

“Herpes? What acy… lo something?” Liu Pucheng was completely confused and asked puzzled.

Qi Yue rubbed her hands and laughed sheepishly.

“Miss, it’s getting late…” A’Ru came out from behind and said quietly, interrupting their conversation.

The night was deep, and the streets had long lost their daytime bustle.

“Then this injured person…”

Qi Yue hesitated somewhat.

“Miss, rest assured. This old man will personally watch over him. Miss can come again during the day,” Liu Pucheng said.

A’Ru secretly glanced at the Prince who had been sitting to the side all along and tugged at Qi Yue’s sleeve.

“Alright then. Everything that should be done has been done. We’ve done our human duty and must leave the rest to heaven,” Qi Yue said. “I’ll come early tomorrow morning. Don’t stop this IV drip tonight.”

IV drip… Liu Pucheng followed her pointing to look at the inverted wine bottle.

“How this inside is prepared, I’ve already had A’Ru tell your students…” Qi Yue said.

As soon as she finished speaking, she saw Liu Pucheng stand up straight solemnly.

“Which one?” he asked loudly. “Which one knows how to make Miss’s IV… IV drip?”

Upon inquiry, immediately a small apprentice came running over trembling with fear.

“Kowtow,” Liu Pucheng said sternly.

The small apprentice fell to his knees before Qi Yue with a thud, kowtowing.

“What is this for?” Qi Yue was startled and hurried to stop him.

“You swear to Miss that from now on you are under Miss’s tutelage, and will never betray your master or reveal even half a secret formula…” Liu Pucheng said sternly.

The apprentice looked at Liu Pucheng, then at Qi Yue, his face full of conflict.

“Master, your disciple I…” his eyes were red.

“No, what secret formula? It’s not a secret formula, it’s just salt and sugar water…” Qi Yue laughed, hurrying to stop Liu Pucheng’s overreaction. Ancient medicine placed great emphasis on lineage, and was extremely secretive about medical techniques and secret formulas. While she admired this old man in her heart, she didn’t want him to be so formal. Without waiting for his refusal, she quickly explained.

“This isn’t anything rare. Everyone knows it now, and using it can save many people. Besides, there’s nothing special about it – it’s not as effective as your medicines. It’s just for quickly replenishing body fluids. Without IV tubes and intravenous injection, it’s useless anyway,” Qi Yue said.

Only then did Liu Pucheng feel somewhat at ease, but he still respectfully bowed to thank Qi Yue.

“Miss, rest assured. I will take good care of this injured person,” he said again.

Qi Yue nodded and gestured to A’Ru with her head.

“Then we’ll go,” she said.

A’Ru hurriedly picked up the packed medical kit and followed. Seeing that Qi Yue didn’t even glance at the Prince sitting nearby, she hurried to tug at her again.

“Prince…” she called softly.

“I’m going back now. You all stay here and watch over Jiang Hai,” the Prince of Marquis Dingxi stood up and said to Hei Dahan and several other men.

“Prince, rest assured.”

“Prince, please go back quickly.”

“Thank you, Master Chang…”

Amid the chaotic sounds of thanks and farewells, the Prince of Marquis Dingxi stepped out the door.

Outside the door, servants were already waiting with horses. Without looking at Qi Yue and A’Ru, he mounted his horse and rode away, leaving A’Ru both shocked and frightened.

“Prince…” she couldn’t help but chase after him a few steps, but how could she match the speed of a horse?

The clatter of hooves echoed down the street, and the person had long since disappeared, even the servants running alongside had gone far.

“Young Mistress, the Prince must be angry,” A’Ru turned around crying.

For one’s own wife to violate propriety by showing her face in public and secretly coming out to treat people’s injuries – probably no husband could stand it, let alone considering the face of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

This was the end…

Who would have thought that after three years of separation, this couple would meet again in such a scene.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and walked slowly and leisurely. No manly character at all – in the middle of the night, he just threw two women down and ran off, especially when one of these women was legally his wife…

Qi Yueniang, oh Qi Yueniang, what kind of unlucky fate is this, ending up with such a person.

“This person is that Chang Yuncheng?” Qi Yue asked.

“Yes,” A’Ru answered with a worried face.

He looked better than a terracotta warrior, but this temper really was… Qi Yue shook her head.

“Really too much, actually injuring people randomly, not treating people as human beings…” she said indignantly.

“What kind of people are we servants in the Prince’s eyes…” A’Ru smiled bitterly and shook her head at her instead.

What more could Qi Yue say? Popularize the concept of human rights? A’Ru would just think she was crazy. She could only shake her head and not continue this topic.

“What should we do when we go back?” A’Ru had no such thoughts, and was anxious and restless all the way, crying again. “We’ve been out so long, how can we explain to the family…”

As she spoke, she raised her hand to hit herself, blaming herself for causing trouble. Qi Yue had to comfort her. With crying and talking, they walked to the front door.

“Let’s go around this way – it’s closer to the side door…” A’Ru said sobbing, wiping her tears while thinking about how to explain when they returned. Suddenly her eyes lit up. “Prince…”

Qi Yue followed her gaze and saw that indeed, not far from the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, there were several people standing and waiting. She squinted and distinguished the tall figure of that man in the night.

“That woman still hasn’t returned?” Madam Xie asked coldly.

“Yes, Madam. Should we go to that girl’s home to look for her…” Nanny Su said quietly.

“Look?” Madam Xie laughed, then her smiling face turned stern. “A dignified young mistress of a marquis’s residence not returning home at night – she can never stay in this family anymore…”

That was natural. Nanny Su nodded.

“Madam, I’ve already ordered the side door to be barred…” she said quietly, her face full of smiles.

Chapter 44: Comfort
Madam Xie nodded and also showed a satisfied smile.

“Madam, the Prince has returned,” a servant girl said from outside.

Madam Xie immediately became animated.

“Didn’t he say he would stay out for a few days? Why did he come back today?” she said, while hurriedly getting up.

“He still missed you, Madam,” Nanny Su said with a smile, supporting her while asking the servant girl, “Quickly ask if the Prince has eaten? Has he drunk wine? Who is with him? Has he been received?”

“This servant didn’t ask. The Prince returned together with the Young Mistress…” the servant girl answered.

Madam Xie and Nanny Su, who were walking out, immediately stopped in their tracks.

“What?” Madam Xie looked shocked. “He returned together with the Young Mistress?”

She turned to look at Nanny Su, who also looked shocked.

“Didn’t you say she went to that girl A’Ru’s house? How, how is she with the Prince again?” she also stammered, glaring at the servant girl. “You didn’t see wrong, did you?”

“This servant did not…” the servant girl said hurriedly.

Here, Nanny Su had stopped asking because she saw that under the guidance of several lanterns, the Prince had entered the courtyard gate, and behind the Prince was that woman.

Looking at the pair walking one after the other, Madam Xie slowly withdrew her hand, turned around and sat back in the inner room, her face ice-cold.

This was the first time she hadn’t greeted her son at the main hall or the door when he returned from an outing.

Under the palace lanterns’ illumination, the gold thread embroidery on Qi Yue’s pink cross-collar robe shimmered, and when Madam Xie’s gaze unconsciously swept over it, she always felt a surge of stuffiness in her chest, so she was somewhat absent-minded when listening to her son speak.

“…Didn’t expect him to bring his wife over, so I had someone invite…” Chang Yuncheng stumbled here and couldn’t help but glance at Qi Yue beside him.

What was this woman’s name again?

Qi Yue didn’t look at him, keeping her head down appearing very respectful, though sharp-eyed people could still see her occasionally yawn.

“…Originally planned to return after dinner, but having not seen each other for so long, we talked and talked until it got late,” Chang Yuncheng simply stopped mentioning names, since everyone knew who he was talking about anyway.

“You should have sent word. In the middle of the night, it frightened the whole family,” Madam Xie said indifferently.

“Yes, Mother. Your daughter-in-law was wrong,” Qi Yue bowed slightly and said accommodatingly. “At that time, your daughter-in-law happened to be out. When I returned and entered the house, I met someone the Prince had sent to invite me. They said it was quite urgent, so I didn’t dare delay and hurried over.”

This was also the truth. All the trouble was caused by this Chang Yuncheng anyway. I did nothing wrong, so you mother and son can explain among yourselves.

The room was briefly silent.

Neither mother nor son were fools, so they naturally understood her meaning…

This lowly servant was vulgarly disgusting, before and even more so now. Madam Xie lightly clenched the hand resting on her knee.

“It’s getting late. Go back and rest early,” Madam Xie said.

“I’ve worried Mother. Mother should also rest early,” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said, while bowing.

Madam Xie looked at her son and smiled.

“Go quickly,” she said with a smile.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng turn around, and Qi Yue, who had been treated as invisible, naturally turned around too.

Here, Nanny Su personally saw them out and watched them walk away before turning back.

“After leaving the door, the Prince didn’t say a word and didn’t even glance at her,” she said quietly while helping Madam Xie remove her hairpins and ornaments. “Madam, it seems he really was just called to accompany Young Master Guo’s wife. You see, just now the Prince couldn’t even be bothered to call her name, let alone look at her.”

Madam Xie also recalled the scene just now. Her son had a straightforward nature – he liked what he liked and didn’t like what he didn’t like, never hiding it. His behavior just now indeed treated this woman no better than a stranger. Her expression finally improved slightly as she let down her hair and reclined against the pillow.

“Can’t blame him either,” she said slowly. “That woman is after all his wife in name. With this title, some things really require her presence whether we like it or not.”

At this point, her expression darkened. “It’s beyond our Cheng-ge’er’s control whether he’s willing or not.”

These last few words came out through gritted teeth.

Nanny Su also sighed and gently massaged her legs and feet.

Qi Yue paid no attention to how the master and servant resented her here. She only felt physically and mentally exhausted today but still somewhat excited, so after leaving Rongan Courtyard, she walked back with a cheerful expression all the way. As for that Prince, he walked fast and she walked not slowly either – two different directions, well water not interfering with river water.

Completing a large-area external wound suturing surgery without anesthetics – although she didn’t yet know the outcome, just daring to proceed was something unthinkable even in modern times, except perhaps during the harsh wartime. If she could tell others about it when she returned, probably no one would believe her. Sigh, who knew when she could go back…

“…Young Mistress, why didn’t you say a word to the Prince before leaving?” A’Ru interrupted Qi Yue’s wandering thoughts from the side. “Apologize…”

“That kind of person, I don’t expect him to apologize at all,” Qi Yue shook her head.

A’Ru didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“Young Mistress, you should apologize,” she quickened her steps to catch up and said quietly.

“Me?” Qi Yue looked at her. “What did I do wrong? Is saving lives and healing the wounded wrong?”

“You are the Young Mistress. You cannot leave the house casually, let alone do this,” A’Ru said with a bitter smile.

Qi Yue shook her head at her and stopped walking.

“What kind of logic is that? He tricked me into going, and with such despicable methods too,” she said.

A’Ru didn’t know what to say either. Thinking about it, it was indeed true.

“It’s still this servant’s fault. I shouldn’t have let you treat Yuan Bao’s wound that time. Otherwise, there wouldn’t be so much trouble,” she sighed and said self-reproachfully with a sob.

“Heavens, what are you thinking?” Qi Yue stared at her. “Are you saying you’d rather your own brother died?”

A’Ru smiled miserably.

“We servants are all cheap lives. If we died, we’d just be dead,” she murmured, tears sliding down.

Qi Yue looked at her speechlessly. What kind of logic was this?

“A’Ru, I am not the Young Mistress,” she said after a brief silence.

After A’Ru was stunned, she naturally understood what she meant. She was immediately frightened out of her wits and raised her hand to cover Qi Yue’s mouth.

“You are the Young Mistress, you are the Young Mistress,” A’Ru bit her lower lip and said with tears in her eyes.

Qi Yue was amused by her and pulled down A’Ru’s hand.

“What I mean is, A’Ru, I know you have many rules – women shouldn’t show their faces in public, people of noble status shouldn’t associate with those of lower status, distinctions between high and low should be clear, respecting mothers-in-law and husbands, and so on. I know, I know all of this. But I might not be able to do it,” she said with a smile, continuing to walk forward while looking at the bright starry sky. “When choosing between rules and status versus saving lives and healing the wounded, I could never choose the former. When facing emergency situations, all I consider is how to save people best and fastest, not thinking about status, rules, face, or anything like that. Perhaps this is caused by differences in living habits and environment, or perhaps I don’t want to become someone who isn’t me.”

And besides, maybe this was just a dream anyway.

A’Ru seemed to understand but not quite.

“But if you act like this, you won’t be well-liked. If you’re not well-liked…” she said quietly.

“To be well-liked, should I change myself?” Qi Yue asked thoughtfully and sighed.

A’Ru really couldn’t understand or answer such questions.

“Are you truly a doctor?” she hesitated for a moment before asking this question for the first time.

“Yes,” Qi Yue also answered this question directly for the first time, smiling and nodding at her.

“But isn’t being the Young Mistress good?” A’Ru suddenly said.

This time it was Qi Yue who was stunned, not understanding her words.

“You’ll be the Marchioness in the future. How many women wish they could live like this for a lifetime,” A’Ru said with her head down. “Not angering the Madam and the Prince, making them both happy – wouldn’t that be quite good too?”

“I see,” Qi Yue had never thought about this and couldn’t help but frown thoughtfully. “Eating well, dressing well, and having people serve you…”

“Exactly,” A’Ru nodded and looked at her. “You’ll be the Marchioness in the future.”

She emphasized the words “Marchioness.”

Qi Yue raised her hand to scratch her itchy forehead and laughed.

“I don’t know either,” she said with a frown. “Actually, I don’t know. This would be quite good too.”

She couldn’t help but rub her face with her hands.

A’Ru was somewhat confused by her expression. Very good – why didn’t her expression look good at all?

“But I still want to go back,” Qi Yue lowered her hands and looked at the night sky. Although there wasn’t such a bright night sky there, such fresh air that could be breathed deeply, groups of servants, or rooms full of gold, silver, treasures, and jewelry that were blindingly bright, there was endless work, increasingly high mortgages, increasingly unstable and short-lived love and marriage. But that place was familiar to her, with her relatives, friends, and career. Only with those could she be as free as a fish in water.

If all of this could truly never be possessed again…

Being Qi Yueniang, living the life Qi Yueniang should live…

Would she still be herself then?

If I’m no longer me…

A’Hao looked at her, sensing this woman’s instant sadness, loneliness, and fear…

“When A’Ru first came here, I was also very afraid,” she said quietly. “I didn’t know anyone, and the food, clothing, things to use, and way of speaking were all things I had never seen before…”

Qi Yue looked at this girl, and after her surprise, a smile and gratitude appeared.

“How old were you then?” she asked.

“Me? I was ten years old then,” A’Ru answered with some reminiscence. “Mother was ill, my younger brother was still small, the family’s land was mortgaged for debt, and there was no way to make a living. If the whole family stayed together, we’d just wait to starve to death. So Father sold me – that way both the family and I could find a way to survive. Later, following the human trafficker, we happened to encounter the Marquis’s residence needing people, so I was lucky to be chosen…”

“So young… What did you do when you first came in? Did they beat you? Did they let you sleep at night? Or was it like Vanka, doing endless work…”

“When I first came in, I did cleaning work, then had the opportunity to learn the rules… Of course I’d get beaten if I didn’t do things well – beaten on the hands, made to kneel… They still let me sleep, just occasionally went hungry… Um, who is Vanka?”

The master and servant talked quietly as they walked. With the night spreading around them, the sadness, loneliness, and fear gradually dissipated until they walked near Qiutong Courtyard.

Qiutong Courtyard was brightly lit.

“…Where did the Young Mistress go? Is it their place as servants to inquire? The Young Mistress can do whatever she wants – is it their place to point and judge?” A’Hao was scolding a submissive servant girl with raised eyebrows. “If anyone else inquires randomly, give her a big slap…”

“Right, write down all their names and throw them out tomorrow,” Que Zhi chimed in from the side, while helping support A’Hao. “Sister has been standing for quite a while, go lie down…”

Just as they were talking, servant girls outside started clamoring that the Young Mistress had returned. When they heard she had returned together with the Prince, all the servant girls and women in the courtyard felt like they were dreaming. Originally anxious and uncertain about what fate awaited them tomorrow, suddenly everything had reversed so dramatically. Not only had she returned, but most importantly, with the Prince!

Since the Prince’s return, the couple hadn’t even seen each other’s faces. Everyone in the residence had been gossiping that the Prince was going to divorce the Young Mistress…

Now, without a word, she had quietly gone out as the Prince’s companion. Let’s see who dares to gossip now!

Qi Yue was thus received with joy like stars surrounding the moon. Even after the courtyard gate closed, laughter could still be heard from inside. Only then did two servant girls who had been standing in the tree shadows by the roadside turn around.

“Good, have all the people at the side door come back. Go quickly and tell Third Young Master that everything is fine,” one of them said.

The other servant girl nodded and ran off like flying.

Because Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng had agreed on their story before entering, everyone in the courtyard knew the Young Mistress had gone out with the Prince to meet guests. Only A’Hao, when going to bed at night, had the opportunity to hear the truth from A’Ru.

“Oh my goodness, this is too… coincidental,” A’Hao could only repeat this phrase to express her feelings.

“You absolutely mustn’t tell anyone,” A’Ru hurriedly pulled her down to lie and instructed.

“I’m not an idiot,” A’Hao nodded quickly, propping her head on her hand on the pillow. “At that time, when the Young Mistress and Prince met, what were their expressions?”

As she spoke, she covered her mouth and giggled.

A’Ru couldn’t help but purse her lips and smile too.

“I was scared to death at the time. How could I see what expressions the Young Mistress and Prince had?” she said. “But the Prince seemed scared too…”

“Of course! Anyone would be scared,” A’Hao giggled, her eyes sparkling. “Is the Prince still the same as before? Has he become much more handsome? When he saw what the Young Mistress was doing, was he very surprised? Did he start liking the Young Mistress more and more as he watched? When I watched the Young Mistress doing those things, I felt it was particularly, particularly beautiful…”

Blood and flesh everywhere – how was that beautiful! A’Ru was amused by her and raised her hand to pat her head, knocking A’Hao down onto the pillow.

“Go to sleep quickly,” she said, blowing out the lamp.

“Then tomorrow, the Young Mistress will go out with the Prince again, right?” A’Hao said quietly in the darkness, her voice full of joy. “This way, the Prince will like the Young Mistress more and more…”

Right… A’Ru hummed in agreement, then nodded vigorously, though no one could see in the dark night.

It must be so. The Young Mistress was such a good person, the Prince would definitely like her, as long as they could spend more time together.

Chapter 45: Borrowing Power
Although she went to bed late last night, Qi Yue still woke up on time in the morning. When she was having breakfast and saw the stewardesses coming in, Qi Yue was somewhat surprised.

“Oh my, why are there more people today?” she said quietly to A’Ru while wiping her mouth and laughing.

Through the soft silk curtains, she could see that there were many more women standing in the room than in previous days. They weren’t gathered together whispering and laughing quietly before Qi Yue came out as they had in the past, but were respectfully standing with hands lowered, waiting.

Que Zhi walked in from outside, and the stewardesses all smiled and greeted her. This was treatment Que Zhi had never received before. Before entering Qi Yue’s courtyard, these stewardesses wouldn’t even look at her properly. After entering Qi Yue’s courtyard, they only finally deigned to give her a proper look, and that was all.

Today they actually took the initiative to smile and greet her, which immediately made Que Zhi beam with joy. She instinctively wanted to bow and say a few pleasing words following their lead, but suddenly remembered her current status and thought of those past scenes…

You finally have your day too!

Que Zhi raised her head a bit higher, imitating the manner of these stewardesses from the past, gave an indifferent “mm,” and leisurely lifted the curtain to enter Qi Yue’s room without saying another word, leaving the stewardesses behind her pursing their lips in annoyance.

Seeing Que Zhi like this, A’Ru shook her head while Qi Yue laughed.

“Young Mistress, Young Mistress, your going out yesterday was so wonderful!” Que Zhi immediately dropped her pretentious aloofness upon entering, taking three steps in two as she rushed over cheerfully, lowering her voice excitedly. “It was too good!”

“How was it good? Didn’t you say it scared you all to death?” Qi Yue laughed.

“At first it did scare us to death, but who knew you actually went out with the Prince…” Que Zhi’s eyes were smiling so much they almost disappeared, shaking her head while glancing at the outer room. “Now let’s see how they can keep saying the Prince doesn’t favor you, Young Mistress…”

This wasn’t really their false talk either – this Prince really did seem to not favor her much…

Qi Yue smiled without speaking. However, it seemed this Prince was quite useful. Just by entering the door together with him, her status had immediately risen another big step. What if she and he lived together?

What was she thinking! Qi Yue quickly shook her head, dismissing this disgusting thought.

“I’m going out again today,” Qi Yue stood up and said to Que Zhi. “There are some things later that you’ll handle for me.”

“Go ahead, go ahead! Young Mistress, you and the Prince have a good time. This servant will definitely handle the household matters properly…” Que Zhi said with a smile.

Qi Yue smiled and patted her shoulder with her fan.

“How strange,” she said, looking at Que Zhi with raised eyebrows.

“What’s wrong with this servant?” Que Zhi felt somewhat uneasy under her gaze and asked anxiously. Although she had some selfish thoughts, she had really been working wholeheartedly these days.

“A smart, beautiful, and capable girl like you – how come no one wanted to use you before, leaving you for me to benefit from?” Qi Yue laughed.

No master had ever spoken to a servant like this before. If it were another girl, like Lan’er or the other second-class maids, hearing such words they would either be stunned not knowing how to respond, or think Qi Yue was speaking sarcastically. But Que Zhi immediately beamed with smiles.

“That’s because they were blind,” she said with a toss of her head, making her jade water-drop earrings trace beautiful arcs.

A’Ru was stunned, then turned away, really not wanting to say another word.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Right, exactly,” she laughed. “They were blind.”

The laughter here naturally reached the ears of the stewardesses outside, making their expressions even more colorful. Only Nanny Su remained as calm as always.

A’Ru and Que Zhi lifted the curtain, and Qi Yue walked out with a smile.

The stewardesses all smiled and greeted her.

“Young Mistress looks so well today,” one woman even personally stepped forward to support Qi Yue, saying flatteringly.

Qi Yue recognized this woman, surnamed Tang, ranked fourth in her husband’s family, called Sister Tangsi. She managed the flowers, plants, and trees in the inner courtyard, belonging to the property and gardening supervisor at the very end of the logistics department.

“Then I must thank Sister Tangsi,” Qi Yue smiled, placing her hand on the woman’s. “The flowers and plants in the courtyard have been even better these past few days, and the flowers the little girls bring daily are all very good. Opening my eyes first thing in the morning to see freshly bloomed tender flowers naturally puts me in a very good mood.”

“Oh my lady…” Miss Tangsi felt itchy all over from these words, not knowing how to smile, just repeatedly saying this was what this old servant should do.

“Should do is should do, but there’s doing well and doing poorly even for things that should be done,” Qi Yue sat down while holding her hand.

Que Zhi personally served tea and then stood beside Qi Yue.

A’Ru, who had been about to come over, stopped when she saw this.

Hearing her words, all the stewardesses present looked up at her in surprise.

“Young Mistress, what I need to do today is also simple. Since the Mid-Autumn Festival is approaching, for good luck, this month’s wages will be distributed early, so I plan to distribute wages today…” Nanny Su seemed not to have heard Qi Yue’s words and began her daily routine reporting with a smile.

“Young Mistress, our storeroom needs to dispose of some damaged tables and chairs and get out the tables and chairs to be used for the Mid-Autumn Festival…”

“Young Mistress, the three sacrificial animals and some fresh fruits we procured for the kitchen all arrived today…”

Once Nanny Su started speaking, the other stewardesses also began talking.

Qi Yue didn’t speak further, drinking tea while listening to them finish. Only after the last stewardess closed her mouth did she slowly put down her teacup.

“The Mid-Autumn Festival is coming soon,” she smiled. “How fast.”

Half the women in the room smiled and agreed “yes, yes,” while the other half stood like wooden posts. But this was much better than yesterday’s cold reception.

“The wages, let’s wait a bit,” Qi Yue looked at Nanny Su with a smile.

Nanny Su was stunned.

“Young Mistress, this is… established practice. If we wait, I’m afraid everyone will feel… especially with the festival coming up…”

“It’s fine, tomorrow at the latest,” Qi Yue smiled.

Nanny Su’s expression wasn’t good.

“Whatever Young Mistress says goes,” she said, then said no more.

The atmosphere became somewhat cold, and the stewardesses couldn’t help but lower their heads and exchange glances.

“I have to go out with the Prince again today,” Qi Yue stood up. “I’ve heard quite a bit about what you all need to do daily these past days. Today, Que Zhi, you’ll go look on my behalf to see how well they’re doing. For those doing well… like Sister Tangsi here…”

She smiled at Miss Tangsi as she spoke, and Miss Tangsi hurriedly bowed with a smile.

“Wages will be distributed as usual, plus an extra bonus,” Qi Yue said. “As for those doing poorly…”

She paused here, looking at everyone with a half-smile.

“Then I’m sorry, but we must have clear rewards and punishments, right?” she said.

This was too heavy a responsibility. Que Zhi hadn’t expected to be doing this and hesitated.

Before she could speak, a stewardess spoke up.

“This has never been done before…” the woman smiled. “We don’t know how to judge doing well or poorly… We’re all slow-witted…”

“Haven’t we?” Qi Yue smiled and beckoned to a little girl standing in the corner. “Xiao Die.”

Only then did everyone notice there was a little girl standing there holding a brush and a notebook.

“Young Mistress,” she came over and curtsied.

“She’s been recording what you say you need to do daily and how well you do it. Que Zhi, you take this and go look. This is all what the ladies said themselves, so no one can say you don’t understand and are judging blindly,” Qi Yue smiled.

What? The stewardesses’ faces showed great alarm as they all looked at the little girl.

She had actually recorded what they said! No wonder every time they reported, the Young Mistress looked absent-minded. They thought she was just going through the motions and didn’t take it to heart, but it turns out she hadn’t forgotten – she had it all written down on paper.

What was this? The things they said – they themselves didn’t even remember what they’d said. Those things were just said casually to get by…

Everyone looked somewhat panicked and couldn’t help but look at Nanny Su. After her initial shock, Nanny Su had already regained her composure.

“This makes it easy then. I don’t understand this either and was afraid I wouldn’t do well. Since we have this, that’s good. I’ll just look according to what the ladies said,” Que Zhi immediately breathed a sigh of relief and happily took the notebook from the little girl’s hands. Though the writing was crooked, it was indeed writing. “Oh my, you can actually write! I really didn’t expect it.”

After looking for a while, she recognized that this girl was one she had chosen herself – a house-born servant whose father had originally been an accountant but had long since been relieved of his duties due to illness. Her mother had also died early. This girl was also weak and sickly, and father and daughter just hung around the residence in name only, barely scraping by. That day when choosing little girls, she naturally wasn’t selected smoothly either. The ones pushed forward were all stupid or clumsy. Anyway, the Young Mistress had said she just needed someone with hands and feet who could run errands and speak, so she casually picked this little girl. She hadn’t expected her to be so useful.

Que Zhi immediately felt honored.

“You come with me today and read these to me,” she said immediately.

The little girl didn’t answer directly but glanced at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded, looking amazed. Children in ancient times really matured early. Such a small girl – look at her awareness, actually knowing to wait for the direct supervisor’s permission before acting.

“Being literate is good. Que Zhi, when you’re free, you should learn from Xiao Die too,” she smiled.

This was permission.

“This servant isn’t that clever – I’m a blockhead and can’t learn…” Que Zhi smiled.

“This servant doesn’t dare. If there’s anything, please just give orders, Sister,” Xiao Die finally said.

Hearing this, the stewardesses knew the matter was irreversible. They had seen all kinds of situations, and after the initial panic, they calmed down, though their faces no longer hid their displeasure.

Fine, actually trying to catch their mistakes – not weighing how much they themselves were worth. Let’s try it then, and let you know what it means to kick an iron plate.

After Qi Yue finished saying this, she didn’t wait for the stewardesses to speak or look at their expressions.

“Disperse then,” she said, getting up and heading outside first. “I should go too.”

Nanny Su and the others stopped and bowed their heads in salute, following her out only after she had gone first.

A’Ru had already packed everything and was waiting under the eaves. Seeing her come out, she followed. Just as they reached the courtyard, two girls walked in.

These two girls looked very unfamiliar to Qi Yue and A’Ru, but the stewardesses’ expressions froze, especially Nanny Su’s.

“Young Mistress, the Prince sent us to ask if you’re ready to go?” one of the girls wearing a jacket and skirt curtsied and said.

As she said this, she couldn’t hide her surprise on her face, as if she couldn’t believe she was delivering this message.

Qi Yue pursed her lips in a smile and suddenly turned around, looking at the stewardesses.

The stewardesses were surprised that girls from the Prince’s courtyard had come over, and seeing Qi Yue’s smile, they couldn’t help but shiver in broad daylight.

“By the way, Nanny Su, the wages can wait until tomorrow, but there’s one thing that must be done today,” she smiled while calling out to Xiao Die.

Xiao Die stepped forward.

“The list of people who never come to report that I had you compile – have you finished it?” Qi Yue asked.

Xiao Die nodded, flipped a few pages in the notebook in her hands, and held it out.

“Give it to Nanny Su,” Qi Yue said without taking it.

Nanny Su watched Xiao Die walking over with an ominous feeling in her heart.

“These people are ones who haven’t come even once since I said everyone should come report daily, or who have only come two or three times. I think not coming to report naturally means having nothing to report…” Qi Yue smiled.

“That’s not true. Some couldn’t get away because they were busy…” Nanny Su couldn’t help but interrupt, already guessing what Qi Yue was going to do.

Qi Yue stopped talking and just looked at her. The smile that usually appeared on her face slowly disappeared.

Under her gaze, Nanny Su’s voice grew smaller and she slowly lowered her head.

“Busy?” Qi Yue finally spoke, laughing coldly. “Are others all idle then? The same stewardesses – others can complete their work and come to meetings, but only these few are so busy they can’t spare half a day? Busy? Or do they simply can’t handle this work? Others can do it, but they can’t? If that’s the case, then let’s have others do it!”

Seeing Qi Yue show a cold face for the first time in so many days, all the stewardesses’ hearts skipped a beat. So this was what she was waiting for – waiting to make an example by killing the chicken to warn the monkeys.

But would these chickens obediently stick out their necks to be killed?

Everyone kept their heads down with changing expressions, but no one spoke up.

“What? Nanny Su, still don’t understand what I’m saying?” Qi Yue asked.

“Young Mistress, these stewardesses are all veteran employees of many years. Isn’t this too hasty…” Nanny Su hesitated and said with a smile.

Qi Yue, who had been about to turn around, stopped again.

“Too hasty?” she looked at Nanny Su. “Fine, let’s take our time talking today.”

Then she looked at the two girls from the Prince’s courtyard who had long been stunned.

“You two tell the Prince that I have household matters to handle today and can’t get away, so I won’t be going,” she said.

At these words, everyone in the courtyard changed color.

“Young Mistress?” the girl was even more speechless.

This was a threat?

Nanny Su and the other stewardesses all looked at Qi Yue in shock. She actually… dared?

When the Prince invites you, that’s giving you face, and you actually…

“Go on,” Qi Yue said, not looking at anyone’s expressions, turning to walk back into the house.

The two girls looked at each other, and seeing that Qi Yue really didn’t seem to be joking, had to grit their teeth and turn to leave.

“Young Mistress, this cannot be delayed,” Nanny Su finally spoke up, hurriedly calling back the two girls.
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As soon as Nanny Su spoke, the tense atmosphere relaxed.

The two maids also breathed a sigh of relief, still glancing at Nanny Su with some reproach—why didn’t you say so earlier? Look at what time it is now! They truly didn’t know how they would explain this to the Lord when they returned. This was simply too absurd!

“Shaofei, you should go quickly. This old servant understands the matter and will handle it immediately,” Nanny Su said.

Qi Yue also breathed a sigh of relief. She knew that deep down, she was more anxious than anyone to get out…

Fortunately, this Lord was quite reliable.

“If Nanny Su finds this difficult…” she said slowly.

Oh my, you’re taking advantage while acting modest…

“Not difficult at all. With Young Madam’s words, what could be difficult?” Nanny Su said.

Only then did Qi Yue smile.

“Then I’ll trouble Nanny Su. When handling matters, naturally there must be clear rewards and punishments. Otherwise, if doing well or poorly yields the same result, who would bother to do well? Punish those who should be punished, reward those who should be rewarded. You all just do as I’ve said. It’s fine—this is something I’ve ordered you to do. If there are any complaints, let them come to me. This has nothing to do with you or any of you,” she said with a smile, scanning each of the stewardesses one by one, directing her final words to Que Zhi.

Que Zhi understood and couldn’t help but puff out her chest even more. She felt even more energetic about today’s assignment, even looking forward to seeing the reactions of those arrogant stewardesses when word spread later.

It would definitely be spectacular! She could hardly wait to see the expressions on those people’s faces!

“Then let’s go quickly. We shouldn’t keep the Lord waiting,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

You still know the Lord is waiting…

The two maids grumbled internally but didn’t dare show it on their faces. Seeing those stewardesses standing with their hands lowered and bodies upright, they hurried to follow Qi Yue.

“Everyone can disperse now,” Que Zhi said to the stewardesses still standing in place, with a somewhat haughty air. “Go back and prepare yourselves. I’ll be coming around in a while.”

This dead girl who bullies others using her master’s power… The stewardesses looked at Que Zhi with undisguised contempt.

Que Zhi seemed not to notice and continued holding her head high with some pride.

“I know what you aunts are thinking…” she said with a smile.

This remark angered the stewardesses, who glared at her even more. Listen to that—after just a few days, she’s stopped calling them “mama” and now directly addresses them as “aunts.” In a few more days, would she be calling them “sisters”? And then eventually addressing them by name directly? This dead girl was becoming too arrogant!

“It’s just that everyone shouldn’t blame me. I don’t want to be like this either. Working under someone, I have no choice but to act this way,” Que Zhi said with even more triumphant laughter.

“Miss Que Zhi is right. Just working under someone—that’s all. Everyone disperse now. Just do whatever you’re supposed to do,” Nanny Su said, taking the lead to walk out first. The stewardesses hurriedly followed her out.

“Nanny Su, those few people—are we really going to deal with them as Young Madam said?”

“Nanny Su, if Young Madam investigates like this, should we just accept the punishment…”

Nanny Su just walked quickly with a stern expression, not answering a single word.

“Nanny Su, why did you agree just now? We should have reasoned with her properly… We shouldn’t have let her leave…” one woman said with some reproach.

Nanny Su suddenly stopped.

“Are you deaf? Didn’t you hear that Young Madam wants to go out with the Lord?” she scolded with a stern face.

That stewardess was startled. She had always prided herself on having a close relationship with Nanny Su, but now being publicly reprimanded made her face flush red.

“She… she’s just putting on airs. I don’t believe she would really dare to speak to the Lord about this. Watch—the Lord won’t slap her face for it,” the woman said through gritted teeth.

Nanny Su looked at her coldly.

“Well said. Then from now on, we’ll count on you to stand up for all of us,” she said.

With that, she ignored the women and quickened her pace.

Long after Nanny Su had walked far away, she could still seem to hear the chattering discussions of the women behind her. She supported herself against a tree and stopped, letting out a heavy sigh.

“This woman cannot be allowed to remain…” she murmured.

Chang Yuncheng, whom everyone feared, had actually left long ago and had no idea that he had been used as a weapon once. When Qi Yue got down from the carriage, he had already been standing in Qianjin Hall for quite a while and was very impatient.

“Going out requires such grand airs,” he said coldly, looking at Qi Yue as she walked through the door.

Because she had made those people suffer setbacks, Qi Yue was in excellent spirits. Additionally, being excited about riding in an ancient carriage for the first time, her face bore a natural smile.

This smile came directly toward Chang Yuncheng, causing him to freeze momentarily.

This woman hadn’t left much of an impression on him at the time. Old Marchioness didn’t like him, and he never tried to like people who didn’t like him. Therefore, he rarely visited Old Marchioness, and even when he did, he would just stand for a moment before leaving. He was too lazy to even talk to his own brothers and sisters, let alone this person picked up from outside like a stray cat or dog. His strongest impression of this person was what the servants mentioned—that she was a beauty…

A beauty—Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was never short of beauties. After seeing many, beauties were just like that, still just two eyes, one nose, and one mouth.

Later, this beauty became his wife. However, he went into mourning without even lifting her wedding veil, and before the mourning period ended, he left for military campaigns. He had almost forgotten he even had a wife…

This beauty—looking at her now, she really was a beauty. At least her smile was very attractive…

But the next moment, the beauty’s smiling face instantly disappeared. Her little nose even snorted, and she turned her head to look elsewhere.

“Lord,” the maid following behind her hurriedly bowed and said, looking anxious and uneasy.

Chang Yuncheng wouldn’t have any interaction with a maid. He ignored her completely and walked away.

The injured person had already awakened—specifically, he had awakened at dawn, awakened by pain.

“Is there really no other way to relieve pain?” Qi Yue asked Liu Pucheng for advice.

“Pain isn’t necessarily a bad thing. When it’s time to hurt, one must hurt. Forcibly stopping pain isn’t necessarily good for the injury,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile. “Madam seems particularly concerned about pain relief. What injury or illness doesn’t involve pain?”

Qi Yue smiled awkwardly, not knowing what to say.

“I’m used to it,” she said vaguely.

“Used to it?” Liu Pucheng asked curiously again. “Could it be that Madam is very accustomed to using pain relief methods?”

Qi Yue let out a couple of laughs.

“Let me check on the patient first,” she said hurriedly.

“You… you are…” The injured person on the other side was very surprised by this woman who suddenly appeared. When he heard her speak, his surprise turned to amazement. “You’re the physician who treated my injury yesterday?”

Today Qi Yue wasn’t wearing a mask, hat, or the white cloth overcoat. With her hair arranged in a simple style and wearing a light white gauze jacket over a light purple gauze skirt, she clearly looked like a young lady from a wealthy family who would only appear in the finest teahouses, wine shops, elegant rooms, or private chambers. No one would expect her to walk directly into this main hall, moving casually and speaking naturally. Only when she spoke did the injured person recognize her voice.

Qi Yue stood far away and smiled at him, then gestured to A’Ru for the mask, overcoat, and gloves before putting them on.

“I’ll examine the situation in a moment. It would be better to move him to a private room. All personnel coming and going must pay attention to disinfection,” Qi Yue said.

“Disinfection?” Liu Pucheng asked, puzzled.

“Oh, that means using rice wine, salt water, and such to eliminate bacteria,” Qi Yue explained.

“Bacteria?” Liu Pucheng was even more puzzled.

Bacteriology and microbiology…

“That is… the things that cause festering and rotting wounds,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“So you’re saying that doing what Madam does can prevent festering and rotting?” he asked urgently.

“At least it’s better than not doing it,” Qi Yue said with a sigh.

Liu Pucheng nodded thoughtfully.

Only then did Qi Yue approach to examine the injured person.

“Stethoscope,” she said, then turned to ask, “How did he sleep?”

This question was directed at Liu Pucheng.

“Night sweats, restlessness, fever, wound pain,” Liu Pucheng replied.

“How is his urination? What color is his urine?” Qi Yue asked again, reaching out to take the stethoscope A’Ru handed her while lifting the thin sheet covering the injured person’s body, revealing his muscular chest wrapped in layers of bandages. His lower body wore only short underwear.

The injured person was startled and instinctively reached to grab the blanket.

“You… you…” His face flushed red as he stammered.

Asking about urination? How could a woman ask about such things? She… she wouldn’t want to look at it too, would she?!

“Not bad,” Liu Pucheng also felt somewhat uncomfortable but still answered seriously. Then he was attracted by the stethoscope in Qi Yue’s hands.

“What is this used for, Madam?” he asked.

Qi Yue listened all around the injured person’s chest.

“This is a stethoscope,” she answered. “It can measure heart pressure, listen to heart rate, and diagnose inflammation as well as pleural effusion…”

As she spoke, she straightened up and removed the stethoscope to examine it. This stethoscope was somewhat old. In Yanjing, she hadn’t used it often, only picking it up again after coming to Daqing Mountain due to the lack of equipment.

In Yanjing, even diagnosing and treating a simple cold relied on medical testing equipment. Everyone would immediately say “let’s draw some blood and run some tests.” Who would still use a stethoscope?

“My former mentor called these the three treasures in a doctor’s hands, and everyone laughed, saying with so much equipment available, how could these few items be considered treasures,” Qi Yue said, picking up the thermometer and blood pressure monitor and sighing as she murmured, “Only today do I truly understand…”

She said this while bending down and patting the arm of the injured person, who had been completely dumbfounded by their conversation.

“Come on, young man, let’s test your temperature and measure your blood pressure.”

The injured person stiffened when her warm little hand patted him.

“Hey, young lady, you’ve seen and touched all of me already…” he said.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” A’Ru couldn’t listen anymore and scolded in a low voice, while quietly glancing at Chang Yuncheng standing nearby.

Chang Yuncheng’s complexion was somewhat dark, making it impossible to read his emotions.

Qi Yue quickly finished her examination, her expression relaxed. The first day’s condition was good. If this could be maintained for three days, he would pass this critical stage.

“Not bad, young man has a strong constitution,” she said with a smile. “In two days I’ll be able to change your dressing…”

Speaking of changing dressings, her expression froze as she turned to look at the medicine box.

The used medicine bottles in the box had all been put away. What remained were only surgical instruments and a few packages of reusable gloves. The iodine tablets, alcohol tablets, and wound dressing packages had all disappeared. This medicine box would no longer need to be brought out in the future.

“Madam?” Liu Pucheng called out in surprise, noticing Qi Yue’s unusual behavior.

Qi Yue came back to her senses and smiled at him.

“…I’ll come every day to check on the wound’s progress…” she continued her unfinished sentence while turning around. She took out the last antibiotic, examining it again and again, as if she wanted to memorize it completely in her eyes and heart. Her intense staring made everyone around her feel strange.

However, since this lady appeared, which of her actions hadn’t been strange…

“…Goodbye…” Qi Yue muttered to herself, unable to help bringing the medicine bottle close to her lips and kissing it.

“Madam’s meaning is that using needles to suture such large wounds and ultimately achieving complete healing is because of this medicine?” Liu Pucheng asked.

At this point, he had invited Qi Yue to sit briefly in a small room nearby. Since he had mentioned in advance that they would be discussing some medical matters, the noble Chang Yuncheng hadn’t received an invitation, but A’Ru had followed them in and stood quietly behind Qi Yue.

“Most deaths from such wounds are caused by excessive blood loss and infection, and this medicine is called an antibiotic—it can solve infection problems,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng’s expression grew serious as he stood up and retrieved a box from a small compartment nearby.

Qi Yue looked at him curiously, not knowing what he intended to do. Then Liu Pucheng placed the box on the table and opened it.

Inside were several needles of varying sizes and some strange thread.

“This is…” Qi Yue stood up in surprise, looking at Liu Pucheng. “So you know suturing techniques too?”
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These were threads made from mulberry bark, with curved needles, straight needles, and hooked needles specially crafted…

Liu Pucheng reached out to pick up a needle, his expression showing a kind of restrained melancholy.

“My master once taught me this technique. He himself had performed such procedures, but many injured patients died from festering wounds, rotting flesh, or high fever with convulsions and unconsciousness. Because of this, my master was chased and beaten by people, and the pharmacy was smashed multiple times. Finally, master sealed away the needles and thread, believing this method was not a good medical practice, that it violated natural law and medical principles and was impractical. He instructed me never to treat people this way again,” he said slowly, looking up at Qi Yue with barely contained excitement in his eyes. “That day when this old man returned and saw chaos in the hall, I was initially minded to scold, but then I saw Madam implementing this technique. This old man was greatly shocked, and then looking at that young man’s wound, it was healing so well.”

At this point, he became so excited he could barely speak coherently.

“Madam, please accept this old man’s bow. If my master were still alive, I don’t know how overjoyed he would be,” he said, indeed bowing deeply and solemnly.

“Physician Liu, you mustn’t,” Qi Yue hurriedly stood up to support him.

Qi Yue was also a physician. When an illness one had always considered incurable suddenly had a cure, she deeply understood that kind of excitement.

“This is all due to the contributions of our predecessors,” she said with shame.

This was the accumulated heritage of generations of physicians that allowed her to learn these techniques today. It had nothing to do with her, Qi Yue. If anyone should be thanked, it should be her thanking these predecessors.

“Now it’s wonderful. With this medicine, it’s a blessing for all people under heaven,” Liu Pucheng said with an excited expression.

Qi Yue’s expression froze.

This medicine…

“It’s gone…” she said with a bitter smile.

Liu Pucheng was stunned, obviously not understanding.

“Madam, what do you mean?” he asked. “Of course, this old man is not asking Madam for this medicine, just happy that suturing techniques can finally be performed again.”

Qi Yue sighed and slowly closed the medicine box in front of her.

“Physician Liu, this suturing technique should still not be used lightly,” she said with a bitter smile. “Even I myself will never perform it again in the future.”

Liu Pucheng was greatly alarmed.

“Madam, what do you mean?” he asked. “Is it still because of the anesthetic?”

“Anesthetic is one issue, but most importantly, I have no more of this antibiotic medicine,” Qi Yue said.

No more—what did that mean?

“After that last one just now, there will never be a second one in this world,” Qi Yue said, looking at him.

This statement shocked both Liu Pucheng and A’Ru.

Liu Pucheng thought of Qi Yue’s expression when she mentioned the anesthetic earlier, while A’Ru thought of the medicine her brother and A’Hao had used…

It was actually so precious? Heaven, if there would never be another in this world, wouldn’t it be a priceless treasure!

A priceless treasure!

Heaven, Young Madam had actually given such things to servants like them!

A’Ru couldn’t help but cover her mouth with her hand, tears welling up in her eyes.

“Doesn’t Madam have the formula?” Liu Pucheng asked in great alarm.

“The formula?” Qi Yue couldn’t help but pinch her temples with a bitter smile.

If she had known this day would come, she would have definitely applied to intern at a pharmaceutical factory for three years instead of coming to Daqing Mountain.

“This was also something my grandmother obtained from a mysterious person, and I don’t know the formula,” Qi Yue said, having to again attribute it to that deceased old woman.

Liu Pucheng’s expression immediately became dejected. He actually sat down in the chair with a thud, his whole person in a daze.

“Physician Liu, Physician Liu,” Qi Yue was frightened and hurried forward to check on him. “Are you alright?”

“Gone, gone,” Liu Pucheng muttered to himself, his gaze scattered. Suddenly he pounded the table in great grief, “Gone… gone…”

Hope had appeared, then vanished…

Was there anything more heartbreaking than this in the world?

This elder actually began crying aloud like a child, pounding the table and stomping his feet, as if in mourning.

Qi Yue watched in bewilderment and hurried forward to comfort him. A’Ru, seeing Physician Liu crying like this and thinking that those medicines had basically been used up because of matters related to her, couldn’t help but kneel down and cry too.

Qi Yue tried to comfort one side then the other, feeling somewhat between tears and laughter.

The crying here attracted attention from outside. The door slid open with a swish, and Chang Yuncheng stepped in.

“What’s all this crying about? The person isn’t even dead yet—what are you all wailing about! Really inauspicious!” he said coldly and sternly, his face full of impatience.

Behind him, the apprentices and others who had been poking their heads in hurriedly shrank back and fell silent.

Physician Liu and A’Ru were startled by this shout and indeed didn’t dare make another sound.

Qi Yue glared at him.

What kind of temper was this person…

Chang Yuncheng swept his gaze over the two people. Looking quite satisfied with the intimidating effect of his words, he turned and left.

“Physician Liu, don’t be sad. These medicines will definitely be available again someday. When that time comes, we can perform any suturing surgery we want—opening the abdomen, opening the skull, anything will be possible. There will definitely be such medicines,” Qi Yue said gently.

Liu Pucheng’s wrinkled face was streaked with tears as he looked up at her.

“Yes, since that master could create them,” he murmured, his originally confused and helpless eyes suddenly brightening, “most importantly, that master proved that this technique can work.”

“Exactly, that’s right. Since someone could create them, then sooner or later, someone will be able to create them again,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Yes, create them, someone can create them, can create them,” Liu Pucheng murmured, standing up agilely, pushing past Qi Yue and rushing out.

Until Qi Yue took her leave, Liu Pucheng still hadn’t emerged from the pharmacy.

“Is Physician Liu alright?” Qi Yue asked his eldest disciple with some concern.

The Western medicines of later generations had too great an impact on this old man…

“Madam, please rest assured. The junior disciples have already checked—Master is reading books,” the eldest disciple said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ll come again tomorrow. Use your customary diagnostic treatments and medicines. I don’t understand much about this, but generally those that supplement vital energy and dispel evil toxins,” she instructed the eldest disciple. “Also pay attention to his temperature and urination situation.”

A’Ru couldn’t help but tug at Qi Yue, signaling her not to say that word again.

“Which word?” Qi Yue turned to ask her, not understanding.

A’Ru felt so embarrassed she wanted to find a crack in the ground to crawl into, and the eldest disciple wasn’t much better off.

“This disciple understands, this disciple understands. Madam, please rest assured,” he said hurriedly.

Qi Yue and A’Ru got into the carriage. Having personally seen the injured person recovering well, a huge weight lifted from Qi Yue’s heart. Her mood was much better than when they came, and she couldn’t help but lift the carriage curtain to look at the street scenes along the way, her eyes full of curiosity.

“Hey, hey, that… whoever?” she couldn’t help but call out to Chang Yuncheng walking ahead.

A’Ru hurriedly pulled down her hand.

“Don’t shout like that. You should call him Lord,” she said in a low voice, her fair face pale with fright, then asked, “What does Young Madam need? Just give orders to this servant…”

Chang Yuncheng had already turned around and was looking over expressionlessly.

“Lord,” Qi Yue forced a smile at him.

Chang Yuncheng continued looking at her expressionlessly.

What kind of attitude was this kid showing? Never mind that “I” am your wife—if you don’t like this wife, so be it. But I at least saved your friend’s life. Not to mention thanking me, but would giving me a decent expression kill you?

Qi Yue had already accumulated a belly full of anger toward him, and now even the forced smile disappeared from her face.

“Driver, not coachman, drive the carriage—I want to go shopping,” she said directly to the coachman, ignoring Chang Yuncheng.

She had originally instinctively wanted to say “let me borrow your family’s carriage,” but then remembered that she didn’t need to borrow anything—Qi Yueniang was the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and if she wanted to use a carriage, she could use it as she pleased.

A’Ru hurriedly tugged at her sleeve.

“Go to the liveliest place you have here so I can take a look…” Qi Yue continued giving orders to the coachman.

A trace of disdain or an “as expected” smile appeared on Chang Yuncheng’s face.

“Don’t push your luck,” he said, reining in his horse slightly as the carriage approached, speaking coldly.

“What do you mean ‘push my luck’?” Qi Yue frowned.

“You know what you’re doing,” Chang Yuncheng said indifferently, spurring his horse forward.

Know my head, Qi Yue thought disdainfully, about to urge the coachman to drive when A’Ru gripped her arm tightly.

“Young Madam, if you want to go out and have fun, this servant and the others will accompany you another day. The Lord still has business to attend to,” she said pleadingly.

“I never said I wanted him to accompany me…” Qi Yue said.

But A’Ru’s face clearly read “that’s exactly what you meant”…

“Fine, fine, another day then,” Qi Yue surrendered, then laughed again, pointing at Chang Yuncheng’s back ahead. “Hey, that guy doesn’t think I wanted him to accompany me shopping, does he?”

“Lord,” A’Ru pulled down her hand and said helplessly, tacitly agreeing.

Qi Yue laughed.

“How conceited,” she said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look back, seeing the two of them crowded at the carriage window talking and laughing quietly. He snorted and turned back around.

The “husband and wife” entered the house one after the other, then immediately went their separate ways.

“So it’s settled—we’ll go out and explore together when the time comes,” Qi Yue said to A’Ru as they walked and talked with smiles. “What fun and interesting things do you have here?”

Just as they stepped through the second gate, a little maid jumped out.

“Young Madam, A’Hao and Sister Jiu Zhi sent me to tell Young Madam that those stewardesses are all kneeling at the gate of Qiu Tong’s courtyard,” she said frantically.

Qi Yue and A’Ru were both stunned, recognizing this maid as one from their own courtyard.

Trouble had started?

“Is it because of what I said this morning that trouble started?” Qi Yue asked.

The little maid nodded like a chicken pecking at rice.

“Sister A’Hao told me to tell Young Madam that one of the old women is a dowry servant brought from Madam’s maiden family…” she said in a low voice.

A’Ru’s face changed.

This girl Jiu Zhi was really serious! She really dared to act! At least she should have started with the least troublesome ones first—how could she go straight for the difficult ones?

“Young Madam, this is trouble stirred up by that girl Jiu Zhi,” she said hurriedly.

Qi Yue raised her hand to stop her words.

“That’s not right to say. Jiu Zhi is acting according to my instructions. Since I said so, whatever the consequences, I’ll naturally bear them myself,” she said, neither hurried nor annoyed, slowly lifting her foot to continue forward.

“Young Madam, it’s better not to confront these people face to face. Let this servant go take a look first,” A’Ru said hurriedly as she followed. “Young Madam doesn’t know—these people will sacrifice any dignity, especially now when they’re probably determined to cause Young Madam trouble.”

Qi Yue nodded as she walked, then suddenly stopped.

A’Ru thought she had come to her senses and was about to lead the little maid ahead first.

“Wait, we’re not going back,” Qi Yue called out to stop her, her face full of smiles as she winked at her. “I’ve thought of a good place…”

Chapter 48: Making Trouble
The crying from within Qiu Tong’s courtyard could be heard from far away.

“There’s no way to live anymore…”

“Even if we die, we must die with understanding…”

Mixed with various complaints, attracting countless onlookers.

“You didn’t see Que Zhi’s behavior…”

“Now she’ll get what’s coming to her…”

“Exactly, treating a chicken feather like an imperial decree…”

“Oh my, Qin’er, you’ve become capable! Those words sound so refined—your service grinding ink in Third Young Master’s study wasn’t wasted…”

A group of little maids gathered on the road, talking, laughing, and craning their necks to look.

“All idle, are we?”

Someone behind them said indifferently.

The little maids hurriedly turned around to look, then scattered in fright.

It was Nanny Jin. Looking at this commotion, A’Jin didn’t like those scattered maids and said in a low voice to Concubine Zhou beside her, unable to hide some anxiety on her face, “Young Madam was too hasty this time…”

Concubine Zhou slowly fanned herself, a faint smile playing at her lips.

“Then let’s see if she can weather this crisis,” she said.

A’Jin’s face showed a flash of anxiety.

“Young Madam is still young after all. How can she maintain control? Concubine…” she couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

Concubine Zhou glanced at her, and A’Jin’s words gradually grew smaller until she fell silent.

“A’Jin,” Concubine Zhou lifted her foot to walk slowly, “are you thinking in your heart that I’m truly heartless and cruel, watching Young Madam suffer while refusing to help, truly disappointing Old Madam’s former affection for me…”

A’Jin’s face went pale. Regardless of being outside, she dropped to her knees with a thud.

“This slave doesn’t dare. This slave just thought that since Concubine is alone, having one more person to help…” she said tearfully.

“So,” Concubine Zhou didn’t tell her to rise, saying leisurely, “I need to see if she has the ability to help me. If she can, naturally I can too. If she can’t, what method do I have?”

A’Jin kowtowed.

“This slave is confused, this slave is confused,” she said repeatedly.

Only when her forehead was bruised from kowtowing did Concubine Zhou tap her shoulder with her fan.

“Get up. What are you doing?” she said with a smile.

Only then did A’Jin dare to rise. She didn’t dare say another word all the way until they reached Third Young Master’s courtyard.

Just as Concubine Zhou was about to enter, a maid rushed out headlong and collided with her.

Concubine Zhou raised her hand and slapped her.

The maid covered her face and knelt to kowtow.

Only then did Concubine Zhou see clearly that this person was actually Cai Juan, a second-class maid close to Third Young Master.

“What are you doing? Why so clumsy?” she scolded with raised eyebrows. “Are all the people around Third Young Master like this?”

Cai Juan kowtowed repeatedly to apologize.

“Concubine, I sent her on an errand and urged her too hastily,” Chang Yunqi said with a smile as he emerged from the room upon hearing the commotion, glancing at Cai Juan kowtowing on the ground. “Go quickly.”

Cai Juan rose to leave but was called back by Concubine Zhou.

“Don’t play dumb with me. It’s because you’re too good-natured that you’ve spoiled the people below you into having no proper behavior,” she said, shaking her head. “Tell me, what errand were you going on?”

Cai Juan indeed looked flustered.

While they were talking, another maid came crashing in from outside.

“Third Young Master, I saw Young Madam go to the Lord’s courtyard…” she said hurriedly. Before finishing her words, she stared wide-eyed with mouth agape, frozen in place.

Concubine Zhou looked at her, her usually serene and gentle face suddenly turning iron-blue.

“Drag her out and beat her to death,” she pointed at the maid and shouted sternly.

The maid was so frightened her soul left her body, and she collapsed on the ground.

“You shut your mouth,” Concubine Zhou pointed at Third Young Master who was about to speak and shouted, her willow-shaped eyebrows standing on end as she looked at A’Jin. “Are you waiting for me to do it myself?”

A’Jin came to her senses and immediately called the maids.

“Concubine…” The maid had just opened her mouth to say one sentence when A’Jin stuffed a handkerchief in her mouth. Other maids held her down firmly and dragged her out.

“Kneel here for me. Without my word, you’re not allowed to get up,” Concubine Zhou looked at Cai Juan nearby and commanded coldly.

Cai Juan had already knelt when that maid spoke. Now she dared not say another word, kowtowing in response and kneeling properly with her head bowed.

“Concubine,” Chang Yunqi couldn’t help but call out, “What are you doing!”

“What am I doing? You understand. What you’re doing—is your heart clear about it?” Concubine Zhou turned to shout at him.

“I haven’t done anything,” Chang Yunqi shook his head.

Concubine Zhou gave a cold laugh, stepped forward, and slapped him.

“You think I don’t know what you’re thinking…” she said hatefully. Before finishing her words, she was interrupted.

“Oh my, what’s happening here?” Nanny Su’s voice rang out from outside.

Concubine Zhou immediately restrained her expression and returned to her usual appearance.

“Everything’s fine. Concubine Zhou, why are you fighting with Third Young Master?” Nanny Su said indifferently from outside. As the first stewardess among Marchioness’s dowry servants, she didn’t need to be very polite to these concubines.

“We had a few words, and I couldn’t control myself for a moment, offending Third Young Master…” Concubine Zhou said, her eyes slightly red as she spoke, taking out a handkerchief to wipe her eyes, as if she had countless grievances she couldn’t express.

She was a concubine, half a mistress, but in front of the young master, she still had half the identity of a servant, even though this young master was born from her.

“It’s nothing, Nanny Su,” Chang Yunqi said. The slap mark on his face was very obvious, showing that Concubine Zhou had struck hard.

“Really, what has this household become,” Nanny Su shook her head and snorted. “Concubines hitting young masters, stewardesses crying injustice—what’s it been, just a few days, and it’s beyond description…”

She shouted to a maid beside her.

“Go quickly and see if Young Madam has returned.”

The maid was about to leave when Concubine Zhou suddenly remembered the vague sentence she had heard earlier. Seeing that the maid who had spoken was already dragged away, she looked at Chang Yunqi, thinking his inquired information wouldn’t be false, and stepped forward.

“Is Nanny Su looking for Young Madam?” she said. “I saw her when I came over—Young Madam is in the Lord’s courtyard.”

“What?” Nanny Su turned around.

A trace of an elusive smile appeared on Concubine Zhou’s face, looking with satisfaction at Nanny Su’s instantly shocked and somewhat uneasy expression.

“Yes, I don’t know what she went to do. They just returned together. Perhaps there were still some unfinished words,” she said gently.

At this moment, Qi Yue was already standing with A’Ru in front of a courtyard.

“This is the Lord’s courtyard?” Qi Yue asked, fanning herself.

This was a spacious courtyard with five main rooms and six side rooms.

“Yes,” A’Ru answered. Even though they had agreed beforehand, actually coming here and thinking about what Qi Yue was about to do still filled her with anxiety. A voice in her heart kept urging her to quickly grab Young Madam’s hand and take her back—she absolutely couldn’t make such trouble…

Maids and older women who had received the news poured out from the courtyard and stood fully on both sides. Most of these people were seeing this Young Madam for the first time. Combined with the news they had just heard, they all looked with curiosity and surprise, secretly sizing up Qi Yue. The first impression was—what a beauty.

It was said that when Old Madam arranged the marriage, after the Marquis saw Young Madam dressed up, he only said “this appearance is sufficient” and never again mentioned background, status, character, or virtue.

“Beauty makes everything good” had always been the principle the Marquis followed.

For someone like the Marquis who had seen countless beauties, what kind of beauty could earn such praise from him? Today they finally saw her—truly living up to her reputation.

“It’s Young Madam,” a maid wearing a jacket and skirt said with a smile. “How does Young Madam have leisure to come over today? If there are any orders, just send someone to say so. Why come personally?”

This maid was about sixteen or seventeen years old, not particularly ugly, but among the cloud of beauties in Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, she couldn’t be considered very beautiful either. A beauty mark at the corner of her mouth added some charm.

Perhaps because Qi Yue was standing on a lower step, from her angle, these maids coming out of the door all seemed to look down at her condescendingly. Their speaking attitude and demeanor also appeared casual, without the slightest reverence.

“You mean I can’t come over if I have nothing to do?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, stepping up to the same level where everyone could look at each other equally, feeling much better.

Unexpectedly, her first words were so sharp. The maid was stunned.

“This slave doesn’t dare,” she said with a hurried smile.

Qi Yue looked at her and couldn’t see where on her face it said she “didn’t dare.”

The Marquis’s mansion had good rules in this regard—you could distinguish people’s ranks just from their clothing.

“Are you the head maid around the Lord?” Qi Yue asked.

“Yes, this slave is Qiu Xiang,” the maid smiled in reply, still standing steadily at the doorway like a door god, with no intention of making way.

Qi Yue burst out laughing, causing the maid to look confused.

“Not bad, not bad, good name,” Qi Yue said, fanning herself, then looked up at the door plaque. “Why is there no name?”

Looking up at the empty space above the door that, unlike other courtyards, had no hanging plaque, she asked casually.

“This place was just finished. Madam said to leave it for the Lord to choose a name himself,” Qiu Xiang said with a smile, also looking up.

They had already exchanged several sentences, yet both sides were still standing at the doorway without moving an inch.

A’Ru sighed inwardly—Young Madam’s status still hadn’t improved much…

“I’ve thought of a name. The Lord is a military general, so let’s call it Pengcheng Courtyard—’a bright future ahead’—good symbolism,” Qi Yue thought for a moment and said with a smile. “What do you all think?”

A’Ru didn’t know how to respond and just mumbled vaguely, while the maids from the Lord’s courtyard all smiled without speaking. Some didn’t even smile, their faces showing undisguised impatience.

“Did you remember? Have someone write it and hang it up later. It’s not good to have people living here without a name,” Qi Yue said with a smile, lifting her foot to walk inside. “Is the Lord in?”

What… did she mean?

She wanted to name the Lord’s courtyard?

Maid Qiu Xiang looked at everyone in amazement, and others looked at her in amazement too, then they all laughed.

Really, overestimating herself and being presumptuous.

Qi Yue didn’t care about their reactions at all. She forcibly lifted her foot to pass through them and stepped toward the threshold.

“Young Madam, what are you trying to do?” Qiu Xiang came to her senses and asked hurriedly, taking a few quick steps and blocking the way without any hesitation.

“Going in to take a look,” Qi Yue said, fanning herself.

“The Lord isn’t in. He went to Madam’s place,” Qiu Xiang had no intention of moving aside and said with a smile.

Ah, that’s perfect.

Qi Yue thought to herself, her demeanor becoming even more relaxed and casual.

“Oh, it’s fine. I’m just looking around casually,” she said with a smile, continuing to step forward.

Qiu Xiang blocked her path.

“Young Madam, this isn’t a place where just anyone can casually come to look around,” she said with a half-smile.

What behavior! Indeed, what master, what servant—look at that condescending gaze. Ugh, disgusting.

“Whose courtyard is this?” Qi Yue looked at her, stopped fanning, and suddenly asked.

“The Lord’s,” Qiu Xiang answered with a trace of haughty smile at her lips.

“Who am I?” Qi Yue asked.

“You’re Young Madam,” Qiu Xiang answered.

“Then, am I just ‘anyone’?” Qi Yue’s face lost its smile as she looked at her and asked word by word.

Qiu Xiang was stunned. From a rules standpoint, of course not, but from a habitual standpoint, it had always been…

“I’d like to see how I can’t enter my own courtyard!” Qi Yue said slowly, emphasizing the word “my.”

Chapter 49: Entering the Room
Qi Yue finally crossed the threshold of the Lord’s courtyard.

It was just a small threshold, yet crossing it had taken so much talk. Qi Yue couldn’t help but sigh inwardly—how utterly frustrating. Qi Yueniang, oh Qi Yueniang, your position really isn’t easy to navigate…

She fanned herself while walking and looking around, her eyes showing admiration. This courtyard was really well arranged—martial and grand yet not lacking in residential warmth.

“The Lord has been back for so long. First I was ill and couldn’t come out, then when I recovered I was busy with household affairs and had no leisure. Only today do I have time to see how well things are arranged and what might need to be added.”

Qi Yue said with a smile, her face returning to its calm and breezy expression, showing none of the sharpness from moments before.

Where do you need to worry about such things? The maids who heard this all thought simultaneously.

Qiu Xiang sneered even more coldly.

Regardless of what they thought, Qi Yue had already stepped up to the platform and headed straight for the main room.

This time Qiu Xiang didn’t block her. Instead, she rather hoped Qi Yue would stay longer—if you really have the guts, then wait until the Lord returns…

With this thought, she stopped the little maids from going to report to Madam.

Seeing that A’Ru had also gone in, Qiu Xiang finally entered herself.

Qi Yue had already made a circuit of the room, her eyes showing some surprise.

This was different from the descriptions of Jia Baoyu’s room in books. It didn’t look very luxurious, there wasn’t a hint of rouge or powder fragrance in the air—it was clean, generous, and quite comfortable.

She looked at the canopy bed in the bedroom. The hollow carved patterns were simple and beautiful, much more attractive than the bed in her own room. She couldn’t help but touch and examine it.

“Hey, A’Ru, what kind of wood is this?” she asked in a low voice.

“Rosewood,” A’Ru also answered quietly, tugging at Qi Yue, “Young Madam…”

“If this were brought back, it would be worth a fortune,” Qi Yue sighed, turning to look at A’Ru. “What’s wrong?”

A’Ru indicated with her eyes the four or five maids standing a few steps away, staring at them with undisguised mockery and disdain on their faces—the kind reserved for country bumpkins first entering the city.

Qi Yue coughed and straightened her posture, slowly pacing out to an ear room opposite. Here was arranged a daybed, with tables, chairs, and cabinets, paper and writing brushes laid out, and a pair of precious swords hanging on the wall.

“Not bad, not bad, arranged quite well,” Qi Yue nodded in appreciation, sitting on the daybed. The brocade mattress was soft and comfortable to the touch.

The Lord’s room looked unremarkable, but everything used was of the finest quality—truly the understated luxury favored by nobility.

“Young Madam, please have tea,” Qiu Xiang said with a smile.

Of course, this head maid wouldn’t personally serve tea to Young Madam. She just waved her hand, and a little maid came over carrying tea.

Qi Yue smiled at her.

“Thank you, Miss Qiu Xiang,” she said.

Qiu Xiang also smiled, accepting it naturally.

Qi Yue picked up the tea and drank, then began learning from scenes often seen in Dream of the Red Chamber and television shows, asking when the Lord slept and what books he read. Her questions made Qiu Xiang’s expression increasingly impatient, answering perfunctorily while occasionally glancing toward the door.

“A’Ru,” Qi Yue put down her teacup, seeming about to rise.

“Young Madam, please sit a while longer,” Qiu Xiang said hurriedly.

Don’t leave—the Lord hasn’t returned yet, and we haven’t seen the good show yet.

But Qi Yue just shifted position and sat differently, casually picking up a book from the small table on the daybed. Hearing her words, she looked at her with some puzzlement.

“Miss Qiu Xiang seems eager for me to leave?” she asked with a smile.

“This slave doesn’t dare,” Qiu Xiang said with a hurried smile, this time truly sincere.

Qi Yue smiled and ignored her, lowering her head to flip through the book in her hands.

“A’Ru, go have someone bring over bedding and grooming items first. We can arrange other things slowly,” she said seemingly casually.

Finally she said it! Finally heard it! A’Ru had been waiting for this sentence with her heart in her throat.

She stopped breathing for an instant.

As soon as these words were spoken, everyone in the room froze.

“Young Madam, what did you say?” Qiu Xiang asked in disbelief.

“I’m moving over to live here,” Qi Yue looked at her with puzzlement at her reaction. “What’s wrong?”

Qiu Xiang looked at her incredulously.

“You… you…” she stammered, unable to speak.

Qi Yue couldn’t be bothered with her and directly gave orders to the maids in the room.

“I’ve just recovered from illness and am busy organizing household affairs, so I won’t stay in that room anymore to avoid disturbing the Lord’s rest,” she said, pointing at the tabletop while looking through the open window at the courtyard, finally settling on a suitably positioned location. “Let’s clean out the third side room on the east.”

Has she gone mad? Qiu Xiang and the other maids stared at Qi Yue with only this thought in their minds.

“Young Madam, you must be joking?” Qiu Xiang asked stammering.

“Joking? What joke would I have with you, a maid?” Qi Yue snorted, returning her earlier half-smile expression.

This statement showed no face-saving at all…

Shame and anger flashed in Qiu Xiang’s eyes.

“Young Madam, then this slave will take it seriously,” she said, losing her smile and standing straight.

“Take it seriously—I’m not idle with nothing to do,” Qi Yue glanced at her dismissively, then continued speaking to A’Ru. “Don’t bother moving furniture back and forth. Get new things from the storeroom.”

A’Ru lowered her head in acknowledgment.

“Young Madam,” Qiu Xiang interrupted Qi Yue’s words, raising her voice.

Qi Yue stopped talking and looked at her.

“Young Madam, you cannot live here,” Qiu Xiang said coldly, looking at her.

Qi Yue put down the book in her hands.

“Why?” she asked with a smile.

“Because the Lord won’t let you live here,” Qiu Xiang said, raising her chin.

“Is that so?” Qi Yue wasn’t hurried or annoyed, just looking at her with a smile. “That can’t be right. How could that be?”

Qiu Xiang felt like her teeth might shatter from grinding.

The Lord simply doesn’t like you, looks down on you—what are you anyway? A beggar, an orphan. You should burn incense just to have a place to sleep in Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, yet you shamelessly dare to say you’re moving into the Lord’s courtyard. Really… shameless!

Don’t force me. If you keep forcing me, I’ll really say it out loud! But you’ve already lost all shame yourself!

“Because the Lord has given orders,” she squeezed these words through her teeth.

Qi Yue still smiled.

“How come he never told me?” she said with a smile.

Because the Lord doesn’t even want to see you, let alone speak to you—dream on! Qiu Xiang shouted inwardly.

“It’s fine. When he returns, I’ll ask him,” Qi Yue said nonchalantly, waving her hand.

Qiu Xiang was stunned. What did she say? Wait for the Lord to return and ask?

Looking again, Qi Yue had already lowered her head to read again… read? How many characters could she recognize? It was said that Old Madam had specially hired good teachers to teach her reading and writing, but according to people from Old Madam’s courtyard, she still couldn’t recognize many characters as big as ladles.

“Sister Qiu Xiang, what should we do?”

Qiu Xiang retreated from the room and was immediately surrounded by other maids and women. They had heard the conversation inside, and that A’Ru had really gone to fetch bedding.

“Is she really moving over?”

Everyone asked in succession.

Qiu Xiang felt like a stone was stuck in her chest, making it hard to breathe.

She turned to glance at the room, then thought of today’s incident that the whole courtyard knew about. She had been laughing and watching the excitement with the little maids earlier, never expecting this excitement would come to them so quickly.

Everyone said this Young Madam was someone who didn’t even dare cry loudly, more timid than a cat. But what they saw today—where was there any cat? This was clearly a tiger, a tiger descending the mountain, fierce and determined to succeed.

“We are all carefully selected by Madam for the Lord. With the Lord absent, we can’t even guard the door properly and let this person defile it. What face do we have to stay here?” Qiu Xiang twisted her handkerchief and said through gritted teeth, waving the handkerchief in her hand. “Block the door—absolutely don’t let them in!”

At this time in Rong’an Courtyard, Madam Xie handed a bowl of soup to Chang Yuncheng lying on the kang.

“Get up and try this,” she said with a smile, patting his raised leg. “What kind of posture is this? Be careful your father sees and scolds you for being unrefined again…”

“Refined? What use is being refined?” Chang Yuncheng propped his hand under his neck, looking completely unconcerned.

Madam Xie showed no displeasure, her eyes full of smiles.

“Enough, stop talking nonsense and get up to eat,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng sat up straight, cross-legged at the kang table.

“What I missed most outside was Mother’s egg drop soup,” he said with a smile, picking up the bowl and pouring it directly into his mouth without using a spoon.

“You child, it’s hot,” Madam Xie said in alarm, hurrying to stop him.

Chang Yuncheng had already drunk half the bowl, laughing heartily at Madam Xie.

“Outside we could eat anything hot or cold,” he said carelessly.

Madam Xie looked at him with reddening eyes.

“You suffered so much,” she said, stroking Chang Yuncheng’s sharp-featured face. “Your mother underground must be so heartbroken. It’s all because I’m useless…”

“Aunt,” Chang Yuncheng grasped her hand seriously. “If you speak like this again, you’ll be shortening my life.”

Madam Xie smiled then.

“Alright, eat quickly,” she said, patting Chang Yuncheng’s hand and sitting nearby to watch him finish in a few bites.

Mother and son chatted casually when they heard low murmuring voices of maids and women outside, chattering as if somewhat agitated.

“What’s going on?” Madam Xie said sternly through the window.

The noise outside stopped, and A’Luan quickly walked in, looking anxious and hesitant to speak.

“What is it?” Madam Xie asked.

Chang Yuncheng had finished eating and lay back down, completely ignoring the additional person in the room.

“Madam, at the Lord’s courtyard, Young Madam is somehow causing trouble,” A’Luan said in a low voice, glancing at the young man half-lying on the kang.

Chang Yuncheng’s just-relaxed body stiffened.

“What?” He sat up, frowning at A’Luan.

“What happened?” Madam Xie also frowned.

“It seems Qiu Xiang somehow offended Young Madam. Young Madam’s maids came over, and both sides are making trouble in the courtyard!” A’Luan said, her own face reddening.

From the maids’ descriptions, the scene there was quite lively. This was truly the rarest event since Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was established. Speaking of rare events, quite a few had occurred in just these few days, and each one involved this Young Madam.

“The world has truly turned upside down,” Madam Xie said, standing with an iron-blue face.

Chang Yuncheng was even faster.

“This stinking woman,” he said through gritted teeth, rolling off the kang and striding toward the door. “Mother, I’ll go take a look.”

Before his words finished, he had already disappeared, leaving only the swaying pearl curtain.

Madam Xie’s expression softened as she slowly sat back down.

“Madam, should this slave go take a look?” A’Luan asked hesitantly.

The Lord’s temper was violent—if he got angry, he was capable of anything.

“No need. She brought this shame on herself—she deserves it,” Madam Xie said with a faint smile, picking up the prayer beads nearby and slowly fingering them. “Later, when that woman is driven away by Cheng-ge, then you go. Take people and send her to the estate overnight.”

Chapter 50: Shameless
When Chang Yuncheng strode over quickly, he could see from afar that his courtyard was crowded with people, while more maids and women continued running over from all directions with excited faces.

Chang Yuncheng’s face turned livid.

“Move it! I’d like to see what you little hoof can do to me!” Jiu Zhi took the lead, holding a large bundle in her arms, stepping up to the platform and shouting at Qiu Xiang and others blocking the door.

Behind her were women carrying tables and maids holding boxes, all with subtle expressions.

“Try it! If you can step one foot into my courtyard, I… I…” Qiu Xiang was facing such a public confrontation for the first time. Compared to Jiu Zhi, who had never been properly looked at by anyone since childhood, she was far inferior in both cursing and acting shamelessly—embarrassed, angry, and anxious.

“Oh my, you dead hoof, is this your courtyard? What kind of green onion are you!” Jiu Zhi shrieked. “Really shameless!”

Qiu Xiang misspoke in her haste and also blushed. Seeing Jiu Zhi leading those women pushing through, she simply reached out to shove her.

“Anyway, this isn’t your courtyard. All of you get lost,” she shouted.

“Everyone be quick about it. Young Madam is still waiting to arrange the room. Young Madam and the Lord are tired from going out. We servants, since we’re honored by Young Madam’s regard, can’t just eat without working,” Jiu Zhi called out, waving her hand while using her shoulder to resist Qiu Xiang.

Some woman behind them echoed her call, and those carrying the table started pushing through with shouts.

Naturally, Qiu Xiang’s side wouldn’t stand for it. Five or six maids blocked together, and at the door began a tug-of-war of pushing, shoving, advancing, and retreating.

The onlooking maids and women all became excited, with the younger ones simply stamping their feet and clapping.

“Who do you think will win?” they chattered and laughed.

“What do you think?”

A male voice sounded behind them.

“I think Sister Qiu Xiang’s side,” a little maid answered casually, then turned to look and immediately went ice-cold all over, collapsing to the ground trembling. “Lord…”

This cry of “Lord” immediately terrified everyone around, and they all fell to their knees.

The fierce battle between Qiu Xiang and Jiu Zhi’s sides was in full swing. Everyone was so absorbed that none noticed the onlookers had all knelt down, leaving only one tall man with an iron-blue face standing out conspicuously.

Jiu Zhi’s hand grabbed Qiu Xiang’s hair, while Qiu Xiang’s hand clutched Jiu Zhi’s collar. The two were tearing at each other when they heard a male voice roar angrily. Before they could react and look, they felt their bodies lighten, then found themselves suspended in air, dizzy and in severe pain. When they came to their senses, they had been thrown to either side of the steps below.

Jiu Zhi was pressed against Qiu Xiang’s leg, while Qiu Xiang was pressed against Jiu Zhi’s arm.

“Lord,” Qiu Xiang was the first to see clearly who had come and immediately burst into tears.

Lord? Still dizzy and aching all over from the fall, Jiu Zhi immediately perked up, hurriedly smoothing her hair and standing up. Indeed, following Young Madam brought benefits—she had grown up in this household for sixteen years and this was her first time seeing the Lord’s face.

Unfortunately, by the time she looked over, the Lord hadn’t even left her a shadow.

Chang Yuncheng threw them aside, kicked away the remaining maids and women with several feet, and strode through the main gate amid a chorus of “ouch” sounds.

The courtyard showed no sign of that woman. Chang Yuncheng strode around the rockery, following the bluestone path straight into the room.

The sound of the door banging open startled the person sitting on the daybed reading.

“You’re back,” Qi Yue put down her book and looked up with a smile, greeting the man standing in the room looking left and right.

Before her words finished, Chang Yuncheng, having accurately located her, stepped forward in one stride. The next moment his hand grabbed Qi Yue’s collar, lifting the seated Qi Yue up with one hand.

“Now, immediately, get out,” he said word by word.

This stinking man really has such a temper! Qi Yue was suddenly grabbed by the collar by this big hand, and the tight collar of ancient clothing immediately made her somewhat breathless.

“Chang Yuncheng,” she reached out to grab his hand, blinking her large almond eyes at this husband so close to her. “Are you sure you want to treat me like this?”

No crying, no shouting, not even a change in expression, let alone any fear or terror in her eyes. It was as if she was still sitting properly while he was talking to her with a smile.

This woman…

“I’m sure,” Chang Yuncheng said with a cold smile through gritted teeth.

“Fine then,” Qi Yue patted his hand. “Let go. I’ll get out right now and never appear again to avoid polluting Your Lordship’s eyes.”

Saying this, she called loudly for A’Ru.

“Don’t pack anymore. We’re leaving right now. I suddenly feel unwell—probably my old illness acting up again. I’d better go back and recuperate. I won’t be able to go out for ten days to half a month,” she said, using force to pry open Chang Yuncheng’s hand.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, then immediately understood her meaning.

That injured person hadn’t fully recovered yet and still needed this woman to check on him. Today that old physician had even cried—who knows if it was from shame at being unable to treat the patient.

“You,” he looked at her through gritted teeth, somewhat amused, “are you threatening me?”

Someone actually dared to threaten him? And it was a woman at that?

In his moment of shock, his grip loosened. Qi Yue broke free and casually patted her clothes twice. Hearing his question, she looked up at him, pursed her lips in a smile, didn’t answer, and slowly picked up the small… fan nearby, swaying as she walked out.

This look up, this glance, this smile—utterly charming and captivating. However, falling on Chang Yuncheng’s eyes at this moment, there was no appreciation whatsoever, only pure provocation.

He reached out with his long arm, grabbed Qi Yue’s arm, and dragged her back before she had taken more than a few steps.

“Since you’re asking for a favor, you should have a better attitude,” Qi Yue said with a frown.

This boy practiced martial arts and had tremendous strength. Qi Yue felt her arm was clamped like an iron vise, pain spreading throughout her body.

“You also know that when asking for favors, one should have a good attitude,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a mocking smile playing at his lips.

“Yes, is my attitude not good? I haven’t run off and innocently injured someone’s arm,” Qi Yue looked up at him and said straightforwardly.

The two stared at each other like this, neither willing to look away first.

This man is too tall…

Qi Yue moved her neck and was the first to concede defeat.

Chang Yuncheng felt somewhat satisfied, but then became ashamed and annoyed at this satisfaction.

When had he, Chang Yuncheng, ever felt pleased about a woman giving in first? Simply… Chang Yuncheng’s face turned iron-blue as he roughly released Qi Yue’s arm.

“Relying on others’ power—if you’re really capable, get out of here,” he said with a cold laugh.

Qi Yue turned to look at him, seeing the mockery and derision on his face clearly and truly.

This Qi Yueniang first relied on Old Madam’s influence to stay in Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and now came to rely on his influence to gain a foothold. Speaking of it, she was quite contemptible.

Qi Yue smiled.

Only a fool wouldn’t use available influence.

Besides, even a dog doesn’t get summoned and dismissed at will. Even if she really wanted to leave, it would be because she wanted to leave, not because they wanted her to leave.

Ridiculous. Whether Qi Yueniang wanted to leave or not was none of Qi Yue’s concern. Anyway, she, Qi Yue, absolutely wouldn’t leave. No matter what, she would guard that roof beam and wait for the bus back home to arrive.

Mockery, derision, dignity, humiliation—what did any of that matter? Besides, who was disgusting whom and who was humiliating whom was still uncertain.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression grew even uglier seeing her demeanor. His eyes narrowed slightly as he stared at her intently.

“I heard… you died once?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue glanced at him sideways.

“Yes, Your Lordship even knows I died once?” she replied indifferently.

Chang Yuncheng snorted a laugh through his nose, slowly circling around her like a hunting dog sizing up prey.

“Making such a big commotion—isn’t it just so people would know?” he also replied indifferently.

“Yes, I’m very satisfied. So many people know now,” Qi Yue said with some impatience. “Alright, Lord, if there’s nothing else, go comfort your maids. As for me, I’m in a hurry to tidy up my room. Look what a mess this has become—really improper.”

Chang Yuncheng was so angry he laughed.

“You also know it’s improper,” he said.

Qi Yue ignored him, waved her fan at him, and walked out.

“A’Ru, Jiu Zhi, where did you disappear to? Are things packed?” She lifted the curtain and came out, standing under the eaves with raised eyebrows and shouting.

The maids including Qiu Xiang had already entered the courtyard and were still blocking the door, while Jiu Zhi and others didn’t dare make trouble anymore after the Lord arrived. Both sides remained quiet, communicating with glances, though the difference in momentum was clear.

Qiu Xiang and others looked at Jiu Zhi’s side with faces full of hatred and restored superiority and disdain, while Jiu Zhi and others lowered their heads with anxious expressions. Several women quietly retreated into the crowd.

No crying, no cursing—except for the initial bang when the door was kicked open, things weren’t developing as expected…

Everyone carefully peered inside and pricked up their ears to listen.

Qi Yue’s shout came out at this moment, and everyone froze without reacting.

What did she mean by this?

Seeing no one move, Qi Yue covered her mouth with her fan and coughed heavily.

Chang Yuncheng inside the room frowned so deeply his brows nearly knotted. His gaze turned toward the door. Through the soft silk curtains, he could see the woman’s graceful silhouette. From her figure, she appeared slender as if a weak willow supported by the wind. This was the beggar girl that the entire mansion didn’t even bother mentioning?

In his memory, that vague figure standing behind Old Marchioness, head lowered and shoulders hunched, seemed like she could die just from being looked at too much…

Looking at the woman before him now, where was there any trace of timidity or fear? Every movement, every word and smile—she was clearly a shameless person!

As he frowned, Qi Yue’s cough sounded again outside, heavier this time.

A cold smile appeared at Chang Yuncheng’s lips.

When Qi Yue coughed for the third time, the door curtain moved and Chang Yuncheng walked out.

Seeing the Lord emerge, tears flowed down Qiu Xiang’s face again.

“You,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice was somewhat stiff as he spoke, his gaze sweeping over the maids at the door, “help… Young Madam pack.”

Crash—that was the sound of tables and stools carried by the women outside falling to the ground.

“Lord,” Qiu Xiang cried out in disbelief.

Under the eaves, the man stood tall and elegant while the woman’s figure was graceful. In the afternoon sunlight, what a dazzling pair they made—too bright to look at directly.

Chapter 51: Honesty
It was said that on this day, many people in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion dropped and broke things, but these matters were of no concern to Qi Yue. She was watching A’Ru arrange the bedding while A’Hao, who could now move around, was not allowed to do any work and could only watch from the side.

“Don’t be too meticulous, we won’t be staying here for many days,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Hao turned around with a shocked expression on her face.

“Young Madam, is… is the Prince going to drive us away?” she asked stutteringly.

Qi Yue burst out laughing.

“Don’t worry, he won’t during this period,” she said with a smile. But after some time, who knew what would happen. “We need to weather this storm first, establish our authority properly, and then we can move back.”

“Ah, so we’ll still be driven out by the Prince?” A’Hao sighed with a frown.

“What do you mean driven out?” Qi Yue didn’t like hearing this, so she stood up and pointed around the room with her fan. “This is my home. I can live wherever I want. If I want to leave, I’ll leave. If I want to come, I’ll come. Who’s driving me out? On what grounds?”

“Then just stay here at the Prince’s place,” A’Hao said with a pout. “Otherwise, those old women will say again that you’re about to be divorced, and they’ll all be insufferably arrogant…”

She felt somewhat frightened thinking about those old women who had caused trouble in the courtyard today. However, when she heard A’Ru say that the Young Madam was moving to live at the Prince’s place, the expressions on those old women’s faces had been quite satisfying to see.

“I’ll see how I feel then,” Qi Yue didn’t want to discuss this topic deeply, nor did she want to explain to this little girl about the principles of knowing when to stop, advancing when the enemy retreats, and retreating when the enemy advances. She brushed it off with this vague response.

“Young Madam, which of these girls should stay close to serve you here? The Prince’s courtyard maid quarters can’t accommodate all of us,” A’Ru asked.

“You,” Qi Yue said. A’Ru understood her meaning and looked up at her with determination. Qi Yue had to swallow what she was about to say. “You and Jiu Zhi will stay. A’Hao, you go back to Qiu Tong Courtyard to live. The other girls will return to their servant quarters.”

A’Ru nodded with satisfaction.

“Young Madam, am I very useless?” A’Hao said from the side, with some self-reproach.

“No,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Everyone in this world is useful, just in different ways. Besides, it’s just not living here. Are you planning to slack off and not come to attend to my needs during the day?”

Only then did A’Hao smile with relief.

“But maybe Jiu Zhi shouldn’t stay here,” she said in a lowered voice, glancing outside. “Look, she’s been uneasy since entering, not even coming in to help. She just stands by the door looking toward the Prince’s room.”

“Oh, silly girl,” Qi Yue laughed heartily and reached out to pinch A’Hao’s nose as she leaned closer. “In this world, there are only willing parties involved, never cases where one-sided enthusiasm can accomplish anything. Some things can be prevented, others cannot. Don’t worry about this.”

After all this commotion, it was dark and time for dinner.

Qi Yue naturally no longer used her own small kitchen. Her meals were now served at the same time as the Marquis and his wife in the mansion.

“The Prince is dining with the Marquis and Madam,” the serving woman said to Qi Yue with some flattery.

Just as the maids from Qiu Tong Courtyard were successively moving bedding and grooming items over, Chang Yuncheng was called away by Madam Xie, certainly to be asked what this was all about. These matters didn’t concern Qi Yue; she believed Chang Yuncheng would give Madam Xie a satisfactory explanation.

After dinner, Qi Yue returned to her room, too lazy to look at the maid Qiu Xiang who was guarding the Prince’s door with a watchful yet resentful expression.

Qi Yue didn’t know when Chang Yuncheng returned. She read for a while before the traditional characters made her drowsy and she fell asleep. In her drowsy state, she was awakened by the girls’ argument in the courtyard.

“…Who told you to put things here…”

“I put them here, so what…”

These were the voices of Qiu Xiang and Jiu Zhi. Qi Yue frowned. A’Ru in the outer room rustled as she got up, but before she could open the door, they heard something crash and shatter in the courtyard.

“All of you get out!” Chang Yuncheng’s voice immediately exploded in the courtyard.

Suddenly, heaven and earth were completely silent.

Qi Yue turned over with satisfaction, hugged her pillow, and continued sleeping.

The next morning at breakfast, Qi Yue still didn’t see Chang Yuncheng.

“The Prince went out early in the morning,” Jiu Zhi reported busily, unable to hide some disappointment.

This was for the best, saving everyone from finding each other mutually disagreeable. Qi Yue nodded and glanced at Jiu Zhi, who had changed into new clothes.

Jiu Zhi had no mind to serve her meal, frequently smoothing her hair or looking outside through the door.

“Jiu Zhi,” Qi Yue felt it was necessary to remind this girl of a few things. Although her original intention was that A’Ru and A’Hao could live peacefully and steadily after she left, since she had dragged this girl into this, she couldn’t just watch coldly as she got into trouble without caring. So she put down her chopsticks and called out.

Only then did Jiu Zhi hurriedly look over, eagerly taking the tea from A’Ru’s hands to offer it.

“Young Madam, have you finished eating?” she said with a smile.

Qi Yue nodded while taking the tea from her hands.

“We’ve moved in, but we should still act as we did in our courtyard. Don’t go near the Prince without reason,” she said after sipping the tea.

Jiu Zhi’s expression became somewhat awkward.

“This servant, this servant just wants to do more for Young Madam,” she said with a forced smile.

A’Hao, who was clearing the dishes, snorted and gave Jiu Zhi a sideways glance. Really treating everyone like fools—her intentions were so obvious she might as well shout them out.

Qi Yue wasn’t displeased but nodded.

“I know, I understand,” she said with a smile, then stood up to sit in a chair nearby. “But there are some things I need to explain to you all. A’Hao, go call Lan’er and Liu’er in too. Everyone should listen.”

A’Hao was startled but quickly nodded, went out to call the other two second-class maids, then sent the junior maids out and closed the door before returning to stand properly.

All the first-class maids serving the Great Young Madam were now present. Not knowing what the Young Madam wanted to instruct, they all looked somewhat apprehensive.

“Let me ask first—why are you all following me?” Qi Yue put down her teacup and asked with a smile, looking at her team.

This question left everyone stunned.

“Naturally to serve Young Madam well,” Jiu Zhi was first to answer, sensing her earlier mistake and eager to make amends.

“Yes, that’s your duty as servants, but there’s another point—serving me well is also for your own sake,” Qi Yue said. “When the master does well, the subordinates can rise with the tide, eating well, dressing well, being envied by all and holding high positions. This is also why when word came that I needed people, no one was willing to come, yet you few who were bullied were sent over—because everyone understood that following me as master had no future.”

The word “following” sounded strange, but everyone understood the term “future.” Since the Young Madam came from that background, using some crude colloquialisms wasn’t surprising…

“Young Madam, you’re joking. If there’s no future following you, who else would have a future?” Jiu Zhi said with a flattering smile.

“Exactly. Since everyone is following me, you should have meat to eat and good days ahead,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “However, this is just the goal. Whether it can be achieved doesn’t depend on me alone.”

The people in the room all looked somewhat dazed. This was the first time they’d heard anyone speak like this, including the usually subdued Lan’er and Liu’er, who all showed surprised expressions looking at Qi Yue.

“Young Madam, we will naturally do our work wholeheartedly,” A’Hao, as the trusted confidant, was first to pledge loyalty.

The others also reacted, regardless of how loudly, they all followed suit. After all, disciplining servants was something every master in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion did regularly—only the Great Young Madam’s method of discipline was quite unique.

“You should naturally be wholehearted. This isn’t for me, but for yourselves,” Qi Yue nodded. “Now it seems we’ve won a battle, handling those disobedient old women efficiently, quickly, and unquestionably. This doesn’t mean we’re particularly capable or that our position in the mansion is secure. In fact, it’s precisely because our status was low and others looked down on us that we had this opportunity. So now, the situation is much worse. After this incident, no one will underestimate us again. Our circumstances are more difficult than before, which is why I thought of moving into the Prince’s place.”

At this point, all the maids, including A’Ru, looked at her with shock.

The Young Madam was telling them, mere servants, about these matters.

“That’s right, I’m telling you about our current situation. Only when we’re clear about it can we work together,” Qi Yue continued. “Jiu Zhi, what I want to tell you is that the Prince is very reluctant to let me move in now, but because he owes me a favor, he had to agree. Actually, he doesn’t particularly like me as his wife, so naturally he won’t like my servants either. Therefore, you must be very careful.”

Jiu Zhi’s face suddenly flushed red.

“Don’t think that just because the Prince doesn’t like me, he necessarily won’t like you,” Qi Yue thought for a moment and said.

Jiu Zhi fell to her knees with a thud.

“This servant doesn’t dare, doesn’t dare to have such thoughts,” she said, kowtowing and trembling.

Qi Yue smiled but didn’t tell her to get up, letting her kowtow three times before calling a stop.

“I’m not saying you have such thoughts. I’m just giving a reminder,” she continued. “You should know that since you’ve entered my courtyard, in others’ eyes you’re my people. We’re grasshoppers on the same rope. If they don’t dare directly deal with me, then you’ll be the first targets.”

She looked at A’Hao.

“A’Hao is an example.” A’Hao’s eyes reddened.

“This servant was stupid and foolish, bringing trouble upon herself and causing problems for Young Madam,” she also knelt down and said.

Qi Yue didn’t tell her to get up either, just nodded.

“I warned you repeatedly to be careful, yet you were still deceived by a few words. In your heart, you thought you were being kind to me, helping me, but actually, you nearly lost your life and caused me trouble. So when you act, don’t think that doing something ‘for my good’ gives you license to act recklessly,” she continued.

A’Hao knelt on the ground sobbing and kowtowing.

“This servant has learned,” she said through tears.

“I’m saying this not for any other reason, but to tell you not to become complacent. The current situation is truly very bad. Everyone must be careful, careful, and more careful. Since we have the fate to gather together, we must unite as one. Troubles in this world can’t be avoided. When troubles come, we can only face them head-on to get through. Once we work together and stand firm, the good days you want will come. When I tell you to do something, just do it with confidence. If something goes wrong, I’ll take responsibility. I have no other hobbies except protecting my own people. My people—no matter how bad they are, I can scold them, I can beat them, but others? Not even a little bit!” Qi Yue said with a smile as she stood up for her final summary. “So now, everyone remember—what is our goal?”

The maids all looked up at her seriously. Seeing the Young Madam grin, showing her fine white teeth.

“No cavities,” Qi Yue said.

The maids were stunned. This was… what was this…

“Just kidding,” Qi Yue laughed heartily, waving her small fan.

The previously somewhat heavy atmosphere instantly became relaxed.

Jiu Zhi was the first to laugh along, showing a somewhat helpless expression.

“Young Madam, you really are…” she didn’t know what to say, looking seriously at the Young Madam before her for the first time—this master she had seen as a stepping stone. “Really special…”

“Our goal is no cavities!” Qi Yue said with a restrained smile. “That way we can eat well, drink well, and sleep well.”

Chapter 52: Obsession
Scattered clinking sounds came from the dining room, and the Prince’s maids standing in the courtyard couldn’t help but look over.

“What’s all that about?” Qiu Xiang, standing at the Prince’s door, snorted and muttered, “All mysterious and sneaky…”

Mentioning ghosts made her involuntarily shudder.

The Young Madam was said to have died once before…

Originally she didn’t believe this, but now somehow she felt it might be true. Otherwise, how could she have bewitched the Prince into letting her enter the courtyard gate?

Only ghosts could accomplish such a thing, right?

When Qi Yue moved into the Prince’s courtyard, the few old women who had been kneeling and wailing in Qiu Tong Courtyard after being punished and dismissed didn’t have the courage to come here to cause trouble. Moreover, the Young Madam who everyone thought would be divorced had safely moved into the Prince’s courtyard. Though they weren’t sharing a room, it was enough to shock everyone.

If the Young Madam secured her position, she would become the future Marchioness. In this marquis mansion, she would hold absolute power. To offend her would mean…

Many people weighed this thought and abandoned their schemes, preparing to wait and see.

At this morning’s meeting, the stewardess wives gathering in the Prince’s courtyard were complete for the first time. Those who had been absent before no longer had the qualifications to enter from today onward.

Qi Yue efficiently promoted several old women to fill these vacancies—women she had already selected from reviewing the roster. She then announced punishments for those stewardess wives who hadn’t fulfilled their promised duties. These punishments were merely fines, much lighter than dismissal. The women who had been anxiously thinking they too would be made examples of breathed sighs of relief, and their faces couldn’t help but show some gratitude toward Qi Yue.

“Mid-Autumn Festival is approaching. Everyone has just discussed how to handle it and reviewed past precedents. There are guidelines to follow. Please put your hearts into it and organize everything perfectly. After the festival, we’ll give rewards,” Qi Yue said with a smile, ending today’s morning meeting.

The women below responded in a jumbled chorus of “yes.” Though their voices were still somewhat chaotic and not in unison, it was much better than before.

Nanny Su stood aside, watching all this with cold eyes.

After finishing household matters, Chang Yuncheng was still nowhere to be found. Qi Yue casually asked Qiu Xiang, who acted as if guarding against thieves, so Qi Yue stopped asking. A young madam going out wasn’t a big deal, with or without the Prince’s accompaniment.

“Is your master still in the study?” Qi Yue had just stepped into Qianjin Hall when she heard the eldest disciple rush over to say this, giving her a fright.

“What did Lady Qi say to my master? What’s wrong with the old man?” The eldest disciple was also very troubled.

Qi Yue sighed. She hadn’t really said anything, just that the medicine she brought had stimulated this old physician.

“I’ll go do rounds first,” she said, shaking her head while taking the clothes A’Ru handed her and putting them on.

“Rounds?” The eldest disciple was confused by this term, watching Qi Yue walk inside.

Hu San came bouncing over.

“Master, you’re here!” he called out joyfully, eagerly reaching for the medicine box in A’Ru’s hands. “Miss A’Ru, let me, let me.”

A’Ru kept her head down, ignoring him and refusing to give him the medicine box.

“Don’t call me master,” Qi Yue glared at him. “You have a master.”

Hu San smiled sheepishly.

“It’s my master who told me to call you master,” he said.

Qi Yue was dizzy from this circle of “masters” and simply ignored him. The injured man had already been moved into a separate room in Qianjin Hall. According to Qi Yue’s requirements, people entering and leaving were strictly controlled, had to wear special clothes, and the room was fumigated with alcohol daily.

“Lady Qi has come.”

She had just reached the door when she heard a man’s voice loudly calling from inside.

“Good, sounds full of energy. Seems like a good recovery,” Qi Yue said with a smile, pushing open the door to look at the young man lying on the bed.

“Lady Qi has come.” The dark-faced man keeping watch stood up happily when he saw her, bowing and repeating what he said every time they met: “Thank you, Lady, for saving my life.”

“It’s what I should do,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

She meant that doctors should save lives and heal the wounded, while the dark-faced man understood it as servants of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion naturally obeying the Prince’s orders. Both smiled and passed over this topic.

The injured man propped himself up trying to get up, looking at Qi Yue with a smile.

“Don’t move, lie down properly. If the wound tears open, you’ll suffer again,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Here, A’Ru skillfully opened the medicine box and took out a stethoscope to hand to her.

“I won’t suffer. With Lady’s miraculous medical skills here, I won’t suffer at all,” the injured man said with a smile.

This young man was talkative and cheerful, with a good personality. Qi Yue smiled and asked how he slept last night, what he ate, how many times his wound hurt, while using the stethoscope, blood pressure cuff, and thermometer to examine him one by one.

“The IV can be stopped,” she turned to tell Hu San.

Hu San was happily bringing over the IV supplies. Yesterday when Qi Yue left, she had taught him to remove the needle. For Hu San, this wasn’t as impressive as inserting needles, so today he was hoping to learn more. Hearing this, he had to give up.

“The rest I’ll leave entirely to you senior and junior disciples for treatment. Listen to them about what medicine to take,” Qi Yue said.

“Ah? How can that be? Lady, why aren’t you treating me anymore?” the injured man immediately called out.

This form of address made Qi Yue feel extremely awkward, giving her goosebumps.

“Right, Master, you should continue treating him,” Hu San also said hurriedly.

I can’t continue treating him. None of the medicines I know how to use are available here, Qi Yue thought with a bitter smile.

“Actually, I’m not very good at treating illnesses. I only know how to suture wounds and such,” she said with a smile.

“Ah? Then how…?” Hu San asked with wide eyes.

Qi Yue shrugged and spread her hands.

“My grandmother never taught me that. I only know this. As for prescribing medicines and such, I understand none of it, so it’s still up to you,” she said vaguely without further explanation.

Hu San nodded.

“One skill can take you everywhere, Master. Knowing this is enough,” he said.

“Then Lady Qi, won’t you come anymore?” the injured man on the bed asked anxiously.

“I’ll come. In a few days, I still need to remove your stitches,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The injured man broke into a smile, showing white teeth.

“That’s good, that’s good. I thought I wouldn’t see Lady Qi anymore,” he said with relief.

A’Ru beside them coughed softly.

“Let me take this,” she suddenly stepped in front of Qi Yue, reaching for the stethoscope, perfectly blocking the injured man’s line of sight.

Qi Yue casually handed it to her.

“Hey, you…” The man lying on the bed couldn’t help but prop himself up and sway left and right.

“Didn’t you say you wanted to go see Dr. Liu?” A’Ru reminded in a low voice.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and smiled at the injured man and the dark-faced man.

“Well, rest well. I’ll go first,” she said, waving at them.

The injured man looked at those smiling eyes above the mask and couldn’t help but open his mouth to say something.

“Please go ahead, Lady Qi,” the dark-faced man said before he could speak, while using the pretense of standing up to reach out and pinch the injured man hard.

The injured man sucked in cold air, watching Qi Yue turn and step out the door.

“Lady Qi!” he still couldn’t help calling out loudly.

Qi Yue turned back to look at him, her eyes questioning.

“I… my name is Jiang Hai,” the injured man said.

Qi Yue smiled and waved at him, stepping out the door.

Jiang Hai watched that annoying maid close the door, cutting off his view. He sighed heavily and lay back down on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

“You brat, pay attention. This isn’t like your casual fooling around at the border,” the dark-faced man reached out to grab his ear and whispered sternly. “That’s someone from the Prince’s household.”

“What about being from the Prince’s household? Perfect—I’ll ask the Prince to give her to me,” Jiang Hai said carelessly.

“This lady has extraordinary, superhuman skills. How dare you ask the Prince? Besides, this lady is clearly dressed as a married woman. Give me some peace,” the dark-faced man glared and scolded.

He had forgotten about that. Jiang Hai’s expression froze as he remembered that although the lady looked young, she was indeed dressed as a married woman.

“This is truly a pity,” he sighed, looking completely dejected.

The dark-faced man became happy again, somewhat gloating.

“Ha, you brat, relying on your pretty face to seduce women everywhere, making us brothers envious. Now it’s your turn to face this,” he grinned.

Footsteps came from outside the door accompanied by a laugh.

“Face what?” Chang Yuncheng pushed open the door and entered, asking.

“Prince!” Both the injured man and the dark-faced man called out hurriedly. The dark-faced man stood up with hands at his sides, while the injured man struggled to get up.

“Lie down,” Chang Yuncheng raised his hand toward him, speaking concisely but brooking no refusal.

Jiang Hai obeyed and lay down.

“Prince, you don’t need to come see us every day. This boy is sturdy and won’t die,” the dark-faced man said. “You’ve been away from home for so long, and now that you’re finally back, you’re still worried about us…”

Chang Yuncheng made an “mm” sound without speaking.

“Prince,” Jiang Hai thought of something and hurriedly sat up again, grimacing in pain as his wound pulled. “That… does Lady Qi still have a husband?”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned by his sudden question.

“Lady Qi?” He didn’t immediately understand who this was, frowning slightly as he asked.

“The doctor from your mansion who treated my wounds,” Jiang Hai said hurriedly, with some hope. “Does she still have a husband?”

Chang Yuncheng understood, but his expression became even more unpleasant.

“Her…” he said vaguely.

“This damn brat,” the dark-faced man hadn’t expected him to directly ask the Prince, raising his hand to slap Jiang Hai.

“Prince, if her husband is gone, please give her to me,” Jiang Hai said with a grin, ducking his head.

Chang Yuncheng’s face instantly turned iron-blue.

When Qi Yue saw Dr. Liu, she was startled by the things scattered around his room.

Various books and papers were strewn across the floor. Liu Pucheng, whom she hadn’t seen for a day, looked disheveled and haggard as he climbed up from among them.

“Lady Qi, I found several prescriptions. Please look and see if they can produce the same effect as your anesthetic,” he said excitedly, waving several papers in his hand.

Qi Yue looked at this old man with bloodshot eyes from staying up all night, feeling something indescribable.

What could she say? Tell this old man that the medicines she brought were from a thousand years in the future, and no matter how hard he tried, he would never have the chance to see them? Or should she say nothing and let this old man believe they could be easily manufactured, becoming obsessed with this, negating his own medical skills and abandoning his medical path?

Was she wrong to do these things? She had sutured wounds for A’Ru’s brother, but this had caused Hu San to imitate her. This was just external wound suturing surgery. If a doctor saw the abdominal surgery she had performed on A’Hao, they might also copy it blindly…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but shudder.

Seemingly saving one person could potentially cause more people to die. Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng, who stood up excitedly again, searching through the books and papers scattered on the floor, saying something she could no longer hear.

This physician was said to be the most famous in the city. He had rich experience and superb medical skills, and had trained so many apprentices. What he should be doing was using his medical skills to alleviate people’s suffering and pass on this experience and technique to benefit generation after generation of people, not becoming obsessed with this momentarily amazing technique and abandoning what he should be doing, the path he should be walking.

She now understood the meaning of her father sending her to the countryside for training. What she should do now was to do nothing, just obediently stay in that courtyard, guarding that house, waiting for the moment to return. This way, for this place, it would be as if she had never come at all. She wouldn’t change anything or influence anything, letting everything quietly flow along the trajectory it should have in the river of history.

Perhaps this was what she should and must do now.

“Dr. Liu,” Qi Yue called out, stepping forward.

Liu Pucheng didn’t hear, clutching a book and flipping through it, muttering something.

“Dr. Liu,” Qi Yue raised her voice again.

Only then did Liu Pucheng come over with the book, his face full of excitement.

“Lady Qi, what do you think of this?” he said, handing over the book.

Qi Yue shook her head, raising her hand to block the book he was offering.

Liu Pucheng looked at her in confusion.

“Lady Qi, what’s this about?” His eyes, full of red threads, were filled with surprise.

“It’s no use. The medicines I used cannot be produced,” Qi Yue said solemnly.

“Lady Qi, since someone could make them, it proves they can be made,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile.

“They cannot,” Qi Yue interrupted him again, taking a deep breath. “Because it wasn’t made—it’s natural, a natural… plant…”

“Plant?” Liu Pucheng looked at her, his face full of surprise. “Then…?”

“We don’t have this kind of plant here,” Qi Yue picked up his words. “That strange person obtained it from overseas. That plant, we don’t have it here. If someday someone could take a big ship to the place that strange person went, perhaps they might have a chance to obtain this medicine again. But now, here, we won’t have it again. Dr. Liu, please don’t exhaust yourself over this anymore.”

Behind her, Liu Pucheng’s expression became dazed and instantly dejected, the book in his hand falling to the floor with a thud.

Qi Yue didn’t dare and couldn’t bear to look at Liu Pucheng’s expression. After speaking, she bowed deeply.

“The remaining treatment for that injured man depends on you. Thank you,” she said, turning and walking away without looking back.

Chapter 53: Mid-Autumn
Chang Yuncheng stood inside Qianjin Hall with a very unpleasant expression. When he saw Qi Yue walk out with her head down, not even glancing at him, his face became even uglier.

A’Ru, who was hurrying after Qi Yue, noticed with her keen observation.

“Prince!” she quickly stopped and called out loudly, hoping to alert Qi Yue.

Qi Yue walked out the door as if she hadn’t heard.

A’Ru looked at Chang Yuncheng’s expression and was so frightened she immediately knelt down.

“Prince, the Young Madam… she… perhaps she’s in a bad mood… You…” she said, kowtowing.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even glance at her and strode out, then saw that woman standing in front of the door, staring at the street motionlessly.

The street was exceptionally crowded with pedestrians, with lanterns of all shapes hanging almost everywhere.

Qi Yue had never seen so many lanterns in broad daylight. The most she’d ever seen was during New Year temple fairs, and even then they were concentrated in one area.

A couple walked past them laughing, with the man carrying a small child on his shoulders. The child held a rabbit lantern no bigger than a fist, and though it was small, it was exquisitely lifelike.

Qi Yue’s gaze followed them, and a smile unconsciously appeared on her lips.

A’Ru watched nervously as the Prince approached Qi Yue, her heart in her throat. But she saw the Prince stop, walk past Qi Yue without saying a word, and quickly disappear into the bustling crowd.

“The Mid-Autumn Festival here is quite lively,” Qi Yue said from inside the carriage, looking at the bustling street outside while sighing.

Although material goods seemed scarce compared to modern times, the atmosphere was something she had never experienced in the modern era.

“There’s nothing much really—hanging lanterns, moon gazing, families having dinner together. Wealthy families hire opera troupes to perform,” A’Ru answered carefully, watching Qi Yue’s expression.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, propping her chin on her hand as she leaned against the window to look outside. This beauty at the window quickly attracted attention from the street, and some frivolous young men pointed and gestured with crooked smiles in their direction. Some even wanted to approach, but stopped abruptly when they saw the insignia on the carriage.

“How do you celebrate Mid-Autumn?” A’Ru asked hesitantly after a moment.

Qi Yue perked up a bit, withdrawing her hand to sit properly. A’Ru took the opportunity to lower the curtain.

“Us?” Qi Yue thought for a moment. “Mid-Autumn Festival is a holiday, but most of the time we’re on shift work. Even when it coincides with National Day holiday, we rarely go out to play. Work is usually too tiring, so we’re too lazy to go out. Even if we do, it’s packed with people. We just stay home for a few days, nothing special—just eating and sleeping, or maybe going karaoke. Hey, I’m quite the karaoke queen, haha. I’ll sing for you if I get the chance.”

A’Ru listened with wide eyes, not understanding a single sentence, but seeing that Qi Yue’s mood was much better than when they left Qianjin Hall, she still smiled and nodded as if interested.

When they returned home, although her spirits were still somewhat low, Qi Yue pulled herself together to go pay respects to Madam Xie. Though she could no longer use her medical skills, she absolutely could not leave this household, so to live more comfortably, she had to continue working hard.

Arriving at Madam Xie’s courtyard, she was once again refused entry as usual. Madam Xie now made no effort to hide her disgust for this daughter-in-law.

This disgust was actually understandable—an arranged marriage, an excellent son in her heart who was forced to marry such a daughter-in-law. Which mother-in-law would be happy about that?

However, when she left, that real Qi Yueniang should already be dead and wouldn’t return, right? This mother-in-law’s grievance could then be resolved.

For now, she’d have to endure for a while. She had no choice—even if she didn’t consider herself, she had to think of those around her. She had to protect herself and make her life more comfortable.

Qi Yue leisurely turned and left Rong’an Courtyard. After walking just a few steps, she saw a procession approaching—several old women carrying a sedan chair, seven or eight maids following with a large azure umbrella, surrounding the sedan chair with a woman sitting on it, moving slowly forward.

“It’s the Second Madam,” A’Ru said with some surprise.

“Second Madam?” Qi Yue didn’t recognize her.

“The lady from the West Mansion, the Prince’s aunt. Her maiden name is Chen, she’s a young lady from Duke Anyang’s family in the capital,” A’Ru quickly introduced in a low voice.

As the master and servant spoke, the group had already approached. Qi Yue could clearly see the woman on the sedan chair was about thirty-six or thirty-seven years old, with a fair complexion and gentle features. She wore an azure head wrap and a navy blue front-opening long robe. Except for a pale blue velvet flower in her hair, she had no other ornaments. Her entire appearance was very plain—not only compared to Madam Xie who was somewhat older, but even the stewardess wives around Madam Xie dressed more colorfully.

She leaned against the sedan chair with half-closed eyes, showing a somewhat sickly fragility. She hadn’t noticed Qi Yue—it was the old women beside her who recognized Qi Yue and stopped.

Second Madam Chen noticed and opened her eyes.

“Aunt has come,” Qi Yue said with a smile, bowing.

Under the autumn afternoon sunlight, the young woman stood gracefully with a bright smile. Second Madam Chen couldn’t help but be stunned for a moment, suddenly sitting up straight.

“Yueniang,” she said with surprise and joy, signaling for the sedan to be lowered, reaching out to her. “I actually encountered you. I heard you’ve recovered completely. Come quickly, let Aunt have a look.”

This woman’s voice was gentle and her manner affectionate. Most importantly, her expression showed no pretense—it was genuinely sincere.

Since coming here, this was the first time Qi Yue had seen such an expression, and she couldn’t help but be stunned.

With Qi Yue’s stunned reaction, the woman’s outstretched hand became somewhat awkwardly suspended, then she coughed lightly, covered her mouth, and withdrew her hand.

“Second Madam, our Young Madam forgot some things and people after her illness,” A’Ru quickly explained. “She’s somewhat shy with strangers…”

Second Madam Chen smiled slightly.

“I heard about it. Really can’t recognize me anymore?” she asked with a smile, also inquiring whether they had consulted a doctor.

These words were still caring, but completely different from that momentary expression just now. Now it was like the habitual polite greetings of others.

Qi Yue even suspected she had seen wrongly just now.

“Thank you for Aunt’s concern. We’ve seen doctors who said to rest well, and with time it will naturally improve,” she answered with a smile.

Second Madam Chen looked at her with a smile and nodded, slowly leaning back against the backrest.

“Is your mother in?” she said.

Qi Yue understood her meaning and smiled as she stepped aside.

“Yes, Aunt, please go in quickly,” she said with a smile.

Chen Shi nodded with a polite smile. The old women lifted the sedan chair, and the group walked past.

Qi Yue stood there watching, seeing many people come out from Rong’an Courtyard to welcome them after receiving the news. When the sedan was lowered, Nanny Su personally took Chen Shi’s hand to escort her inside. From beginning to end, Chen Shi never looked back in this direction.

“Young Madam, let’s go,” A’Ru reminded.

“A’Ru, was I very familiar with this aunt before?” Qi Yue asked while turning to walk slowly.

“Not familiar at all,” A’Ru said. “After the Second Master passed away, the Second Madam also fell seriously ill and has lingering health problems. First, she’s a widow, and second, her condition requires quiet rest, so she rarely goes out. When you got married, the Second Madam only sent congratulatory gifts but didn’t attend personally. Daily interactions are very rare.”

Oh, that’s strange then, Qi Yue thought. Why did the Second Madam show such intimate feelings when they first met? But never mind, the people in this mansion are all complicated. Let them be.

The master and servant chatted and laughed a few times, dropping the topic.

Mid-Autumn Festival arrived as scheduled. This was Qi Yue’s first time celebrating a festival in ancient times, so she was quite interested.

Early in the morning, they first went to the Marquis Dingxi’s ancestral shrine for worship ceremonies. Here Qi Yue saw the Second Madam again. As a junior, Qi Yue stood behind her. They only nodded and smiled as a greeting without much conversation. After the worship, she took her leave. In the evening, she didn’t come over either, only letting the children come over for dinner and moon gazing.

They had met once in the morning, but with so many people, Qi Yue was dizzy and naturally couldn’t remember who was who. She could only clearly recognize Marquis Dingxi’s wife Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng, along with those stewardess wives and maids, and that Third Young Master.

The evening banquet was held in the small garden behind Rong’an Courtyard. There was a small opera stage here, and it was spacious, suitable for moon gazing, listening to opera, and dining. A long table was set up, and the whole family sat together warmly without separating men and women, seated by seniority. When sitting down, Qi Yue was diagonally across from the young masters and misses. Her gaze naturally fell on the Third Young Master she had met once. Just as the Third Young Master also looked over, she smiled politely.

Chang Yunqi was somewhat surprised, hesitated, then still smiled back.

With the Marquis Dingxi taking his seat and saying auspicious words, the banquet officially began. Dishes, wine, and fruits flowed like water.

The Marquis Dingxi’s concubines were not qualified to sit at the table. Concubine Zhou, Concubine Song, and Concubine Liu stood behind the Marquis and his wife to serve food. Concubine Zhu, being pregnant, only sat briefly before taking her leave.

Just as everyone was eating happily, the Marquis Dingxi suddenly put down his chopsticks with a “crack.” Everyone was startled, not knowing what was wrong as they looked over.

The Marquis Dingxi turned his head. Concubine Zhou, quick-eyed and quick-handed, brought over a spittoon, and the Marquis Dingxi spat heavily…

“What is this? Are you blind feeding me this?” He turned around, wiping his mouth with a handkerchief while angrily scolding.

Concubine Liu, still holding chopsticks, looked panic-stricken and was about to kneel.

“This concubine didn’t see clearly and just picked it up,” she said tremblingly.

Everyone put down their chopsticks, looking over anxiously.

Madam Xie turned to look.

“The Marquis doesn’t eat coriander. How did this get picked up?” she asked sternly.

The kitchen stewardess standing nearby quickly knelt down, panicked.

“That… that… this old servant was confused,” she said, kowtowing.

Madam Xie squinted at her, seeming stunned for a moment.

“Who are you? Where is Stewardess Dong?” she asked.

Stewardess Dong was originally in charge of the kitchen and was among the people Qi Yue had dismissed. This old woman was newly promoted.

Qi Yue smiled and stood up.

“In response to Mother, Stewardess Dong no longer manages the kitchen. This is the newly appointed Stewardess Yuan,” she said.

“You changed people but should have given proper instructions. How could she not know the Marquis’s tastes and serve this dish?” Madam Xie said with a stern face.

When Qi Yue stood up, the Marquis Dingxi was stunned.

“Is this the eldest daughter-in-law?” he asked with some surprise. “How is it that you’re managing the household now?”

The Marquis didn’t concern himself with household affairs. He had seen Qi Yue twice in recent days, but since fathers-in-law and daughters-in-law shouldn’t meet and talk frequently, they had only nodded. Moreover, Madam Xie had deliberately concealed it. He knew Qi Yue had recovered but didn’t know she had taken over household management from Madam Xie.

Really troublesome, Qi Yue thought with some annoyance. This Madam Xie was really something, trying to make her look bad in front of the big boss, pretending to be innocent about not knowing about the staff change…

She hadn’t had time to study what kind of temperament this Marquis Dingxi had. She couldn’t help but look up at the Marquis Dingxi in the main seat. This man was extremely well-maintained, with a naturally refined and wealthy air. As her gaze shifted slightly, she saw a beautiful woman standing behind the Marquis Dingxi mouth something to her.

Qi Yue was stunned at first, then smiled in a flash of understanding.

At this moment, large horn lanterns hung around the banquet, and the moonlight in the sky was gradually brightening. Today Qi Yue wore a green-trimmed pink-blue waist-tied front-opening vest that A’Ru had carefully selected, with an elaborately layered hairstyle that A’Hao had arranged to dazzling effect, adorned with the gold and jade floral hair ornaments left by the Old Marchioness. With powdered face, arched brows, and red lips, under the combined light of lanterns and moon, her smile was radiant and dazzling.

The Marquis Dingxi was instantly mesmerized, his expression softening.

“Marquis, she just recovered and lived in that courtyard for so long. She’s young and managing things for the first time. She naturally looked at the menu, but the dishes don’t specify what seasonings like scallions, ginger, and garlic to add—how would she know?” Concubine Zhou said with a smile, smiling at Qi Yue again and beckoning. “Come, quickly apologize to your father.”

Chapter 54: Getting Along with Everyone
Qi Yue walked over with a smile.

“Father, it’s my fault,” she said with a smile while curtsying.

Previously, Qi Yue wouldn’t dare speak to him openly and gracefully—it would have been remarkable if she dared to lift her head when seeing him. The Marquis Dingxi was very surprised. What surprised him even more was that after Qi Yue finished speaking with a smile, without waiting for his response, she beckoned and took a wine cup and wine pot from a nearby maid’s hands, pouring herself a cup.

“Father, I’ll punish myself with a cup of wine,” she said with a smile, truly draining it in one gulp. “You mustn’t be angry. On such a good day today, if you get angry, then I would be greatly at fault.”

The surprise on the Marquis Dingxi’s face completely disappeared, and he burst into hearty laughter.

“Good!” he said with a laugh, saying “good” three times in a row.

With his laughter, the originally somewhat tense atmosphere immediately became lively.

“Also,” Qi Yue smiled and poured another cup of wine, raising it to everyone, “it’s all my fault for making everyone put down their chopsticks. Your sister-in-law apologizes to you all and punishes herself with another cup.”

She smiled and drained it again in one gulp.

“Sister-in-law has a good tolerance for alcohol,” a male voice laughed.

Qi Yue looked over with a smile and saw it was a young man sitting next to the Third Young Master.

“Since I’ve already had two cups, let’s make it complete. Why don’t we all drink together? ‘Ten thousand li of mortal world, three cups of wine; a thousand years of achievement, one pot of tea,'” she said with a smile while pouring wine again.

“Good poetry!” the Marquis Dingxi clapped and said, repeating it once. “‘Ten thousand li of mortal world, three cups of wine; a thousand years of achievement, one pot of tea.’ Good, very good!”

His gaze toward Qi Yue was full of joy.

Was there anything more pleasing to the eye in this world than seeing a beautiful, intelligent, and clever woman?

“Sister-in-law can actually compose poetry now,” several seated young men laughed and called out.

“What poetry? I don’t understand such things. You scholars shouldn’t tease your sister-in-law,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

Looking at such a Qi Yue, more than half the people present stared in amazement.

“My heavens,” the Second Miss said to the Third Miss beside her, holding her chest and speaking in a low voice. “She really has been completely transformed…”

The Third Miss looked toward the area behind the Marquis Dingxi with flickering eyes.

“Did Concubine turn stone into gold?” she said hesitantly in a low voice.

The Second Miss frowned.

“That can’t be right. I never heard Concubine mention it,” she murmured quietly.

The two looked at Qi Yue again, seeing this woman with gentle smiles, graceful and poised, with a flavor different from what they usually knew, saw, and learned.

“Could it really be true?” both of them had this thought simultaneously.

That story secretly circulating in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion about the Great Young Madam walking the path to the underworld, drinking Meng Po’s soup, and being personally sent back by the Old Marchioness—could it be more than just a story?

“Come, listen to your sister-in-law. Let’s all drink together,” the Marquis Dingxi said with a smile, raising his wine cup.

With his lead, everyone raised their wine cups and drained them, making the atmosphere even more joyful than before.

“Eldest daughter-in-law, sit down quickly,” the Marquis Dingxi said with a laugh, looking at Qi Yue and nodding with satisfaction.

Qi Yue curtsied again with a smile before turning back to her seat. As she sat down, she breathed a small sigh of relief and gently patted her chest.

Chang Yuncheng beside her put down his wine cup and glanced at her sideways, his expression unreadable.

The stewardess retreated safely, while Concubine Liu stood there somewhat embarrassed. Concubine Zhou pushed her aside while talking to the Marquis Dingxi.

Concubine Liu retreated rather awkwardly, looking indignant but not daring to say anything, hurriedly looking to Madam Xie. Madam Xie’s expression was somber, slowly turning her wine cup, lost in thought.

“Marquis, here’s the opera program. You choose. Yueniang just took over, and frankly, she’s completely in the dark. Don’t let her make another public mistake,” Concubine Zhou whispered in the Marquis Dingxi’s ear while pouring wine for him as cover.

“You should help her watch over things,” the Marquis Dingxi also whispered, smiling. “She’s just a child who doesn’t understand, but you should understand.”

“What do I understand? I’m just a concubine talking too much,” Concubine Zhou glanced at him sideways and smiled quietly.

Under the combined light of lanterns and moon, Concubine Zhou’s demeanor had a special charm that made the Marquis Dingxi’s heart flutter.

“I know best how much you understand,” he whispered with a laugh, reaching out to gently squeeze Concubine Zhou’s hand that was holding the wine pot.

Concubine Zhou’s face flushed slightly as she spat at him.

“You’re about to hold grandchildren, yet you still like to tease as before,” she whispered.

Hearing her mention the past, the Marquis Dingxi felt slightly guilty. He hadn’t been to Concubine Zhou’s place for quite some time. Thinking of those intensely passionate days from before, he patted Concubine Zhou’s hand without speaking. Concubine Zhou looked at him with a smile, a thousand words contained in that one glance.

Madam Xie nearby filled her cup with wine and drank it all at once. Not being good with alcohol and drinking too hastily, she couldn’t help but choke.

“Madam, we can’t compare with these young children. It’s better to drink less wine,” Concubine Zhou quickly smiled and used a handkerchief to help her wipe, speaking gently.

Madam Xie looked at her coldly and pushed away her hand. Concubine Zhou didn’t mind, smiled, stood up, and walked away.

Here, Chang Yunhong was raising his wine cup to drink with Qi Yue, also pulling Chang Yunqi along.

“With big brother here, how can we ask big sister-in-law to drink?” Chang Yunqi pulled Chang Yunhong down and said.

“Big brother isn’t drinking. I didn’t expect sister-in-law to have such a good tolerance for alcohol,” Chang Yunhong said with a laugh.

Chang Yuncheng ate his food on his own, completely ignoring them, as if he hadn’t heard their words. Qi Yue just smiled at them.

A’Ru whispered in her ear, introducing that this was the Third Young Master and this was the Fourth Young Master.

“What drinking? If you drink too much and can’t get up tomorrow, let’s see how your teacher punishes you,” Concubine Zhou said with a laugh as she walked over.

Seeing her approach, Chang Yunhong smiled and didn’t dare make more trouble, sitting down obediently. Chang Yunqi raised his wine cup and drank with his head down.

“This is Concubine Zhou,” A’Ru whispered.

Qi Yue recognized her as the beautiful woman who had given her the hint earlier and quickly started to stand up.

Concubine Zhou pressed her shoulder to keep her from getting up.

“I don’t deserve it,” she said with a smile.

Concubines in the mansion had low status. Although they were elders, they couldn’t compare to her as the legitimate wife. Qi Yue knew this point, so she smiled and remained seated.

“Concubine Zhou,” she nodded and said.

Standing closer, she could see this woman’s appearance more clearly and couldn’t help but admire the Marquis Dingxi’s excellent taste again.

“The Marquis likes listening to ‘Lament by the Luo River.’ When you have the opera troupe start performing later, have them sing this,” Concubine Zhou said with a smile, her manner intimate and tone familiar.

“Yes, thank you, Concubine,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Concubine Zhou looked at her with a smile, patted her shoulder, and walked away.

Although some individuals were in bad moods this evening, overall the banquet was very successful. Most people ate well and enjoyed the show, and most importantly, the Great Young Madam who had livened up the banquet atmosphere provided countless topics for conversation.

After worshipping the moon and enjoying the opera, the Marquis Dingxi allowed the young children to disperse.

The young masters and misses stood up and walked away. Chang Yunhong, who had drunk somewhat too much, swayed his head and said, “This is exactly like that saying about ‘three years without flying or singing, then flying straight to the sky and singing to amaze everyone.'”

The Second Miss and Third Miss looked at him and laughed.

“It’s just one cup of wine, look how dizzy you are,” they said, covering their mouths and laughing.

“But it looks like little beggar big sister-in-law has become much easier to talk to,” the Third Miss said again, stroking her hanging small braid and tilting her head with a smile. “In a few days I want to go out to play. Borrowing that golden red pearl ornament that grandmother made for her back then should be fine, right?”

“You go try it,” the Second Miss said with a laugh.

The sisters whispered and huddled together, not knowing what they were saying.

“But it’s really strange. How did this little beggar suddenly become so talkative and cheerful?”

Walking behind Chang Yunhong was a young master from the West Mansion, Chang Yunsheng.

“‘Ten thousand li of mortal world, three cups of wine; a thousand years of achievement, one pot of tea,'” he repeatedly recited this phrase.

“Who composed this? Could it really have been thought up by her?” he said, while grabbing Chang Yunhong again. “Could this little beggar actually be extremely talented? Maybe she wasn’t born a beggar? Perhaps she originally came from a good family and became a beggar after falling on hard times?”

Chang Yunhong staggered from his pulling.

“How would I know? I’m not familiar with this little beggar. Who knows what kind of person she was before or where she came from? Ask third brother,” he said, shaking his sleeves.

Chang Yunqi, who had been silently listening, was startled by being mentioned.

“You’re not familiar but I am?” he spat and said. “Go ask big brother.”

“Big brother?” Chang Yunhong scoffed. “Big brother probably doesn’t even know what this little beggar’s name really is.”

This comment made everyone laugh.

“Don’t believe it? Let’s bet,” Chang Yunhong snorted, raising his chin and pointing to one side. “Who’s going to ask?”

Everyone looked in the direction he pointed. Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue had also dispersed and were walking one behind the other on another path, with maids and old women following at a distance behind them.

“Hey, Prince!”

Qi Yue looked at the man striding ahead of her. In the moonlight, his shadow was elongated. She suddenly couldn’t help calling out to him.

A’Ru walked beside her, carefully supporting her since she had been drinking and might be unsteady on her feet. She was startled by her master’s initiative to greet him.

Chang Yuncheng seemed not to hear and didn’t stop walking.

“Prince!” Qi Yue left A’Ru and jogged a few steps to catch up with him.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng glance at her sideways.

“Um, I want to say sorry and also say thank you,” Qi Yue said, looking at him with a smile.

Being threatened by someone you dislike to live under your nose must be very annoying. Regardless of the reasons, she had done something rather disagreeable.

“I…” Qi Yue rubbed her hands together, wanting to tell him that after this period she would move back, but before the words left her mouth, she saw Chang Yuncheng smile at her.

It had to be said that when handsome men smiled, they were quite devastating. This old woman Qi Yue became somewhat unsteady and was stunned for a moment.

“You, don’t bother,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, looking down at this woman who barely reached his chest. “Whether you act tough or try to please, whether you smile, scold, or cry, it’s all useless. You are disgusting and will always be disgusting. What’s disgusting is you as a person, not what you say or do.”

After speaking, he laughed coldly and strode away.

Qi Yue exhaled. This person’s way of speaking was really…

“I take back what I just said,” she said, shaking her head and giving Chang Yuncheng’s retreating figure the middle finger. “You deserve to be disgusted by people you find disgusting.”

Chapter 55: What Can Be Done
After the banquet, the Great Young Madam’s position in the inner courtyard became even more secure. Not only had she moved in to live with the Prince as husband and wife, but she had also won the Marquis Dingxi’s favor. The poem the Young Madam recited at the Mid-Autumn banquet was personally written down by the Marquis Dingxi, framed, and hung in his room.

“She even smiled and asked the Marquis for that calligraphy, saying she wanted to hang her father’s precious work in her room to absorb some literary talent…” Nanny Su said to Madam Xie.

Madam Xie let out a snorting laugh through her nose.

“The Marquis is truly satisfied now. This beautiful daughter-in-law is finally both talented and beautiful.”

She said this while slowly turning the teacup in her hands.

Indeed, the Marquis had laughed heartily at the time, and Concubine Zhou had also joined in to please him.

“That lowly slave is also satisfied. Her scheming wasn’t in vain,” Madam Xie said with cold laughter, placing her teacup heavily on the kang table.

“The Young Madam also…” Nanny Su continued.

Just as she began speaking, a maid outside announced that the Second Madam had arrived.

When the Second Madam entered the courtyard, she saw Madam Xie come down the steps to personally support her.

“If there’s anything, just send someone to call me, and I’ll come over. Why did you come out yourself again?” Madam Xie said with some worried reproach.

Chen Shi smiled and took her hand.

“I’m fine. I just came to see how sister-in-law is doing,” she said.

Madam Xie pulled her into the room, and they sat down as host and guest. A’Luan personally served tea.

“Second Madam can’t have this tea,” Madam Xie said.

“Yes, this servant remembers. This is Tongmu Pass tea,” A’Luan said with a smile.

Only then did Madam Xie nod with relief.

“You’re so thoughtful, child,” Chen Shi said with a smile, looking at Madam Xie. “Thank you, sister-in-law.”

“What are you saying?” Madam Xie looked at her and sighed. “Your health was getting better, but back then it was for my sake that things became like this…”

Speaking of this, she smiled bitterly again.

“After all, you suffered for nothing,” she said, her expression unable to hide her grief and anger.

Nanny Su was perceptive and waved her hand, leading the maids out of the room, leaving only A’Luan and the Second Madam’s senior maid Cai Qing to attend nearby.

“Sister-in-law, I heard that elder brother is becoming more and more fond of Yueniang?” Chen Shi began.

The children from the West Mansion had all been at the banquet that day and naturally saw how that lowly slave had delighted the Marquis Dingxi.

Madam Xie laughed mockingly.

“It would be strange if he weren’t fond of her,” she said. “Any beautiful woman looks good to him. That’s also why that old witch was so confident back then.”

She stopped herself after saying “old witch.”

Chen Shi seemed not to hear and sighed gently.

The room fell silent for a moment.

“I heard about last night, so I specially came to see sister-in-law,” Chen Shi said, looking at Madam Xie. “Sister-in-law, don’t let anger harm yourself. You must know that harming yourself will only please those people more.”

Madam Xie’s constantly tense expression gradually relaxed, and the sadness on her face could no longer be concealed.

“I’m not angry, I’m just unwilling to accept it,” she said slowly, her voice trembling. “I’m unwilling, I’m unwilling!”

Chen Shi’s eyes filled with tears as she walked to her and grasped her hands.

“Sister-in-law, we still have options, we still have options,” she consoled.

“What options are there? It’s a marriage decreed by the Emperor—she can’t be divorced. That old witch blocked all paths. Unless… unless that lowly slave dies,” Madam Xie murmured. When she reached the word “dies,” her eyes lit up.

Chen Shi noticed the hands she was holding had clenched into fists and quickly called out “Sister-in-law.”

“Sister-in-law, you mustn’t, you mustn’t. For this woman, you can’t take risks. If anything happens to you, Cheng-ge’er won’t escape involvement either. Don’t look at how cold and ignored Qiu Tong Courtyard seems—secretly, so many eyes are watching,” she hurriedly whispered.

Madam Xie’s clenched hands finally relaxed.

“Even if she died, what good family’s daughter would be willing to come as a second wife?” She returned to sadness, tears falling. “Our Cheng-ge’er is ultimately ruined by her.”

“No, no. Our Cheng-ge’er has both looks and status. Young and already favored by the Emperor—you couldn’t find such a good match even with a lantern. So many families dream of joining us. Not to mention as a legitimate wife, even to be a concubine, they’d fight over it,” Chen Shi quickly said with a smile. “These days I’ve suddenly received many invitations—some inviting me to visit, others wanting to visit our home. I was puzzled why I suddenly became so popular after being ill for so long. It was clever Cai Qing who figured out that they weren’t coming to see me at all—they were clearly looking for opportunities to come to our home, hoping to be noticed by you, sister-in-law…”

Madam Xie couldn’t help but laugh at her amusing description.

“How could you demean yourself like that? You were always popular,” she said with a laugh, patting Chen Shi’s hand and wiping her tears with a handkerchief, calling to Cai Qing. “Since you’re said to be clever, why don’t you quickly support your mistress instead of letting her stand for so long?”

Cai Qing was a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl, not particularly beautiful, but with dimples when she smiled that made her very endearing. She smiled and quickly helped the Second Madam back to her seat.

With this crying, laughing, and talking, Madam Xie felt the depression in her heart had indeed dissipated considerably. Looking at Chen Shi’s frail and sickly appearance, she sighed.

“There will be a way, sister-in-law. Don’t worry,” Chen Shi said with a slight smile.

Madam Xie let out a long breath.

“That lowly slave has been taught by that lowly woman to become increasingly cunning. She stirs up trouble in this mansion, winning over the Marquis with just a few words…”

She continued: “Everyone in the family has seen it—she’s won the Marquis’s favor and moved into Cheng-ge’er’s courtyard. Who can do anything about her now…”

“By the way,” Chen Shi interrupted her question upon hearing this, quickly asking, “How did Cheng-ge’er let her…”

Madam Xie glanced at her.

“It’s nothing. Didn’t Cheng-ge’er get injured some time ago? On the way back, he encountered a strange person who said there was a disaster and needed a yin person to suppress it. It had to be a legitimate wife. Of course, there’s no need for them to share a room or anything. Just living in the same courtyard would do. It’s not for long—ten days to half a month would be enough. You know how hard our Cheng-ge’er works outside. I can’t bear the slightest shock,” Madam Xie said with a smile.

Only then did Chen Shi breathe a sigh of relief.

“You scared me to death. I thought…” she said, holding her chest.

“You thought sons must necessarily resemble their fathers?” Madam Xie said, her face showing unmistakable pride. “Once some time passes, we’ll immediately drive her away.”

Chen Shi smiled with pursed lips.

“It’s precisely because father has seen too many beauties that our Cheng-ge’er has grown tired of them,” she said with a laugh.

“Cheng-ge’er is upright, proper, honest, and steadfast. Those rouge and powder women are nothing but skeletons in his eyes,” Madam Xie said with her chin slightly raised, showing undisguised admiration and pride for her son.

Chen Shi covered her mouth and laughed.

“However,” after laughing, her eyes still showed inevitable worry, “with a man and woman living alone under the same roof, Cheng-ge’er is grown up after all. Besides, that Yueniang is ultimately a beauty. What if they become intimate and she gets pregnant? That would be even more troublesome…”

“It won’t happen,” Madam Xie said without hesitation.

“Sister-in-law, such things can’t be predicted. You should still warn Cheng-ge’er,” Chen Shi said.

“Cheng-ge’er never needs warnings,” Madam Xie said with full confidence, then smiled again. “Besides, even if he did become intimate with her, so what…”

Chen Shi’s eyelid twitched, and she couldn’t help but stand up.

Madam Xie was somewhat surprised.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” Chen Shi quickly smiled, then sighed. “Sister-in-law, you should still remind Cheng-ge’er. Our Cheng-ge’er is precisely because he’s upright—upright people are selfless at heart, which makes them most easily exploited by others, especially by these rouge skeletons…”

Seeing her mention this repeatedly, Madam Xie’s heart was also moved. Thinking of that lowly slave’s captivating smile at the banquet, her expression finally became serious as she slowly nodded.

“You’re more thorough in your thinking,” she said, patting Chen Shi’s hand with a sigh.

“I’m also truly unwilling to accept this,” Chen Shi said with a complex expression.

Madam Xie nodded gratefully at her. The Second Madam’s long illness had weakened her constitution, and after talking for so long, she was completely exhausted. Madam Xie quickly ordered for her to be carefully sent back in a sedan chair, standing at the door watching until she was gone before turning back.

“The Second Madam truly cares for the Prince,” Nanny Su sighed. “When the Old Madam arranged that marriage, thinking no one would stand up to oppose it, unexpectedly the first to stand up was her. She even went on a hunger strike, refusing food and medicine, to make the Old Madam take back her words…”

“She said it was so the children could rely on Cheng-ge’er. Though she had selfish motives, being able to do so much—I keep her feelings in my heart,” Madam Xie said while supporting Nanny Su and turning around, then remembering something. “What were you about to say earlier? What else did that lowly slave do?”

“The Prince’s courtyard still doesn’t have a name plaque. You said to wait for the Prince to write it himself,” Nanny Su said with an indignant expression.

Madam Xie nodded.

“That…” Nanny Su felt too embarrassed to say “lowly slave” directly and glossed over it, “after making the Marquis happy, she actually said she had thought of a name for the Prince’s courtyard and asked father to write it together and hang it up…”

“What?” Madam Xie clenched her hands and raised her eyebrows. “That lowly slave! This is too much!”

This was indeed too much!

At this very moment, Qiu Xiang standing in the courtyard had already screamed this phrase countless times in her heart, but the raging anger in her heart didn’t prevent a brand new plaque from being hung at the courtyard gate.

Pengcheng Courtyard.

“Really nice,” Qi Yue examined it from left to right, nodding to the servants. “Reward them.”

Jiu Zhi took out a string of coins and tossed them to the servants with a smile.

“Thank you for the Young Madam’s reward,” the servants kowtowed and called out, each leaving happily.

“Qiu Xiang,” Jiu Zhi called out, “what do you think?”

Qiu Xiang’s face had turned green. It was calligraphy written by the Marquis—could she say it wasn’t good? If it weren’t hanging here…

“Good,” she said dryly.

Jiu Zhi winked flirtatiously at her. Qiu Xiang snorted and turned her head, only to see seven or eight servant women pulling flatbed carts over, loaded with various flowers and plants.

“What… what is this for?” she couldn’t help asking.

Qi Yue was just stepping through the door and looked over when she heard the question.

“Oh,” she said with a smile, “the rooms in this courtyard are too plain, so I had the flower house send some flowers and plants.”

“But… but the Prince doesn’t like flowers and plants,” Qiu Xiang said, biting her lower lip.

Qi Yue looked at her.

“Really?” she said with squinting, smiling eyes.

Qiu Xiang nodded heavily.

“How could one cart be enough?” Qi Yue stopped looking at her and turned to smile at the women unloading the cart. “Bring another cart.”

Chapter 56: Getting Along
Chang Yuncheng walked through the front door, flicking the horse whip in his hand, which the following servant caught steadily.

“Lord, shall I have the clothes sent to the study?” the servant asked.

Chang Yuncheng’s clothes were already soaked through and covered with quite a bit of dust.

These days he always stayed in the study. For someone who had been wielding swords and spears since childhood, the study was a very unfamiliar place. Although he had a study room like his younger brothers and studied reading and writing at night, in his twenty-four years, the times he had entered it could be counted on one hand, and even adding them all up wouldn’t equal this recent period.

Whispers that the Lord was avoiding the Young Madam had already begun spreading secretly throughout the mansion.

The Young Madam was quite formidable now—hadn’t they seen how Madam Dong was dismissed from her duties without even daring to make a fuss…

Was the Lord afraid of the Young Madam…

What a joke! Why should I avoid her? If anyone should avoid someone, it should be her avoiding me!

Hearing the servant’s words, Chang Yuncheng inexplicably changed direction and headed toward his own residential courtyard.

The servant, accustomed to leading the way to the study, turned back to find his master had already walked far away. After a moment of confusion, he hurried to catch up.

Chang Yuncheng strode into the courtyard, then froze. For a moment, he doubted he had walked through the wrong door.

The originally clean and tidy pathways on both sides were now lined with various flower pots, and the air was instantly filled with floral fragrance.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but sneeze, then he heard familiar voices speaking, confirming he hadn’t walked through the wrong door.

“Qiu Xiang, you don’t understand. These flowers and plants placed in the room aren’t just for looking good and smelling nice—they’re also good for the body,” Qi Yue said with a smile, personally selecting a pot of emerald cloud grass to place on the large table by the window, admiringly examining it from left to right.

“But the Lord doesn’t like them,” Qiu Xiang said with thick dissatisfaction.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Nobody likes bitter medicine, but can you not take it? Everything is just a matter of habit,” she said, not looking at Qiu Xiang but only examining the flower pot placed on the table.

“Young Madam, you’re going too far!” Qiu Xiang’s lips were nearly bitten to bleeding. “You’re doing this on purpose! I clearly said so, and you still…”

Qi Yue was just picking up a paperweight from the desk. Hearing her words, she set it down with a sharp clap.

The paperweight made a crisp sound, causing Qiu Xiang to shudder and stop speaking.

Qi Yue slowly raised her eyes to look at her, saying nothing, just staring at her like that. Her face, which had been wearing a gentle smile, was now stern.

Under this silent gaze, Qiu Xiang felt somewhat breathless. When had this little beggar developed such an oppressive presence?

Qiu Xiang finally lowered her head.

“You’re a second-class maid now, and you’re not newly promoted either, so you shouldn’t need me to teach you the rules, right? If you continue like this…” Qi Yue only then withdrew her gaze, pushing the paperweight back to its original position as she spoke slowly, “then you should go and properly learn the rules again.”

Qiu Xiang was greatly alarmed.

“Young Madam, this servant was assigned by Madam to the Lord…” she hurriedly said.

She was actually going to dismiss her?

“This servant belongs to Madam,” Qiu Xiang felt the resentment in her heart could no longer be suppressed, and added this sentence.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Look at what you’re saying—what do you mean ‘Madam’s person’? If you’re Madam’s person, aren’t you still a person of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion?” She picked up the fan from the table and gently fanned herself while smiling and looking at this maid.

Qiu Xiang was stunned by the question. This… this…

“As long as you’re a person of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, I can manage you. Never mind replacing you—so what if I sold you?” Qi Yue smiled.

Qiu Xiang watched this beauty smile, feeling a chill in her heart.

Sell her…

She very much wanted to shout “You wouldn’t dare!” but when the words reached her lips, she couldn’t say them.

In her heart, she was already certain that the Young Madam really dared to and really could. The Lord hadn’t driven her out, and the Marquis liked her so much. Even if Madam stood up for her, if the Marquis and Lord stood on her side…

Qiu Xiang’s face finally showed panic and dejection.

“Young Madam, this servant was wrong,” she knelt down and kowtowed.

“Knowing one’s mistakes and being able to correct them is the greatest good. Good girl,” Qi Yue smiled, fanning herself as she walked past her. “Get up.”

Qi Yue stepped over the threshold and saw Chang Yuncheng standing in the courtyard, watching her with cold eyes.

“Lord, you’ve returned,” Qi Yue smiled, her manner composed as she walked down.

Chang Yuncheng just looked at her coldly.

“You really think highly of yourself,” he said coldly from the side as Qi Yue swayed past him.

Qi Yue also stopped and turned to look at him.

“If others don’t think highly of themselves, and they don’t think highly of themselves either, then there’s really no way to live. People have to find ways to survive, don’t they?” She smiled. “Lord, as someone who leads troops into battle, you understand this principle better than I do, right?”

After saying this, she paid no more attention to this lord’s expression and walked into her own room. After all, he had never shown her a pleasant face.

The room had three new pots of flowers and plants, lush and green, quite pleasing to the eye. A’Ru was dampening water to wipe the leaves, her face full of worry.

“Young Madam, don’t always clash with the Lord. The Lord is actually a very good person—talk to him properly,” she couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

Qi Yue casually rested one foot on the kang and reached out to touch a newly placed flower.

“A’Ru,” she interrupted A’Ru’s words, “your Lord said he finds my very existence disgusting, so no matter what I do or say, it’s all disgusting to him. Since that’s the case, I might as well be comfortable. He’ll be disgusted anyway—a little more or less makes no difference. I won’t put my warm face against someone’s cold ass…”

A’Ru’s face flushed red, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

“Young Madam, you… you should speak a bit more tactfully,” she said.

“That depends on who I’m talking to. When I talk to you, I don’t need to be tactful,” Qi Yue smiled at her.

A’Ru looked at her and finally smiled helplessly.

“Actually, the Lord is really a very good person. You… you…” she walked over and looked at Qi Yue, hesitating before speaking.

Qi Yue looked up at her, and seeing this maid’s expression, she understood her meaning.

“If you’re worried about this servant…” A’Ru knelt down by the kang, looking at her, “this servant would rather die…”

Qi Yue sprang up and slapped the table with a sharp clap, making the flowers and plants on it shake.

A’Ru was so frightened that her remaining words got stuck.

“I hate it most when people talk about dying and living at the drop of a hat. You young people always fail to cherish what you have most. Do you know how many people give their all just to survive? Even if they’re stiff and paralyzed and can’t move, as long as they have one breath left, they desperately want to live. No matter how painful the treatment or how bitter the medicine, they accept it without hesitation. You’re young and strong, you have work and family, yet you so easily speak of death? You’re simply too ungrateful for this life you’ve cultivated through several lifetimes,” Qi Yue looked at her with a stern face and scolded.

A’Ru was completely bewildered by this sudden scolding.

“What is this servant’s life worth?” she came to her senses, both amused and touched. This Young Madam always treated servants like them as precious treasures, wasting such valuable medicine—medicine unique in the world—on servants like them…

“Enough, don’t say such things to me anymore. I don’t like to hear it. I know the rules here, but that doesn’t mean I should follow them,” Qi Yue said with some impatience, reaching out her hand to her. “You don’t even know how difficult it is to save a life. I just don’t like hearing you talk about life so carelessly…”

A’Ru looked at her and smiled, hesitating before gently placing her hand on Qi Yue’s outstretched hand and standing up.

From that day on, Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng saw each other more and more often—at breakfast, at dinner, and even occasionally after Qi Yue’s routine meetings with the stewardesses ended, she would sometimes see Chang Yuncheng in the courtyard cleaning his swords and weapons, making those stewardesses increasingly respectful toward Qi Yue.

The Lord’s room still had no concubines, so breakfast was served by their respective head maids, while the rest waited outside the dining room. Both inside and outside were completely quiet.

Although the two spent more time together in the same courtyard, they still rarely faced each other directly, and spoke even less.

The silence during meals continued from beginning to end.

Qi Yue was actually the first to feel uncomfortable, and she was also puzzled by Chang Yuncheng’s sudden change.

“Do you like the flowers and plants placed in the room?” Qi Yue put down her chopsticks and looked at Chang Yuncheng, who was sitting there drinking soup, speaking with a smile.

It looked like an ordinary scene of a harmonious married couple getting along.

“No, I don’t like them,” Chang Yuncheng answered concisely and decisively.

Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

“Then what does the Lord like? I’ll go change them,” she said.

“Hmm, you go ahead and change them. Let me see what you bring, then I’ll decide,” Chang Yuncheng put down his bowl and chopsticks, looked at her, and said indifferently.

This answer was beyond Qi Yue’s expectations. She was stunned for a moment, and was about to ask something more when Chang Yuncheng had already stood up and walked out.

Well then, when the enemy advances, I retreat; when the enemy retreats, I advance. Living in someone else’s courtyard, sometimes one can’t be confrontational about everything. After finishing her meal, Qi Yue really did take her maids to select a few pots of flowers and plants to change.

“How about this one? It’s blooming beautifully,” Qi Yue pointed to the flowers the maids were holding and asked.

Chang Yuncheng sat cross-legged on the arhat bed in the west room, with an ancient qin placed in front of him. He sat boldly examining the qin as if in meditation, and didn’t even look when he heard Qi Yue’s words.

“Fine,” he said with a simple and forceful wave of his hand.

So easy to talk to. Qi Yue looked at him strangely and gestured to the maids.

Jiu Zhi carefully yet unable to hide her joy, carried a pot of orchids to the table beside Chang Yuncheng.

“Young Madam, do you think placing it here is appropriate?” she asked Qi Yue carefully while looking at Chang Yuncheng.

This maid… Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even glance at the person speaking so close to him, still contemplating his qin.

“Set it down,” Since the person wouldn’t give face to subordinates, the direct supervisor couldn’t also fail to give face. Qi Yue smiled and said.

Jiu Zhi carefully placed it down, even arranged the trembling leaves, secretly glanced at the Lord again with her head lowered, and could only retreat with obvious regret.

Qi Yue didn’t leave but walked around to Chang Yuncheng’s front out of curiosity.

“Can you play this?” she asked. This was a qin, right? “Play something for me to hear.”

Chang Yuncheng gave her a very concise three-word answer.

“Get out,” he said without even lifting his eyelids.

“Your sister!” Qi Yue also gave him a straightforward two-word reply.

Chang Yuncheng sat steadily like a mountain. Only after hearing the door move and that woman disappear from the room did he raise his head.

“My sister?” he frowned slightly with some confusion and some disdain. “Would my sister play for you? Really think highly of yourself!”

Chapter 57: Mutual Dislike
Qi Yue soon discovered why this young man was so agreeable about wanting the flowers and plants.

“These don’t look good anymore. Change them again,” Chang Yuncheng said, standing under the eaves and speaking to Qi Yue who was about to go out.

He was pointing at the flowers and plants that Qiu Xiang was directing the young maids to carry out.

Qiu Xiang’s face couldn’t hide a hint of smugness, but when Qi Yue looked over, she still timidly lowered her head.

In front of a courtyard full of maids and servants, Qi Yue felt she still couldn’t make this leader lose face, so she obediently took people to make another selection herself.

Then this scene played out again.

“Chang Yuncheng, enough is enough. Don’t play this game—it’s too childish,” Qi Yue said, standing in the main hall and watching Chang Yuncheng in the side room “pruning” the flowers and plants with his treasured sword.

He wore only a plain azure robe, not even tied with a belt, hanging loosely on his body, revealing his well-built chest with his movements.

“My room, I’ll arrange it however I want,” he said, casually throwing the treasured sword in his hand to the ground and striding toward her.

He brushed past Qi Yue heading toward the bedroom.

“Also, what did you call me?” He turned back to look at her, his eyes dark as he asked.

Modern habit was to call each other by name. Qi Yue forced out a smile.

“Lord,” she bowed with a skin-deep, insincere smile.

Chang Yuncheng’s lips curved in a mocking smile as he withdrew his gaze.

“Lord, let’s have a proper talk…” Qi Yue followed him, stepping into Chang Yuncheng’s room. As soon as she entered, she saw Chang Yuncheng removing his outer robe.

Before Qi Yue’s eyes appeared the man’s half-naked torso—bronze-colored skin, solid muscles, broad shoulders and narrow waist…

Her words involuntarily stopped as she froze in place.

Then Chang Yuncheng’s hand moved to his belt, and with just one pull, the loose pants began to fall.

“You pervert!” Although Qi Yue was older, she still couldn’t accept such close-range human artistry for the moment. Frightened, she quickly turned around and shouted angrily, “There are still people in the room! What are you taking off!”

“My room—who told you to come in?” came Chang Yuncheng’s leisurely voice from behind.

“Your room is also my room. Why can’t I come in?” Qi Yue said indignantly.

“Then suit yourself. What are you making such a fuss about?” Chang Yuncheng said indifferently.

Testing me? Sister, what haven’t I seen? Still afraid of looking at a man’s naked body! What naked body haven’t I seen! Not to mention being a doctor—even if I weren’t a doctor, what couldn’t I search for online!

“Fine,” Qi Yue laughed mockingly and turned around.

Chang Yuncheng clearly hadn’t expected her to really dare, and his expression immediately changed.

“You…” He had just opened his mouth to scold when he saw that this little wretch who had turned around had her eyes closed. After a moment of surprise, he couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

“Scared you,” Qi Yue said with some pride, eyes still closed, then carefully and slightly half-opened her eyes. She didn’t see any sight that would give her styes—the man’s pants were properly tied around his waist.

“Is playing this game interesting?” Qi Yue opened her eyes wide and glared at him.

Chang Yuncheng’s face showed amusement.

“Empty bluster,” he said.

When he smiled, his originally angular and somewhat cold hard features softened, taking on a somewhat sunny and bright quality. A handsome man’s smiling face always made people feel pleasant, so Qi Yue smiled along with him.

Seeing the woman before him break into a smile, Chang Yuncheng froze, his expression suddenly turning somber, his heart even more shocked.

What was he doing? He was actually smiling at this woman?

This woman had actually made him laugh?

Qi Yue didn’t notice.

“Lord, let’s have a proper talk…” She still planned to coexist peacefully, taking advantage of this young man’s good mood.

“Get out,” Chang Yuncheng said coldly, interrupting her words.

Only then did Qi Yue see that the man before her had returned to that expression of owing debts without paying them back, even worse than before. If previously it was like owing debts without paying them back, now it felt like owing debts without paying them back while also killing one’s own father.

“Hey, you…” Qi Yue was about to speak again in confusion.

“Get out. You wouldn’t want me to throw you out, would you?” Chang Yuncheng interrupted her, speaking coldly.

This attitude would be unbearable even for someone with a good temper, let alone Qi Yue, whose temper wasn’t particularly good.

“Are you mentally ill?” Qi Yue shouted with a dark expression. “What’s with all this startling and joy and anger? If you’re unhappy about something, say it!”

Before her words finished, Chang Yuncheng indeed strode forward, grabbed her shoulder with one hand, and pushed her out without ceremony.

How could Qi Yue withstand his strength? She staggered as she was shoved out, crashing into the flower stand newly placed in the corner.

The sound of flower pots shattering and the stand falling to the ground alarmed the maids outside.

Qiu Xiang was the first to rush in, followed closely by A’Ru and Que Zhi.

They looked at the scattered flower pot soil, wooden blocks, and frame on the ground, then at Qi Yue who had managed to steady herself against the partition wall without falling.

“Young Madam…” A’Ru hurried forward to help her.

“I accidentally bumped into it,” Qi Yue said with a smile, patting her clothes with her hands. “Que Zhi, have someone clean this up.”

Que Zhi responded and hurried to call people.

Qiu Xiang looked at Qi Yue somewhat appraisingly. When Qi Yue looked at her, she quickly averted her gaze and bent down to help with the wooden frame.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t emerge from the inner room, which remained silent.

Qi Yue smiled at A’Ru.

“Let’s go,” she said, not needing A’Ru’s support and walking out slowly by herself.

Que Zhi led two or three young maids carrying brooms and other tools as they filed in.

A’Ru followed Qi Yue into the room, looking at her carefully and worriedly.

“I’m fine. I won’t stoop to the level of that lunatic. What kind of person haven’t I seen? My former patients and their families came in all varieties,” Qi Yue said, sipping her tea and smiling at her.

A’Ru looked at her and realized the basket of comforting words she had prepared was useless. She breathed a sigh of relief.

“Young Madam, don’t be sad… The Lord just has a bad temper, but he’s actually quite good…” she said.

Before she finished speaking, Qi Yue set her teacup down heavily on the table.

“That brat, losing his temper with me—you just wait, I’ll remember this,” she said with a snort.

A’Ru sighed helplessly. She knew it…

“Young Madam, don’t say that. Between you and the Lord, harmony should be valued…” she said hurriedly.

Qi Yue smiled at her with pursed lips.

“Of course, we need harmony. He’s my husband after all. I can’t possibly fight him with a knife, can I? That would be asking for a divorce letter,” she said with a smile, patting A’Ru’s shoulder with her fan. “Don’t worry, I’m not that foolish to do something that would make enemies happy and loved ones sad.”

This kid is giving me this sour face because he wants to drive me away, right? Well, I won’t leave. I’ll stay right here, happy and cheerful, and slap his face swollen.

That evening at dinner, Qi Yue still appeared in the dining room with a bright smile.

“Lord,” she respectfully bowed in greeting.

After a beating, she’s finally behaving properly. She never had such manners before, thought Qiu Xiang, who was standing by.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even glance at Qi Yue, looking completely unsurprised.

“Lord, counting the days, I should go out tomorrow,” Qi Yue said indifferently, sitting down herself while watching the servants serve dishes and smiling.

Chang Yuncheng’s chopsticks paused slightly.

Counting the days, she should go out. He calculated in his mind, remembering he seemed to have heard about removing stitches or something…

“What? Do you have something that prevents you from going?” He looked up at Qi Yue, his lips showing undisguised mockery.

One trick, and she really planned to have him completely under her thumb?

“Something? What thing?” Qi Yue looked up at him, appearing confused. “Does the Lord have any instructions?”

Playing dumb? Chang Yuncheng sneered.

“However, even if the Lord has instructions, you’ll have to wait. I must go out tomorrow. Since I’ve taken on this matter, I need to see it through to the end,” Qi Yue said with a smile, speaking before Chang Yuncheng could.

This woman was still so arrogant, daring to speak to the Lord like this. Lord, quickly smash her with the rice bowl… Qiu Xiang screamed internally.

But to her disappointment, the Lord only raised his bowl to his mouth and said nothing more. After finishing his soup, he put down the bowl and left.

Qiu Xiang hurried to follow, glancing back as she reached the door.

“This porridge is well-made. I’ll have another bowl,” Qi Yue said.

Although Qi Yue remained as calm as if nothing had happened, too many people were watching the Lord’s courtyard. Plus, those who enjoyed seeing the Young Madam’s misfortune still constituted the majority in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, so news of Qi Yue’s collision with the flower pot in the Lord’s room quickly spread throughout.

“…The Young Madam was scolded by the Lord and got so scared she crashed into the flower pot…”

“…The Young Madam was trying to seduce the Lord and crashed into the flower pot…”

“…The Young Madam was hit by the Lord with a flower pot…”

“…The Young Madam was hit by the Lord with a flower pot so hard she vomited blood…”

A’Hao and Liu’er watched Qi Yue’s carriage leave through the gate before turning back. However, they didn’t return to the Lord’s courtyard. When Qi Yue wasn’t in the Lord’s courtyard, A’Hao would also withdraw. Though she appeared fine now, Qi Yue still required her to rest more. Following the Young Madam’s words was A’Hao’s only faith.

Liu’er naturally followed A’Hao’s lead.

When the two turned a corner, they happened to meet several maids gathered together. These maids were enthusiastically discussing these rumors and hadn’t noticed A’Hao and Liu’er behind them.

Following the maids was an old man swaying and half-asleep.

“…Vomited blood? Can she still live?” one maid expressed doubt about this rumor.

“Why couldn’t she live?” another maid snorted, lowering her voice. “…Vomiting blood isn’t that serious…”

The old man couldn’t stand listening to these young maids’ ignorance any longer.

“Vomiting blood isn’t serious? Vomiting blood means the five organs and six bowels are damaged. What does organ damage mean? In severe cases, one can’t survive,” he said with a snort, very impatient with these ignorant little maids’ chatter. “That maid in your house last time died because of internal organ injury. She didn’t even vomit blood then, just nausea and vomiting. Don’t underestimate this vomiting business.”

The old physician’s words made the young maids somewhat panicked.

“Ah, Doctor, the Third Miss’s maid you’re going to see this time also seems to vomit after eating. Could it be…” the maids chattered.

“Hey, that’s not right,” one maid thought of something. “We haven’t had any maids die here.”

Only then did everyone react and come to their senses.

“Right, we haven’t. Doctor, you must be mistaken,” they asked the old man.

“How could I be mistaken? A maid who was sentenced to caning—I was called in late at night, and she was already dying…” The old man didn’t like people questioning his memory and said with a snort, shaking his head and sighing. “So young, what a pity…”

Before he finished speaking, he heard someone cough behind him and call out “Doctor.”

The old man instinctively turned around and saw two fifteen or sixteen-year-old maids. He often moved among the servants of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion and knew the hierarchy, recognizing from their dress that they were second-class maids. One of them looked lovely and charming, smiling at him cheerfully.

“Doctor, I died so miserably!” This maid suddenly stuck out her tongue, stepped forward abruptly, and said to him in a drawn-out low voice while shaking her head.

This sudden statement in broad daylight startled the old man.

Was this maid crazy? He couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed. Seeing the maid’s face clearly, he suddenly cried out and stumbled backward several steps.

The young maids, who had been about to bow and greet A’Hao and Liu’er, hadn’t noticed what A’Hao had said. Suddenly knocked into by the old man, they became confused.

A’Hao laughed heartily.

“Which girl is sick? Better get a different doctor. This one…” she shook her head, “this one isn’t very good…”

After saying this, she waved her hand with a laugh and walked away.

“Doctor, what are you doing?” The young maids all felt embarrassed and scolded the old man.

“Ghost… ghost…” the old man said tremblingly, looking at A’Hao walking away, his face terrified.

“What ghost? That’s Miss A’Hao from the Young Madam’s service,” the young maids said even more impatiently. It seemed this doctor was really no good, actually having delusions.

The old man stared, and in the sunlight, the maid walking ahead cast a clear shadow on the ground, swaying long and short with her movement…

She was really alive…

The old man opened his mouth wide, staring fixedly at the walking maid. Her figure was light, her steps leisurely, and she would occasionally turn her head to chat and laugh with the maid beside her. Her smile was vivid, her expression lively.

“Impossible, impossible,” he just kept murmuring, “Impossible!”

Although it was night that day, he clearly remembered that poor maid’s appearance. Perhaps because she was too young, perhaps because of the mansion’s dirty methods toward servants, or perhaps because of the genuine anxiety and care shown by the roomful of people he had rarely seen in his years of practicing medicine in this mansion—he clearly remembered that maid who had one foot in the gates of hell that night.

“Sister A’Hao, what are you doing?” Liu’er asked in confusion.

A’Hao shook her head and laughed.

“When this doctor first examined me, the first thing he said was that I was going to die. It scared me so much I fainted right then…” she said with some indignation. “If not for…”

Her words stopped abruptly.

“If not for what?” Liu’er was still waiting to hear and asked hurriedly.

“If not for my good fortune, I really would have been scared to death by him,” A’Hao said with a laugh. “This time I’m scaring him back.”

Liu’er laughed after hearing this, but when she looked back, she saw that old man A’Hao had scared staring wide-eyed and running toward them.

“Oh my, that old man is chasing us,” she said hurriedly, grabbing A’Hao’s arm to hide.

A’Hao looked back. The old physician had already rushed in front of her and reached out to grab her other arm.

“You… how did you not die? How did you not die?” he shouted loudly, his expression agitated. “Who saved you? Who cured you?”

Chapter 58: Replacement
Qi Yue was unaware of what had happened in the marquis’s mansion.

Today was the day for the injured man to have his stitches removed. Although Qi Yue had decided not to display her medical skills anymore, she still couldn’t help but come to see.

Seeing her arrive, the injured man jumped directly down from the bed.

“Madam Qi, why haven’t you come to see me for so long?” he said with surprise, joy, and some sadness.

It hasn’t been that long, Qi Yue smiled, looking up to examine the injured man.

“Good, you’re full of vigor after just a few days. Your constitution is indeed strong,” she said with a smile, then looked at the senior disciple who had followed in. “Has your master gone out?”

“Yes, he’s been gone for several days now. It’s good that Madam Qi came, otherwise we wouldn’t know how to remove the stitches,” the senior disciple said.

“Did he go on a house call?” Qi Yue asked casually, feeling somewhat regretful. She would rarely go out in the future, and following Dr. Liu Pucheng would probably mean no chance to meet again. This doctor had left an excellent impression on her, particularly reminiscent of her mentor.

“Master didn’t say,” the senior disciple replied. “He’s been gone for several days, only saying he went to search for medicine.”

Since Liu Pucheng wasn’t there, she would remove the stitches this time. Qi Yue turned to look for A’Ru.

Hu San, quick-eyed and nimble-footed, inserted himself.

“Master, what do you need me to prepare?” he asked respectfully.

Qi Yue glanced at the small bundle A’Ru held in her arms. The large medicine box was no longer necessary to carry. Except for instruments, all the medicines were gone, so before going out she had only asked A’Ru to wrap things in cloth.

“Liquor, the stronger the better, boiled water with salt added, and cotton,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San responded and hurried off cheerfully.

“Why are you still standing? Lie down quickly,” Qi Yue said after washing her hands and putting on her mask and gloves, only then noticing the injured man had been standing the whole time.

Seeing her look over, the injured man nodded happily, propped himself on the bed with one hand, and lay down smoothly.

“Nice moves,” Qi Yue said with a smile. Was this what people with martial arts skills in ancient times were like?

The injured man lay on the bed looking at her, showing a big smile.

Hu San quickly brought the items.

“It’ll hurt a bit, bear with it,” Qi Yue said, tearing off a piece of cotton, dipping it in liquor while smiling at the injured man.

The injured man’s gaze never left Qi Yue.

“Looking at Madam Qi,” he opened his mouth to speak, but a large hand promptly covered his mouth, and the rest of his words became muffled sounds.

“Madam Qi, it’s fine. This kid isn’t afraid of pain. Do as you please,” the dark-faced big man said to Qi Yue with a grin, his hand firmly covering the injured man’s mouth.

Qi Yue’s smile was hidden by her mask, showing only her curved eyes. She said nothing more, lowering her head to begin disinfecting. Forceps and scissors worked in busy but orderly alternation.

The room quieted down, with only the injured man’s occasional sharp intakes of breath from pain. Everyone’s gaze, except for the injured man’s, was focused on Qi Yue’s hands as scissors and forceps rapidly alternated—slender hands, skillful hands…

Walking out the door of Qianjin Hall, Qi Yue turned around to look at the people who had seen her out.

“Well then, goodbye,” she said, waving with a smile.

“Safe travels, Madam Qi,” the senior disciple and all the apprentices said in unison, bowing respectfully.

As they bent down, Qi Yue could see the injured man behind them. He was being held back by the dark-faced big man, wanting to follow out but unable to.

“Madam Qi, Madam Qi, my name is Jiang Hai,” he could only wave and call out to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled at him, nodded once more to the senior disciple and others, then took A’Ru’s hand to board the carriage.

As the carriage was about to enter the side gate, it was stopped by an old man.

Since this old man was known to all the mansion’s servants, he wasn’t beaten away with sticks.

Although he wasn’t beaten away, the servants and matrons who came out still blocked him, not letting him approach.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, this old man wants to ask you one question. Please let this old man say one word, otherwise this old man will die with eyes unclosed,” the old man shouted hoarsely.

This had the flavor of blocking the road to voice grievances. Qi Yue lifted the carriage curtain but didn’t immediately recognize that the old man desperately blocking the carriage was the old physician she had seen that day.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, do you still remember this old man? That night I examined your maid’s illness,” the old man saw Qi Yue show her face and hurriedly waved and called out.

“Oh, it’s you, Doctor,” Qi Yue looked at him, having basically guessed what this was about. There it is, as expected, she thought, immediately showing a delighted smile on her face. “I was just wanting to thank you.”

The old man was stunned by her words, the words he was about to shout stuck in his throat.

“Me?” he said in bewilderment.

“Yes,” Qi Yue smiled with genuine feeling. “That day my maid was clearly going to die, but we followed what you said before leaving—we worshipped the divine physician Bian Que in the courtyard. My maid and I worshipped all night, and she indeed recovered.”

What… what?

The old man stared wide-eyed.

“I’ve been saying I wanted to reward you, Doctor, but never had the time. A’Ru, quick, grab some money.”

Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru responded, got down from the carriage, untied the money pouch from her body and stuffed it all to the old man.

“Young Madam, you’re joking, aren’t you?” he finally came to his senses and shouted, but where was the Young Madam’s figure?

Qi Yue’s carriage had already entered the marquis’s mansion, the side gate slowly closed, leaving only him standing dazedly in place clutching a money pouch.

“This is impossible. This is impossible,” the old man murmured, his eyes unfocused.

After the carriage entered the mansion, as Qi Yue got down and walked toward the courtyard, she heard about A’Hao’s joke from today.

“…That old physician grabbed Miss A’Hao and wouldn’t let go, completely mad. It took four or five matrons to pull him away,” Jiu Zhi described to Qi Yue with a laugh.

When she heard that A’Hao had jumped out to tease the physician herself, A’Ru’s expression had already darkened.

Qi Yue’s expression remained normal.

“Oh? Saying A’Ru should be dead? Shouldn’t be alive?” she said with a smile, with some nonchalance.

“Exactly, really crazy. How could someone perfectly fine not deserve to live?” Jiu Zhi said with a laugh, and the following maids and matrons also laughed in agreement.

“What’s wrong with this physician?” Qi Yue waved her hand with a laugh. “Better get a different doctor.”

“He was driven away immediately,” Jiu Zhi replied promptly. “I told Nanny Su to select a new physician. Someone has already been sent to handle it. I also personally went to Third Miss’s place to explain. The new physician should already be there examining the maid by now.”

Qi Yue looked at her with a smile.

“Well done,” she said.

“It’s because the Young Madam taught well,” Jiu Zhi said with a bright smile, bowing in thanks.

Speaking, they entered the courtyard. Several matrons were already waiting to report matters. After finishing business, there were people from the accounting office bringing the monthly financial reports Qi Yue had requested. Since they had never done this before, although Qi Yue had personally written the format and items, what the accounting office brought was still a mess. Qi Yue had to patiently explain everything again. After a chaotic busy period, things finally quieted down. She found an excuse to dismiss Jiu Zhi and the other maids, closed the door, and only then did Qi Yue and A’Ru ask about A’Hao.

“…I didn’t say anything, just insisted that I had good fortune. That physician got stubborn from somewhere and insisted I must have been cured by someone,” A’Hao said with her head lowered. “It’s all my fault for provoking that physician.”

When they first entered, A’Ru had already angrily poked A’Hao’s head several times with her finger. Now after hearing everything, she still couldn’t help being angry and pulled A’Hao to kneel down.

“How can you never learn from your mistakes?” This time she was really angry, kneeling down herself and solemnly kowtowing to Qi Yue. “Please, Young Madam, dismiss A’Hao. This girl absolutely cannot stay here.”

“Young Madam, Sister A’Ru, I’ll never dare again. Please forgive me this once,” A’Hao said in great alarm, immediately crying and kowtowing.

Qi Yue didn’t smile and tell them to get up as usual, but seemed thoughtful.

“A’Hao, actually changing to a different position wouldn’t be bad,” she said.

A’Hao was greatly shocked, looking up at Qi Yue with a pale face.

“Young Madam,” she instantly broke into uncontrollable sobs, prostrating herself and crying bitterly.

A’Ru, however, immediately guessed Qi Yue’s thoughts.

“A’Hao, the Young Madam is doing this for your own good,” she said quietly. “You should go.”

A’Hao looked at Qi Yue with tears streaming down her face, biting her lower lip and slowly bowing down to kowtow.

“A’Hao, listen to the Young Madam,” she said chokingly.

The next day, Miss A’Hao from the Young Madam’s service accidentally dropped a jade comb while combing hair. The Young Madam was very angry and scolded A’Hao several times. A’Hao’s arguing back angered the Young Madam even more.

“You should have gone back to rest properly after being ill,” the Young Madam directly dismissed A’Hao with one sentence.

When this news spread, it surprised all the maids and matrons in the mansion.

“This A’Hao was originally arrogant and domineering. She should have been driven out long ago…”

“A’Hao was first ill, and though she’s somewhat better now, she still can’t do much work. Those maids all saw it—every day she’s either lying down or sitting around like a young lady. What use did the Young Madam have keeping her…”

“Right, plus that physician kept insisting she was supposed to die—how inauspicious. The Young Madam definitely couldn’t keep her…”

“…I think Jiu Zhi is getting more capable, pushing her out…”

There were all kinds of discussions, but as A’Hao left the Young Madam’s courtyard and was said to cry for several days at home without eating or drinking, people gradually stopped mentioning her. Maids gaining and losing favor with their masters was very common—nothing unusual about it.

“Young Madam, Nanny Su asks which maid to pick to fill A’Hao’s vacancy,” Jiu Zhi asked.

Qi Yue leaned somewhat lazily against the window, staring at the gradually yellowing leaves in the courtyard in a daze. She felt like it had been a long time—perhaps she should return to Qiu Tong Courtyard. Maybe she could go back now. Jiu Zhi had to ask twice before she turned her face.

“No need. We have enough people. No need to add more,” she said with a smile.

There was no need to pull more people in. When she inevitably left suddenly someday, these maids who had followed her through this commotion didn’t know whether it would be fortune or misfortune for them. Better to have one less if possible.

“How can that work?” Jiu Zhi brought over tea and said.

“Why wouldn’t it work?” Qi Yue took it with a smile. “Having you few is enough. What, afraid you’ll get tired?”

“Oh my, what are you saying, Young Madam?” Jiu Zhi said with a laugh. “How can I answer that?”

“You should answer: give me A’Hao’s monthly allowance, and I’ll do two people’s work without feeling wronged,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

“If Young Madam really dares give it to me, I really dare accept it,” Jiu Zhi said half-jokingly.

As master and servant were joking, Lan’er came in to report.

“Young Madam, Concubine Zhou’s maid has come to deliver sugar cakes,” she said, with a smiling maid behind her.

“Young Madam, these are sugar cakes newly sent from the concubine’s family home. The concubine asked me to bring you a box—Young Madam loves these,” the maid said, walking forward with some familiarity.

Chapter 59: Support
Without A’Ru nearby, naturally no one introduced this maid to Qi Yue. She could only distinguish from the clothing that this was a second-class maid.

The Marquis Dingxi’s concubines could only have one second-class maid at most—they weren’t qualified to have head maids.

“Thank you, Concubine,” Qi Yue said with a smile. A’Ru had told her the rules—she didn’t need to be too polite with concubines, just treat them normally, so she didn’t stand up.

Jiu Zhi reached out to receive the sugar cakes. A flash of surprise crossed the maid’s eyes, but she quickly concealed it. She looked around the room as if she had something to say.

“Lan’er, go wrap a box of our sweets here for the concubine to taste,” Qi Yue said.

Lan’er responded and went out. Que Zhi didn’t move.

“If you have something to say, go ahead,” Qi Yue said to the maid with a smile.

Had this Jiu Zhi really become the Young Madam’s confidant? A’Jin was somewhat surprised.

“It’s like this—the Young Madam is short-handed here. The concubine worried the Young Madam might not find someone suitable right away, so she asked this servant to mention that Ximei from the kitchen is quite clever. The Young Madam might try her out first,” she said straightforwardly.

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised. This Concubine Zhou was so direct with her? Could it be that she had an unusual relationship with the original owner? Was she genuinely helping her again? Or had she come so quickly to seek mutual benefit?

She thought this while nodding with a smile.

“Thank the concubine for her concern. I’ve noted it,” she said.

Having delivered the message, A’Jin didn’t stay longer and took her leave.

“Haven’t heard of this Ximei. Young Madam, shall this servant go inquire?” Jiu Zhi said from the side.

Qi Yue generally wouldn’t assign matters of investigating people to Jiu Zhi.

“Checking the storehouse inventory is urgent. Let Lan’er handle this small matter,” Qi Yue said.

Jiu Zhi happily agreed. Checking storehouse inventory would earn the fawning, flattery, and respect of those storehouse matrons—much more prestigious than investigating people.

“Concubine Zhou is the Old Marchioness’s niece, the concubine daughter of the old madam’s half-brother,” A’Ru introduced to Qi Yue. “She was highly regarded by the old madam before and was quite familiar and close with you, Young Madam.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, thinking of the beautiful woman who had helped her at the Mid-Autumn banquet, and nodded. She looked through the personnel register herself and saw this was a seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl, not a house-born servant but the daughter-in-law of a third-class matron who had come to serve halfway through. The next day she asked Lan’er about her investigation.

“Eloquent and persuasive, but there’s one thing—she’s addicted to gambling,” Lan’er answered concisely.

Qi Yue hadn’t planned to add more people anyway. Seeing this girl’s background and age, she wasn’t inclined to use her, and hearing about the gambling addiction made her dismiss the idea entirely. Two days later, she directly ordered that the mansion was short-staffed and couldn’t spare more maids, so the three existing maids around her would work harder, and the vacant second-class maid’s monthly allowance would be added to these three, settling the matter.

When this news came, both Concubine Zhou and A’Jin were greatly shocked.

Concubine Zhou hadn’t expected Qi Yue not to use her recommended person. Moreover, Qi Yue had made the announcement first, then sent someone to inform her—a second-class maid who said thanks, with the rest being the same words announced to everyone.

“Does she really think having the Marquis and Lord backing her means her wings are hard? Not even paying attention to me? Has this girl gone silly with joy?” Concubine Zhou laughed lightly, but her hand unconsciously gripped the teacup tightly.

Qi Yue hadn’t thought so much. She managed the household to make her own life more comfortable, and naturally couldn’t be casual about people placed beside her. This matter was quickly forgotten by her, as she really couldn’t spare attention for it. Just as she had said, since gaining the Lord’s and Marquis’s backing, their days had become less smooth than before.

First, Third Miss’s maid quarreled with kitchen staff over a bowl of porridge. Then the storehouse inventory didn’t match the accounts, and a group of matrons nearly staged a full martial arts performance in the storehouse. Nanny Su shirked responsibility, saying whatever happened should “go ask the Young Madam,” making Qi Yue’s courtyard as busy as New Year.

Although Qi Yue cut through the chaos swiftly to resolve matters, she was still summoned by the Marquis because this incident involved his personal attendants.

“If you don’t understand something, ask your mother more,” Marquis Dingxi said with a smile.

Qi Yue responded affirmatively and looked up at the Great Madam sitting nearby who seemed to be in meditation, Concubine Zhu wiping tears with a handkerchief, and Concubine Zhou pouring tea.

“Young Madam shouldn’t blame there being so many matters,” Concubine Zhu sobbed. “I don’t know what came over me—I suddenly wanted steamed fish. I’m new here and don’t know the mansion’s rules, didn’t know I couldn’t add dishes…”

Marquis Dingxi’s expression became several degrees uglier than before.

“Yueniang, rules are dead, but people are alive. This is our home, not some government office,” he said slowly, taking the tea from Concubine Zhou.

Although facing a beauty, when his personal attendant was wronged, he as a man lost face. Compared to beauty, face was more important.

Concubine Zhou held the tea and stood quietly aside without speaking.

“Yes, it’s daughter-in-law’s fault. Concubine, please don’t say that,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “People with child have different appetites than before. I was careless—I’ll tell them immediately.”

Concubine Zhu smiled with some grievance.

“It’s still my fault for troubling the kitchen staff. I don’t know why I suddenly want this and suddenly want that,” she said, glancing at Marquis Dingxi while stroking her swollen belly.

“Marquis, why not set up a separate kitchen for Concubine Zhu?” the Great Madam, who had been silent, spoke up.

Marquis Dingxi hesitated and looked at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue immediately nodded with a smile.

“Mother thinks most thoroughly,” she said hurriedly.

“This… this isn’t good. Others don’t have one,” Concubine Zhu said like a startled rabbit, timidly looking at Marquis Dingxi. “And I’m new here.”

So what if she was new? Outside she was pampered with fine clothes and food—should she suffer over food after entering the household? Marquis Dingxi immediately decided and nodded.

The Great Madam’s lips curved in a slight smile as she returned to meditation.

“Young Madam, you really shouldn’t have agreed to this,” A’Ru said with some anxiety.

Qi Yue sat on the kang drinking tea to moisten her throat.

“I know. Opening this for Concubine Zhu means the other concubines will inevitably want the same,” she said. “In front of the Marquis, how could I not give him face?”

“Madam did it on purpose. She never opened this precedent for anyone before,” A’Ru sighed with a worried expression. “Now the others will have excuses to make trouble.”

“What’s to fear? The Marquis opened this precedent—if they want it, let them ask the Marquis,” Jiu Zhi said with a snort, covering her face with a handkerchief that had a palm print that hadn’t yet faded—a gift from Third Miss.

“You can’t say that. The Marquis is the head of household, I’m the house manager. I’m here to help him with worries and handle affairs. If everything gets brought to him, what use am I?” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Jiu Zhi nodded.

“Since you put it that way, those matrons are too much, and Nanny Su too. Why don’t they think this way? When there’s trouble, they play dumb and push everything to the Young Madam. Young Madam, they’re useless—dismiss them from their positions,” Jiu Zhi said indignantly.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Dismissing one or two is easy to explain, but dismissing more than ten would be hard to justify,” she said, pressing her forehead.

Both Jiu Zhi and A’Ru looked worried. Having the title of house manager but not the power—truly difficult.

Not only did the Great Madam not help, she deliberately stirred up trouble. If only the Old Marchioness were still here.

“Concubine Zhou has arrived,” a maid announced from outside.

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised, while A’Ru hurried to personally greet her at the door.

Just a concubine—Jiu Zhi didn’t think much of it and stood without moving.

Qi Yue stood up and invited her to sit with a smile.

“At that time, I couldn’t help you speak up. You did well to agree smoothly. The Marquis appears good-tempered but is actually stubborn—you can only go along with him, not against him,” Concubine Zhou said candidly as she sat down, her face full of approval and some affectionate gratitude as she looked at Qi Yue. “You’ve truly become sensible now. If the Old Madam were still here, she’d be very pleased.”

Qi Yue already knew Concubine Zhou’s background—one was the Old Marchioness’s relative, the other was personally brought into the mansion by the Old Marchioness. They were naturally the Old Marchioness’s direct line. Although she had no memory of Qi Yueniang, she could imagine that Qi Yueniang and Concubine Zhou must have been close.

“Thank you for your concern, Concubine,” Qi Yue said with a smile, immediately thinking of the maid incident last time. Perhaps she had been wrong—maybe that maid truly had exceptional qualities, which was why Concubine Zhou had strongly recommended her. Thinking this, she felt somewhat apologetic. “About that maid last time…”

“Using one or two fewer maids is nothing, but these managing matrons are different,” Concubine Zhou interrupted her with a smile, taking out a list from her sleeve.

Qi Yue took it and saw names written on it along with their respective strengths.

“These are all old hands from back then, the Old Madam’s people,” Concubine Zhou said.

Qi Yue immediately understood, looking at her and nodding with a smile.

“Thank you, Concubine. I know what to do,” she said.

Concubine Zhou patted her hand, showing the smile of an elder seeing a younger generation.

At this moment, commotion came from the courtyard.

“The Lord has returned,” Jiu Zhi’s excited voice carried in.

A series of footsteps passed by, then came the bustle from the Lord’s room—Qiu Xiang calling for people to bring water and such.

Concubine Zhou had already stood when she heard Jiu Zhi’s voice, but saw Qi Yue still sitting.

“Why aren’t you going to serve him?” she asked in surprise, then shook her head.

“He doesn’t like me serving him,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Concubine Zhou shook her head and smiled.

“Men are all contrary in word and heart,” she said to Qi Yue with a smile, reaching out to pull her up for examination. “Such beautiful years shouldn’t be wasted like this.”

As Concubine Zhou held her hand, Qi Yue felt something being pressed into her palm and made a surprised sound.

Concubine Zhou pressed her hand and patted it.

“This is a fragrance all men like. Take it and apply it,” she said with a smile, getting up and walking out.

Qi Yue opened her hand and unwrapped the paper package. Pink powder with a delicate fragrance, though it smelled somewhat fishy. After smelling it, she felt her chest burning with some inexplicable impulse.

Was this the legendary aphrodisiac? This Concubine Zhou really was something. Qi Yue shook her head, wrapped it up, and threw it to A’Ru who was entering.

“Burn it,” she said.

A’Ru asked nothing and immediately tucked it into her sleeve and went out.
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Chapter 60: Setting Things in Order
What followed was indeed as they had predicted. With Concubine Zhu’s private kitchen established, many people began making demands about their meals.

“Second Miss says she feels unwell and wants to eat light food…”

“…Concubine Liu feels unwell and says the food sent from the kitchen is somewhat cold.”

Listening to Jiu Zhi’s reports, Qi Yue learned that in just a few days, except for Third Young Master, all the masters in the mansion, big and small, had begun making various demands, including Fourth Miss who was still being carried by her wet nurse despite being only a few years old.

“…The concubines, young masters, and misses all have set meal allowances. Convert these to silver to see how much it is. Then let them have whatever they want made, with only one condition—they cannot exceed that set silver amount. Within this range, what they eat, how much they eat, and when they eat is up to them,” Qi Yue ordered.

The managing matrons naturally offered various excuses again. Some said it wasn’t proper, those delivering meals said they were too busy, the kitchen said they didn’t know how to make certain dishes, and the purchasing staff said they happened not to have bought the meat and vegetables these people suddenly craved. The chaos nearly lifted the roof.

“So you’re saying you can’t do it?” Qi Yue asked after letting them make enough noise and setting down her teacup.

“It’s not that we’re making excuses, Young Madam. This has never been done before,” one matron said, taking the lead.

“Days are long, passing one by one. How could everything be the same? There are always new things. When there are problems, find ways to solve them. What’s the point of clinging to the past? Not enough people? Add more. Don’t know how to cook? Learn. Haven’t purchased ingredients? Go buy them. What can’t be done?” Qi Yue interrupted her, scanning these managing matrons with their various expressions. “Since you can’t do it, let’s replace you with people who can.”

At these words, all the managing matrons were shocked.

“Young Madam, with the year-end approaching, the mansion is at its busiest. We can’t have chaos,” Nanny Su could no longer pretend to be blind and deaf, and said hurriedly.

“It’s fine. How big a deal is it? Anyone can see what needs to be done,” Qi Yue waved her hand, efficiently picking up the personnel register and beginning to assign who would replace whom.

As she read out names one by one, Nanny Su and most of those present changed expressions.

“I knew it! That wench is stirring up trouble behind the scenes!” Madam Xie slammed her palm on the table, making the teacups shake.

The mansion’s servants had instantly returned to the team from when the Old Marchioness was in charge.

“I wondered why this time the Young Madam caused more trouble than I expected. Turns out Concubine Zhou was fanning the flames behind the scenes, using the Young Madam as a weapon and taking this opportunity to replace our people,” Nanny Su said, carefully steadying the teacup.

Madam Xie sneered coldly, her anger dissipating from her face.

“They’re just some servants. Do they think this makes them reach the heavens?” she said, leaning against her pillow with a smile. “She thinks this is still the old days? She’s not the Old Marchioness, and Cheng-ge’er isn’t the Marquis either.”

Nanny Su nodded. Indeed, Concubine Zhou’s former prominence in the mansion had relied on the Old Madam’s and Marquis’s favor, but the current Young Madam was…

“Madam, the Young Madam has been living in the Lord’s room quite a while now. With long nights come many dreams, and with a man and woman alone together, our Lord is naturally fine, but that woman might have some underhanded methods. Don’t forget Concubine Zhou is behind her. What if it really turns out as Second Madam said…” she said in a low voice, remembering something.

Madam Xie sat up straight again and nodded.

“Back then, that old witch, to strengthen this wench’s position, wouldn’t let us add even one servant to Cheng-ge’er’s room. Then she left for three years. Now that he’s back, naturally it’s time to add people,” she said. “Summon the Lord, and also call those maids I’ve selected.”

Nanny Su responded affirmatively and hurried to withdraw.

Here, since replacing people according to Concubine Zhou’s list, Qi Yue felt everything had suddenly become peaceful.

“It seems your Old Madam left behind backup plans, having Concubine Zhou to assist,” she said with a smile to A’Ru, who was sitting on a footstool embroidering shoes.

“Concubine Zhou,” A’Ru stopped her needle and sighed. “When the Old Madam managed the household, she assisted. She was most familiar with these affairs and people in the house. But her status couldn’t be brought to the forefront. When the Old Madam wasn’t there, she…”

Qi Yue nodded.

“I thought Concubine Zhou wouldn’t help the Young Madam,” A’Ru said with another smile, continuing to sew with her head down. “When the Young Madam was confined to Qiu Tong Courtyard, lacking food and clothing, when there was really no other way, she sought help from Concubine Zhou.”

“She didn’t help?” Qi Yue asked.

A’Ru nodded, her needle stopping again.

“At that time, Concubine Zhou’s days weren’t easy either. Madam was constantly waiting to find fault with her. Besides, even if she wanted to help, what could she do?” she said, shaking her head with a sigh.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, sat up to stretch her arms, and looked at the sky outside—clear to the point of being suffocating.

Since this Concubine Zhou was willing to help, she could relax.

“A’Ru, let’s go for a walk,” she said.

“Does the Young Madam want to leave the mansion?” A’Ru put down her work and asked hurriedly.

Initially, she had indeed wanted to see what ancient markets were like, but now she felt somewhat listless.

“No, let’s go to Qiu Tong Courtyard,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru responded and took a cloak to tie around her.

Stopping a large group of maids who wanted to follow, Qi Yue only brought A’Ru as she walked back to Qiu Tong Courtyard. A’Hao, who used to rest here during the day, had been sent away, so it was cold and deserted during the day with only one matron watching the gate.

“How is A’Hao?” Qi Yue asked.

A’Ru helped her step over the threshold.

“We told her to choose where to go, but she hasn’t chosen yet. She’s listless at home,” she replied.

“You choose a good place for her—somewhere with light work, simple relationships, and where she won’t go hungry,” Qi Yue said, looking at the courtyard. After just a few days without residents, it already felt desolate.

With a creak, she pushed open the door. Of course, there wasn’t dust falling—according to orders, this place was cleaned daily.

Qi Yue looked up at the roof beam.

A’Ru also followed her gaze, somehow feeling cold in her heart.

“I originally came from here,” Qi Yue said, pointing at the roof beam with a smile.

A’Ru shivered, not knowing what to say.

“When I first woke up, I was nearly scared to death,” Qi Yue continued talking as if to herself, smiling again. “Even now, I still think this is all a dream. A’Ru, this is a dream, isn’t it?”

“Young Madam, A’Ru is alive and real. If you don’t believe it, pinch me,” A’Ru said.

“I’ve already pinched myself many times,” Qi Yue said, shaking her head with a smile while patting her own arm, looking up at the roof beam again. “Tell me, if I go up and hang myself again, would I be able to go back?”

A’Ru was so frightened she immediately knelt down, clutching her clothes.

Chapter 61: Listening to the Guqin
“Young Madam, you mustn’t joke about such things. That’s not going back—that’s death,” she said with a trembling voice.

“Well, it’s precisely because your Young Madam died that I came here. If I die, maybe I can go back then,” Qi Yue still gazed at the ceiling beam with a furrowed brow, her expression eager to try.

“Who can say for certain? This isn’t something to test—this is about life!” A’Ru anxiously tugged at her sleeve. “Life only comes once, it can’t be tested. You—you yourself said that life is precious, that one shouldn’t casually talk about dying. You lecture me about this, yet you don’t listen to your own words.”

Qi Yue snapped back to reality and laughed heartily, quickly reaching out to pull A’Ru up.

“Yes, yes, absolutely right. One truly can’t test such things carelessly. Just this one little life, barely managed to survive—who knows what kind of good fortune that was,” she laughed. “I deserve to have my mouth slapped for saying such wrong things.”

Only then did A’Ru breathe a sigh of relief.

“Young Madam, let’s go outside for a walk,” she quickly said, not daring to stay in this place any longer.

Qi Yue shook her head and sat down in the room instead.

“Let me sit a while longer. Maybe if I sit long enough, I’ll suddenly be able to go back,” she muttered to herself. “But if I do go back, would it be my soul going back or my body going back together? If it’s just my soul, would this body die, or would Qi Yueniang come back?”

She mumbled these words to herself, while A’Ru listened from the side with her hair standing on end, wishing she could drag Qi Yue away from here immediately.

“A’Ru, I really want to go home,” Qi Yue lifted her head to look at the high ceiling and sighed.

A’Ru didn’t know how to comfort her. She remembered when she first came to the Marquis Dingxi’s manor—during the day she didn’t dare cry, but at night she would hide under her blanket and weep, homesick. That home was so poor, staying there might have meant starving to death, but she still longed for it, missed her parents. With parents there, it was home—no matter how poor or bitter, it was a place that brought happiness just thinking about it.

Young Madam’s home must be much, much better than her own, so she would miss it even more…

Both women in the room fell silent.

A ethereal and deep guqin melody drifted in.

Qi Yue, who had been in a daze, came back to her senses and listened intently.

The music seemed distant yet near, graceful and flowing, profound and refreshing.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but stand up.

“Who’s playing the guqin? Let’s go see,” she said.

A’Ru was eager to leave and quickly followed her out.

Opening the courtyard gate, the music became even clearer. Qi Yue followed the sound, turned past Qiu Tong’s courtyard, and saw ahead a bamboo grove like a screen. At this moment, in a small pavilion in front of the bamboo grove, a man with his back to them, facing the bamboo grove, was playing the guqin.

Qi Yue walked over, and A’Ru pulled her back.

“It’s Third Young Master,” she whispered.

Before she finished speaking, the music stopped, and the man turned around. Indeed, it was that Third Young Master.

“Yue… Sister-in-law?” He was obviously surprised and stood up.

“You can play this too?” Qi Yue smiled and walked over, remembering that Chang Yuncheng also had a guqin in his room. People in ancient times were truly refined, skilled in music, chess, calligraphy, and painting.

Her use of the word “too” made Chang Yunqi understand.

“Father enjoys this, so all us brothers and sisters hired famous teachers to learn. However, elder brother learned the best. Your younger brother is just making a fool of himself,” he smiled.

“How is it foolish? It sounds so beautiful,” Qi Yue laughed while walking over. “I haven’t heard music in so long. Play another piece for me to listen to.”

A’Ru tugged at her sleeve from behind.

Qi Yue shook her off.

“I’m about to die of boredom,” she whispered to A’Ru.

A’Ru paused and awkwardly withdrew her hand.

Chang Yunqi saw all their movements and conversation, merely smiled without saying anything, lifted his robes and sat cross-legged, steadied the strings, and began to play.

Qi Yue sat down on the nearby steps, listening to the long, deep guqin music in her ears, watching the bamboo grove that remained verdant even in autumn, temporarily casting aside her complex thoughts. She didn’t know how much time passed before the music ended with lingering echoes.

“That was truly beautiful,” Qi Yue came back to her senses and applauded.

Chang Yunqi smiled.

“How long did you study? Is it hard to learn?” Qi Yue asked again.

Chang Yunqi looked at her.

“Have you really forgotten everything from before?” he couldn’t help but ask.

“Would I lie about that?” Qi Yue laughed.

Chang Yunqi’s expression showed disbelief.

“In this world, when you tell the truth, no one believes you, but when you lie, everyone believes you. How strange,” Qi Yue made a face at him.

“How is that possible?” Chang Yunqi shook his head.

“Why not? Anything is possible,” Qi Yue laughed, looking at the guqin in front of Chang Yunqi, couldn’t help but get up and walk over, crouching down to touch it.

The strings made discordant sounds.

“This is a guqin, right?” she asked curiously.

“Yes,” Chang Yunqi smiled.

“It must be very expensive,” Qi Yue nodded.

Chang Yunqi didn’t know what to say and just smiled.

“Are you doing well?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue was studying the guqin when she heard the question and looked up at him.

“I’m fine,” she said, seeing the genuine concern in Chang Yunqi’s expression. This concern wasn’t fake—it was one of the few kind expressions she’d seen since coming here. She smiled and nodded. “Thank you.”

Chang Yunqi was made somewhat uncomfortable by her smile and thanks.

“At least you’ve improved—you know how to say thank you now,” he smiled.

“I didn’t say thank you before?” Qi Yue asked, following his lead.

A’Ru coughed once from the side, interrupting their conversation.

“Young Madam, we’ve been out for quite a while. We should go back,” she said with her head down.

“Go back for what?” Qi Yue shook her head and replied casually.

These words had a different meaning to Chang Yunqi’s ears, and his expression darkened as he looked at Qi Yue.

“Did he really hit you?” he suddenly asked.

A’Ru’s head shot up like a startled rabbit, while Qi Yue was a bit slow to react.

“Who? Hit me?” she asked, looking at Chang Yunqi before understanding. She laughed. “No, no, you’re listening to their nonsense.”

Chang Yunqi looked completely unconvinced.

“You? Every time you’re bullied, don’t you always say ‘no’?” he shook his head.

That might be true for Qi Yueniang, but not for Qi Yue.

“Really, no,” Qi Yue raised her hand and laughed.

“Young Madam, let’s go back,” A’Ru raised her voice again, glancing at Chang Yunqi. “It’s getting late.”

Qi Yue looked up at the sky—it was just past midday, with blue sky and white clouds.

“Let’s go back,” Chang Yunqi smiled, standing up first. “I should go back too.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment, clapped her hands and stood up.

She walked down with him.

“Your courtyard is nearby?” she made casual conversation.

Chang Yunqi stopped and looked at her.

Qi Yue didn’t understand and looked back at him.

“I believe you now,” Chang Yunqi smiled. “You really have forgotten everything from before—you don’t even know where I live. Back then, that courtyard was one you and I chose together…”

A’Ru coughed heavily from behind, cutting off Chang Yunqi’s words.

Chang Yunqi frowned and turned to look at A’Ru, his expression darkening.

“What? Now I can’t even speak to Yueniang?” he asked A’Ru. “Never mind that she’s my sister-in-law now—just considering the sibling bond from living in grandmother’s courtyard together for a year, now even talking is forbidden?”

A’Ru immediately knelt down with a thud, kowtowing repeatedly and saying she wouldn’t dare.

“She doesn’t mean it that way,” Qi Yue quickly smiled and reached out to help A’Ru up.

A’Ru kept her head down and didn’t dare get up.

Chang Yunqi snorted and walked away first. Only then did A’Ru stand up.

“You’re brothers and sisters, it’s normal to talk. Don’t be so nervous,” Qi Yue whispered to A’Ru. “Could it be that here you can’t even…”

A’Ru was frightened and quickly covered her mouth, shaking her head with terror in her eyes.

Qi Yue smiled and said nothing more, seeing that Chang Yunqi ahead had stopped again.

“Sister-in-law, that barbecue you made last time, especially the roasted garlic—it was quite delicious. When will you invite me to eat it again?” he turned around and said.

“Sure, no problem, anytime,” Qi Yue smiled.

After speaking, she frowned again. When had she ever invited him to eat barbecue?

As they spoke, four or five maids and old women approached from the roadside. Seeing the three of them, they quickly stopped, and hearing these words, they quickly lowered their heads.

Chang Yunqi had already walked up to them.

“Third Young Master,” they all bowed in unison.

Chang Yunqi, carrying his guqin, strode away.

“Young Madam,” the maids and old women then bowed to Qi Yue as she approached.

Qi Yue acknowledged them with a sound, A’Ru kept her head down and followed closely, and the two went in another direction.

A’Ru seemed quite affected, remaining silent throughout the journey despite Qi Yue’s attempts to cheer her up.

“You child, you’re too nervous,” Qi Yue laughed.

A’Ru kept her mouth shut and said nothing.

Just as Qi Yue was trying to think of ways to make her talk, a maid came running toward them.

“Young Madam, Young Madam!” Que Zhi called out with a frightened expression.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue quickly asked.

“Young Madam, this is terrible!” Que Zhi was almost crying, rushing up to her with legs that could barely support her. “The Prince has brought back two room attendants…”

The term “room attendant” was not unfamiliar to Qi Yue.

“He’s only getting room attendants now? Don’t they usually get them as soon as they come of age? Your Prince is already in his twenties, how come he’s only getting them now?” Qi Yue curiously asked A’Ru in a low voice.

“First, our Old Madam is stricter with the young masters. Anyone who dares to seduce the young masters will surely be beaten to death, so the young masters in the household don’t dare to keep women in their rooms before they come of age…” A’Ru whispered.

Qi Yue nodded. With so many beauties in the household, plus having such a father as an example, it was necessary to be strict, otherwise…

“As for the Prince, even after he came of age, Old Madam didn’t allow him to have any,” A’Ru continued, glancing at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue pointed at herself, and A’Ru nodded.

“Old Madam really was good to me,” Qi Yue sighed. She sighed again, though she didn’t know whether this kindness was a blessing or a curse for Qi Yueniang. But regardless, it was indeed sincere, wholehearted treatment.

“Young Madam, please hurry,” Que Zhi was almost jogging ahead, seeing Qi Yue still walking leisurely and couldn’t help but urge her on.

“What’s the rush? It’s not me who’s eager to embrace beauties and enjoy myself,” Qi Yue said unhurriedly, while looking at A’Ru again. “What are the rules for room attendants? Like, do they need my approval or something?”

“The maids around the Prince are naturally Young Madam’s maids, especially those with this kind of status—they need Young Madam to speak up and have the tea ceremony and face-opening ceremony before it counts,” Que Zhi quickly interjected. “Young Madam, don’t put on that generous act. The Prince just returned, and it hasn’t been long, yet he’s already asking for room attendants. If word gets out, your dignity will be…”

“Shut up,” A’Ru cut her off sharply, her face darkening. “The affairs between the Prince and Young Madam—when is it a maid’s turn to point fingers and give directions?”

Que Zhi was afraid of her and lowered her head, not daring to speak.

“Oh, so I need to agree?” Qi Yue smiled.

“That may be what they say,” A’Ru saw her smiling so brightly and felt a bad premonition. She quickly said, “But Young Madam, since the Prince has already brought them back, you mustn’t let him lose face. They’re just two maids, after all.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment, nodded with a beaming smile, and said nothing more.

Chapter 62: Room Attendants
As they spoke, they had already reached the entrance.

“Young Madam has returned.” Seeing her return, the maids standing at the door with hands at their sides announced her arrival one after another.

Qi Yue walked in and headed straight for the Prince’s room.

“Young Madam.” Qiu Xiang, hearing the announcement, hurried out. Unlike before when she showed fear mixed with disgust upon seeing her, this time her face was full of smiles. “I was just about to look for you.”

Qi Yue paid her no attention and went inside.

Chang Yuncheng sat in his chair drinking tea, motionless, not even lifting his eyelids as if he neither heard nor saw her enter.

In a corner of the room stood two maids about sixteen or seventeen years old, who quickly bowed to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue wasn’t polite and sat down in the chair beside Chang Yuncheng, smiling as she looked over the two maids.

They had rounded figures, wore simple hair arrangements without any ornaments, and dressed in the same clothing as all second-class maids.

“Lift your heads so I can see,” Qi Yue smiled.

The two maids first exchanged glances with their heads down, then raised their heads.

They had oval faces and almond-shaped eyes, with gentle and beautiful expressions.

Qi Yue once again praised the Marquis Dingxi’s manor’s eye for selecting people—alluring but not seductive, charming but not vulgar.

“These are the room attendants Mother bestowed,” Chang Yuncheng finally spoke, still not even glancing at Qi Yue.

Upon hearing these words, the two maids immediately knelt down and kowtowed to Qi Yue.

“We greet Young Madam,” they said.

Qiu Xiang, who had been standing by, immediately brought over two bowls of tea. The two received them and crawled on their knees to Qi Yue’s front, holding them up.

Qi Yue watched with a beaming smile but didn’t take them.

“Young Madam,” Qiu Xiang gently reminded her.

“These two maids aren’t pretty enough. I don’t like them. Choose others instead,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The two maids kneeling on the ground couldn’t help but look up at Young Madam in shock, forgetting their status.

A’Ru, standing behind Qi Yue, was so anxious she wanted to pinch Qi Yue, sweating profusely.

Everyone was surprised, except Chang Yuncheng, whose eyes instead flashed with understanding.

This woman’s joy was in opposing him, wasn’t it? Indeed, it wasn’t in vain that he had happily brought people back to watch the show.

“I like them,” he finally looked at Qi Yue, sneering coldly.

“What are you saying, Prince? Just because you like them means the household rules can be thrown into chaos?”

Qi Yue slowly stroked her fingers and said, “Father liked Concubine Zhu so much, but without Mother’s permission, didn’t he have to keep her outside for several years before bringing her back?”

She said this while lifting her eyes to look at Chang Yuncheng.

“Father leads by example, yet you as his son want to override your father?” she asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, and Qi Yue looked back at him.

You use your mother to pressure me, so I’ll use your father to pressure you. Who’s afraid of whom? Who disgusts whom is still uncertain.

The atmosphere in the room immediately became tense, with the maids trembling and not daring to breathe.

“Are you jealous?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly dropped his serious demeanor, leaned back in his chair, and spoke slowly, looking at Qi Yue with a somewhat mocking expression.

“What do I have to be jealous of?” Qi Yue laughed. “They’re not even as pretty as me. Why would I be jealous of them?”

The maids couldn’t help but all look at Qi Yue. This Young Madam was really immodest. Chang Yuncheng looked at her and couldn’t help but laugh.

This woman was really, really interesting.

“However, since the Prince likes them, then so be it,” Qi Yue suddenly changed direction. “I’ll listen to you, Prince.”

The previously tense atmosphere immediately relaxed.

A’Ru breathed a sigh of relief from nearly suffocating, while Qiu Xiang showed some disappointment on her face.

What was Young Madam making such a fuss about, startling everyone…

Chang Yuncheng just looked at her without speaking.

“I’ll pick even better ones for you in the future, Prince,” Qi Yue smiled at him.

Chang Yuncheng sneered but still said nothing.

Qi Yue said no more and reached out to take the tea from the two maids who had been kneeling on the ground, their whole bodies trembling.

“You two get up. Serve the Prince well,” she said, taking a sip from each cup before setting them down.

As she spoke, she looked around and grabbed a pair of delicate, small beauty vases from the table.

“This was sudden, and I wasn’t prepared. Everything in the Prince’s room is of the finest quality. I’ll reward you two with these,” Qi Yue said.

She absolutely wouldn’t spend her own money or give her own things. These belonged to the Prince and weren’t registered under her name, so it was perfect to give them away.

The two maids kneeling on the ground stared at the beauty vases before them in amazement.

This… this kind of meeting gift was truly unique…

Their gaze fell on Qi Yue’s wrist, where she wore a pair of golden bracelets inlaid with red and green turquoise that sparkled brilliantly. They had heard that Young Madam’s dowry consisted of fine things Old Marchioness had saved her entire life—everything she wore and used was invaluably precious.

Qi Yue withdrew her hand.

The two room attendants took the vases and kowtowed in thanks.

“Qiu Xiang, go tell the kitchen to add a few dishes tonight. We have something to celebrate,” Qi Yue said.

Qiu Xiang glanced at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng leaned back in his chair, seemingly lost in thought.

Seeing Qi Yue staring at her, Qiu Xiang didn’t dare delay further and agreed before withdrawing.

“Thank you for your kindness, Young Madam. We wouldn’t dare presume,” the two room attendants said after completing the formalities, their faces no longer showing the previous tension, smiling as they spoke to Qi Yue.

“How could that be? You’re serving the Prince, which is of utmost importance,” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Ru finally breathed a sigh of relief. Qi Yue turned back to ask if there was anything else to arrange. The two room attendants, seeing how easygoing Young Madam was, looked both happy and couldn’t hide a bit of pride. After all, they were bestowed by the Great Madam, and besides, the Prince didn’t like Young Madam, so Young Madam had to be polite to them.

The two room attendants lost their earlier restraint and began conversing with Qi Yue. With three or four women talking in the room, it became particularly lively.

The more Chang Yuncheng listened, the darker his expression became. He slammed his teacup heavily on the table, and the women’s laughter in the room immediately stopped.

“Are you finished talking?” he said with a dark face. “If not, get out and talk elsewhere.”

Qi Yue smiled and stood up, waving at the two frightened and bewildered maids.

“Go, go, withdraw for now,” she said.

The two room attendants gratefully hurried out. Qi Yue, supporting A’Ru, also got up to leave. At the doorway, she remembered something.

“Prince,” she stopped and turned back to look at Chang Yuncheng. “I was just thinking of telling you—with daily household affairs being so complicated, people coming and going, and now adding two more people, this courtyard is becoming increasingly chaotic. To avoid disturbing your peace, I’ll move back to Qiu Tong’s courtyard.”

A’Ru had no idea she had this plan and was shocked to hear it.

Chang Yuncheng raised his head to look at her and suddenly smiled.

“So that’s how it is,” he smiled.

Qi Yue looked at his smile and felt a chill in her heart. A phrase involuntarily came to mind: Don’t fear the night cat crying, fear the night cat laughing…

“Prince, thank you for these past days. You helped me and I helped you—we’re even now,” she quickly said.

“Indeed, I went to check today. My subordinate has fully recovered and returned north today,” Chang Yuncheng smiled and stood up. “I was just about to tell you specifically.”

Although she had already known this outcome, Qi Yue was still very happy to hear him say it, and her face showed genuine joy.

“Really? Thank you so much, Prince. You should still tell him to be careful for a while and not let the wound be injured again,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Good, I understand. I’ll pass that along,” he smiled. “So, is there anything else to say? You’ve finished helping with your favor, haven’t you?”

“No more,” Qi Yue smiled. “I’ve finished helping with this favor.”

“Good, then you can get the hell out of here,” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Qi Yue’s smile immediately vanished. She snorted and turned around with a wave of her hand.

But Chang Yuncheng’s voice suddenly rose sharply behind her.

“Someone come! Call people! Young Madam has been too tired recently and isn’t feeling well. She needs to go to Biyun Manor to rest and recuperate,” he shouted loudly.

As soon as these words were spoken, everyone inside and outside was shocked.

“Chang Yuncheng, what are you saying?” Qi Yue turned around and glared at him.

“Telling you to get lost,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her, still smiling. “Didn’t you say you’d finished helping? I can’t ask for your help anymore, can I?”

“Chang Yuncheng, you can’t do this!” Qi Yue angrily walked over. “I already said I wouldn’t live here anymore. Don’t go too far.”

“Not living here isn’t enough,” Chang Yuncheng sneered. “You need to get far away where I never have to see you again. That would be enough.”

“Chang Yuncheng, don’t even think about it!” Qi Yue grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s lapels and shouted.

Leaving the Marquis Dingxi’s manor was impossible. She absolutely couldn’t. If she left here, how could she return home?

“Then you’ll see whether I can or not,” Chang Yuncheng gripped her wrist tightly.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but cry out in pain, feeling like her wrist was cracking and breaking.

“Prince, Prince, please calm down,” A’Ru crawled over crying and kowtowing repeatedly.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and suddenly released his grip. Qi Yue clutched her wrist and staggered back several steps, breaking out in a cold sweat from the pain.

“Chang Yuncheng, aren’t you too shameless? Burning bridges after crossing the river—is this how you behave?” she looked up at this man and spoke slowly.

The man stood with his hands behind his back, looking at her with a mocking smile.

“So I’m burning bridges after crossing the river. What are you going to do about it?” he smiled.

Qi Yue looked at this handsome smiling face and wanted nothing more than to slap him, but she knew it would be useless.

“Fine,” she rubbed her wrist, which now showed a circle of bruises from his grip, and looked at him fiercely. “But don’t regret it. Don’t come begging me someday.”

“Me beg you?” Chang Yuncheng threw back his head and laughed loudly. The laughter suddenly stopped, and he pointed outside, coldly spitting out one word: “Scram.”

Chapter 63: Heartless
Chang Yuncheng acted swiftly, or rather, he had prepared long ago. Before Qi Yue could even call for help, several stern-faced old women were already waiting in the courtyard, and a sedan chair had been carried in through the gate.

“Chang Yuncheng, you dare! I’ll go tell Father!” Qi Yue was nearly mad with rage. She had exhausted her mind and energy precisely to stay in the Marquis Dingxi’s manor. Now she was being sent away—this was cutting off her path home, this was taking her life!

She turned to rush outside while calling for her maids.

The old women blocked her path, and except for A’Ru, all of Qi Yue’s other maids had been sent away and weren’t present.

A’Ru cried while continuously kowtowing to Chang Yuncheng in supplication.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even glance at her. Instead, he waved his hand, and two old women came forward to gag A’Ru.

“I’ll tell Father myself,” Chang Yuncheng smiled coldly. “You don’t need to worry about that. What you should worry about now is whether you want to be tied up and taken away, or walk on your own?”

By the time Concubine Zhou and others heard the news, the carriage had already left the Marquis Dingxi’s manor.

Concubine Zhou rushed angrily to the Marquis, where both Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng were present.

“She’s been too tired lately, and her old ailments haven’t healed, so I’m having her go to Biyun Manor to rest for a while. No matter how I talked to her, she refused to come speak with Father and Mother, saying it would be unfilial. We even quarreled over this just now. I was so angry that I took it upon myself to send her there,” Chang Yuncheng explained to the Marquis. “I came to tell Father and Mother. In a few days, I’ll also go there to keep Yueniang company.”

The Marquis had been somewhat suspicious, but hearing that he would also go to keep Yueniang company, he smiled.

“Good. You husband and wife have been separated for three years without seeing each other. You should indeed have some private time together,” he laughed. “I hope to hold my grandson soon.”

“Cheng’er is too considerate of his wife,” Madam Xie said indifferently from the side. “There’s so much to handle at home, and now that she’s gone, you don’t even have anyone in your room.”

“Isn’t Mother still here? I’ll trouble Mother to work harder,” Chang Yuncheng smiled. “Also, I should tell Father that Yueniang picked two maids for me and held the face-opening ceremony.”

Hearing this, the Marquis laughed even more heartily, satisfied with both his son and daughter-in-law.

“Cherishing beauty and tenderness—this is inherited through bloodline,” he patted his son’s shoulder and said to Madam Xie, “I also cherish you, Madam. In a few days, I’ll take you to the manor to enjoy the mountains and waters.”

Madam Xie spat.

“Speaking such nonsense in front of the child,” she seemed somewhat embarrassed and annoyed, getting up and walking away.

The Marquis laughed heartily.

Standing at the doorway, Madam Xie slowly withdrew her hand that had been holding the curtain, her expression growing dim as she retreated.

“Mistress,” A’Jin whispered urgently, “Should we tell the Marquis the truth—that it was Madam who added people to the Prince’s room, and Young Madam got angry, which caused the quarrel…”

“Quarreling with the Prince over room attendants?” Concubine Zhou looked at her. “Do you think the Marquis would side with his daughter-in-law after hearing that?”

To a man like the Marquis who possessed countless beauties, this would be jealous wife behavior—unforgivable jealous wife conduct…

A’Jin awkwardly lowered her head.

“The truth,” Concubine Zhou continued, shaking her head with a bitter smile. “The truth is that no matter how much a woman argues, how good or clever she is, it’s all useless. After all the quarreling, whether you live or die depends only on whether the man has feelings. With feelings, you have everything; without feelings, you have nothing.”

“Then Young Madam will…” A’Jin bit her lower lip, her face full of worry.

“This waste! It’s just two room attendants—worthless! Was it worth making such a fuss!” Concubine Zhou gritted her teeth and whispered, her hands clenching tightly as she squeezed the word “waste” through her teeth four or five times.

A’Jin sighed.

“I feel that Young Madam isn’t that kind of person. Perhaps there’s something else behind this. Madam has made no moves for so long, which shows she must have arranged something in secret and was just waiting for today’s opportunity,” she whispered.

Concubine Zhou said nothing. The master and servant walked slowly in silence. After a long while, she finally exhaled.

“Let’s first think about how to clean up the aftermath. Everyone must look out for themselves,” Concubine Zhou said indifferently. “But if they have intentions…” A’Jin made a throat-slitting gesture and whispered.

Concubine Zhou laughed.

“I’d rather they dare to do such a thing. In their hearts, they wish day and night that person would die cleanly, yet they’ve dragged it out for three years without ever acting…” she murmured softly behind her handkerchief, but a gleam flashed in her eyes.

This girl was married by imperial decree requested by Old Madam from the Emperor. If she were killed by this mother and son, and if it were reported, this mother and son wouldn’t escape unscathed even if they didn’t die.

Previously, while in the manor, there was no justification. But this time with the husband and wife quarreling, and the Prince personally sending her away with the whole manor knowing—if that woman really died at this time, it would be… too perfect.

“Have someone keep an eye on that side. That wicked woman might do something to harm Yueniang,” Concubine Zhou put away her smile and looked at A’Jin with a serious expression, whispering her instructions.

“Yes, Mistress, rest assured. This servant understands,” A’Jin nodded.

Qi Yue was helped down from the carriage—not because she was tied up, but because she had been motion sick from the bumpy ride and had vomited until she was dizzy and disoriented.

When the carriage stopped, it was already midnight. The autumn night was quite cold, and Qi Yue couldn’t help but hug her arms and hunch her shoulders. Everything around was pitch black. The commotion of their carriage wheels and horse hooves had startled dogs barking in the area, and scattered lights began to appear.

Qi Yue looked at the household before her. Two large red lanterns hung at the gate, casting dim yellow shadows on the ground in the night wind.

Four or five servants, obviously suddenly awakened, stood at the entrance holding lanterns that illuminated their surprised faces.

“The main room is ready. Young Madam will be staying,” the old woman who had brought her said tersely.

“Everything is cleaned daily, and the bedding is all clean too,” an older woman among the servants quickly replied.

Before Qi Yue could take a proper look at the entrance, she was half-pushed, half-escorted inside.

The courtyard was also cold and quiet. As they entered, the dog barking became even more fierce.

The old women were obviously somewhat afraid.

“Why are these things still being kept?” they asked with displeasure.

“In reply to the ladies, the fruit in the back yard has ripened, and the country children are mischievous, so we keep a few dogs to scare them,” a man bowed and answered with an apologetic smile.

The old women asked no more questions. Seeing this man approach, they covered their mouths and noses with handkerchiefs in disgust.

Some servants had already run ahead to the main room and lit the lamps, which stood out prominently in this pitch-black courtyard.

Stepping inside, a musty coldness of long-uninhabited rooms hit her face, making Qi Yue shiver involuntarily.

Four lamps were lit in the room. This place wasn’t much different from Qiu Tong’s courtyard—three large rooms with moon-shaped doorways and hanging bead curtains as partitions—except it seemed more spacious, and the furniture had the weight of years.

The servants lit the lamps and, at the old women’s signal, all hurried out.

“Young Madam, we’re returning now. You’d better behave yourself and don’t think of doing anything foolish like running back halfway. You know the Prince’s temper. This already preserves your dignity—don’t force the Prince to tear off all pretense,” the old woman said in a condescending, arrogant tone.

Qi Yue was examining the interior. Perhaps because she had no strength left from motion sickness and vomiting along the way, or perhaps because she knew nothing could be changed, she was no longer as agitated as when she first left.

Qi Yue paid them no attention.

The old women didn’t care whether she acknowledged them. They turned and left, slamming the door heavily behind them.

“Young Madam…” A’Ru cried, kneeling on the ground.

“Get up quickly, the floor is cold,” Qi Yue glanced at her and said.

“Young Madam, what shall we do?” A’Ru cried without getting up.

“Cold mixed salad,” Qi Yue muttered, reaching out to run her finger along the main table. Fortunately, it was indeed regularly cleaned and had no dust.

She strode toward the bedroom area, which was furnished with trunks and cabinets, clean and simple, with complete bedding.

A’Ru didn’t know what she was planning and followed her.

“Are you hungry?” Qi Yue turned to ask her.

A’Ru, whose eyes were swollen from crying, was startled by the question.

“Never mind, skipping one meal can count as dieting,” Qi Yue waved her hand and sat on the bed, testing the bedding. “A bit damp, but it’s fine.”

She exhaled and got up again, striding outside. She pulled open the door with a swoosh. Unlike the stuffy air of the deep courtyards in the Marquis’s manor, the night wind that hit her face was cool and fresh, carrying the earthy scent of the countryside.

“Is anyone there?” she called loudly.

Someone immediately came running from the gate with a lantern.

“Young Madam, what are your orders?” This was a short, fat woman whose voice trembled with nervousness.

“I’ve been traveling all day. Is there hot water for washing?” Qi Yue asked kindly.

“Yes, yes, there’s water ready on the stove. Young Madam, please wait a moment. I’ll go call someone,” the woman said hurriedly.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Thank you for the trouble, especially at this late hour,” she smiled.

The woman was somewhat dazed by this thanks, forgetting even to say a polite response, and hurried away trembling.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru was also confused, forgetting to cry as she looked at her questioningly.

“Whatever you want to say, we’ll talk tomorrow. Now—bath, sleep,” Qi Yue raised her hand to stop her.

Hot water was quickly prepared. Two old women carried in a bathtub, and another brought a food box.

“Not knowing if Young Madam had eaten, we prepared some late-night snacks,” she said tremblingly.

Once inside the room, under the lamplight, Qi Yue could clearly see these women’s appearances. They were all around forty-five or forty-six, with weathered, wrinkled faces, dressed simply, nowhere near as well-groomed as the people in the Marquis’s manor.

Seeing Qi Yue looking them over, they all felt somewhat uncomfortable and lowered their heads, completely lacking the imposing manner of the old women in the Marquis’s manor.

“Thank you for being so thoughtful,” Qi Yue smiled, personally opening the food box. Seeing two bowls of porridge and two small plates of side dishes, she praised them again, “This is exactly what I wanted—light and simple.”

The women were made helpless by her words, wanting to smile but not daring to.

“As long as Young Madam doesn’t mind,” one of them said awkwardly, then tugged at another. “Young Madam, please enjoy. We’ll wait outside. If you need anything, just call us.”

Qi Yue smiled and nodded, watching them withdraw and close the door.

“Eat something first, or you’ll get dizzy washing,” she gestured to A’Ru, picking up a bowl herself and starting to drink.

“I can’t eat anything,” A’Ru bit her lower lip.

“Even if you can’t eat, you must eat. Eating comes first. As long as you can eat, there’s no problem that can’t be solved,” Qi Yue said, picking up some side dishes with her chopsticks and putting them in her mouth. Her eyes brightened as she nodded, “Mm, this is delicious. Try some.”

Chapter 64: Comfort
This night was destined to keep several people awake.

To the west of the Marquis Dingxi’s manor, separated by a road, stood the residence of the Marquis’s blood brother. The buildings and courtyards were similar to the Marquis’s manor, only slightly smaller.

When Cai Qing entered, two maids were sitting on the ground dozing by the door of Madam Chen Shi’s bedroom. Cai Qing woke them.

“Sister, we won’t dare again,” the two maids quickly kowtowed uneasily.

“Go sleep outside,” Cai Qing waved at them and whispered, showing no blame.

The two maids hurried to thank her and withdrew.

Cai Qing pushed open the bedroom door and saw a lamp burning inside, illuminating Chen Shi who was reclining on the kang in her undergarments, her gaze fixed on a rich floral carpet on the floor.

“Madam, the black chicken soup is ready,” Cai Qing walked over and said, placing the soup bowl on the table beside the bed and taking a cloak to drape over Chen Shi. “It’s gotten cold at night. Shall we light the charcoal brazier?”

Chen Shi sat up properly. Cai Qing brought over the soup bowl and knelt before the bed to feed her spoonful by spoonful. After just a few sips, Chen Shi shook her head and refused to eat more.

“Madam, this won’t do,” Cai Qing said urgently, pleading with Chen Shi to eat more.

“How can I eat anything?” Chen Shi sighed and shook her head.

“Madam, don’t worry. I’ve already sent someone to follow. Young Madam will surely be fine,” Cai Qing had no choice but to stand up and put down the soup bowl.

Chen Shi stared blankly for a moment.

“It seems there’s no other way. Dragging this out will only make Yueniang suffer more, and I’m afraid she won’t endure it and will do something foolish. How could I face him underground…” she suddenly said, stopping mid-sentence and swallowing the name that was about to slip out but couldn’t be spoken.

“What can we do? If Great Madam could divorce her, she would have done so long ago,” Cai Qing also sighed.

“We can only persuade Yueniang to bring it up herself,” Chen Shi said.

“How could Young Madam agree? Young Madam is actually deeply devoted to the Prince. Back then, didn’t you tell her not to accept this marriage? What did she do? She turned around and cried to Old Madam, causing you to be unable to even enter the East Manor’s gate,” Cai Qing sighed and shook her head.

“Which young woman doesn’t harbor romantic feelings, especially for someone of the Prince’s status,” Chen Shi said. “Old Madam doted on her so and painted such a wonderful life for her. How could a child understand the fickleness of worldly affairs? Now, she must understand.”

Cai Qing nodded.

“But if Young Madam brings it up, will the East Manor agree? Naturally, they wish they could divorce her immediately, but after all, this is a marriage decreed by the Emperor. To divorce, they’d have to report it and get approval. The Marquis has always avoided worldly affairs and sought leisure—how would he do something that would displease the Emperor?” she continued.

Chen Shi reached up to massage her forehead, clearly recognizing this as the greatest reality.

A sudden rage rose in her heart. She reached out and grabbed the soup bowl beside her, smashing it hard on the ground. “That damned old hag!” she squeezed these words through her teeth.

The floor was covered with thick carpet, so the soup bowl didn’t shatter, making a muffled sound as it rolled under the table.

“Madam,” Cai Qing quickly knelt down and tugged at her sleeve. “Don’t be angry. You must take care of your health.”

“My health, my health should have gone with my husband long ago,” Chen Shi’s body trembled as she spoke in a quavering voice.

“Madam, please don’t say such things,” Cai Qing lowered her head and shed tears.

Chen Shi took several deep breaths and gradually calmed her emotions.

“I know, I must live well. Now there’s only me left, I cannot die,” she murmured, reaching out to help Cai Qing up. “Go, bring me another bowl of black chicken soup.”

Cai Qing wiped her tears and nodded happily.

The night gradually faded, and the east grew bright.

Morning light streamed into the room. The buildings here were spacious, and the interior immediately brightened.

Qi Yue stretched lazily in bed and threw off the covers, pulling open the bed curtains.

A’Ru, who hadn’t slept a wink all night in the outer room, immediately came in upon hearing movement.

“Young Madam…” she bit her lower lip, which was already bleeding from being bitten, and spoke with a haggard expression.

“Good heavens, look at yourself—as if we can’t survive,” Qi Yue laughed, standing up and walking over to pat her face. “It’s nothing serious. We just lost ground unexpectedly. Victory and defeat are common in warfare.”

“Young Madam, at a time like this, please stop saying such things,” A’Ru was nearly crying with anxiety.

Qi Yue sighed and turned to look at A’Ru.

“A’Ru, you must know that I’m more anxious than anyone,” she said.

A’Ru’s tears immediately fell.

“Young Madam, don’t be anxious…” she said.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but burst out laughing.

Seeing her laugh, A’Ru cried even harder.

“Alright, alright, let’s talk business,” Qi Yue said, while turning to face the bronze mirror on the table to arrange her hair. “The current situation is that we’ve been kicked out by that damned bastard prince of yours, and what we need to do is find a way to get back.”

“Young Madam, what other options are there?” A’Ru asked with hopeful expectation.

Qi Yue simply arranged her hair while gritting her teeth at the bronze mirror.

That bastard! That shameless bastard!

“Tell the Marquis?” A’Ru suggested.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“What use would that be? That’s his son. No one is closer than a son. A daughter-in-law going to her in-laws to complain about her husband gains nothing good,” she said.

Leaning on the table and looking at the bronze mirror, she saw the beautiful woman’s face in the reflection also full of worry. Qi Yue sighed heavily.

So it was all in vain. This wasn’t a company, enterprise, or workplace—this was ancient times, a noble family where everyone was merely an appendage to those two lofty men who could decide life or death with a word.

The only way was to gain that man’s favor.

Qi Yue reached up to scratch her head, messing up the hair she had just combed.

“Young Madam, breakfast is ready,” came a timid voice from outside the door, interrupting their conversation.

“Just a moment,” A’Ru quickly called out, wiping away her tears and pressing Qi Yue to sit before the bronze mirror.

She skillfully helped Qi Yue redo her hair and searched through the hastily packed bundle from last night for clothes.

“Anything will do, don’t be picky. They’re all good things—just wear whatever,” Qi Yue said.

“That won’t do. Young Madam, you must maintain your dignity,” A’Ru said, finally selecting an outfit for Qi Yue to change into.

“Right, lose the person but not the formation,” Qi Yue smiled.

Granny Kang cleared away the bowls and chopsticks and respectfully withdrew, carefully closing the door. She had barely stepped out of the courtyard gate when four or five old women waiting there rushed up all at once.

“How was it?”

“What kind of person is Young Madam?”

“Did she make things difficult for you?”

“What did she say?”

Everyone asked curiously, talking over each other.

Granny Kang bore some pride.

“Stop making noise. Let me put these things away first. With people suddenly arriving, there’s so much work to organize at home,” she said, pushing through everyone to leave.

The old women laughed and grabbed her, setting aside the food box.

“You old thing, you’ve never had so much to say in your whole life. Speak up quickly,” everyone laughed.

Only then did Granny Kang smile and pat her clothes.

“Me? When I pushed open the door and went in, I almost thought I was dreaming,” she crouched down, gesturing with her hands as she looked around at everyone and whispered.

“How was it like dreaming?” everyone asked in confusion.

“First, the bedroom door opened, and out walked a girl wearing a black floral-edged dark red vest. Oh my, how radiant she was,” Granny Kang said. “In the past, when we were fortunate enough to go to the manor once, we thought the girls at the gate were quite pretty, but this girl was much, much prettier than them. Her clothes and accessories weren’t particularly fine, but there was just something different about her.”

They were all the lowest-class old women, assigned to guard the gates of this manor. Unlike the other manors located in scenic places for the Marquis, his wife, and young masters and misses to enjoy, this was a rough working manor for growing fruit and raising pigs, sheep, and chickens. Throughout the year, it was rare for the manor’s masters to come for recreation, and they rarely had opportunities to go to the manor. Even when they did, they could at most stand in the outer courtyard while unloading carts. Forget seeing the young masters and misses—they couldn’t even see the higher-ranking maids and old women.

Everyone listened with fascination.

“You old thing, were you already dazzled into confusion?” everyone laughed and asked.

“I thought so too, but then that girl came out, followed by another person,” Granny Kang said, clasping her hands and reciting Buddha’s name. “Good heavens, I just looked once and nearly fainted. Dear me, this must be reaching the immortal realm and seeing fairy maidens—the kind of place you can only reach in dreams.”

“You old thing, even in dreams it wouldn’t be your turn to go to the immortal realm,” someone laughed, pushing Granny Kang. “Speak quickly, speak quickly.”

“This person was Young Madam, and her appearance…” Granny Kang continued, but paused again after starting.

“Tell us, what did she look like?” seeing her stop again, everyone urged her on.

“She was so beautiful that I can’t even describe it,” Granny Kang said.

Everyone was dissatisfied, both making noise and pushing her in protest.

“Really, if you don’t believe me, see for yourselves when you get the chance. All the words I know in my lifetime aren’t enough to describe Young Madam,” Granny Kang said with a smile.

“What would we see? Obviously she was sent here for making some mistake.”

“Yes, hiding in her room all day—it would be good enough if she ate meals. How would we have a chance to see…”

Everyone chattered, but before they finished speaking, they heard a woman’s voice from the courtyard.

“Someone come,” a voice called.

Everyone paused and hurried over.

They saw a girl of about seventeen or eighteen standing at the door, dressed exactly as Granny Kang had described, so they knew this was the maid.

Everyone glanced over but didn’t dare stare directly at her, so they all lowered their heads.

“Sister, what orders do you have?” the leading old woman bowed and asked.

“Nothing much. The weather is nice, so I thought I’d take a casual walk to get some exercise. Who can show the way?” another woman’s voice said.

“Yes, yes,” the old woman quickly responded, carefully lifting her head. Upon lifting it, she froze.

She saw that at some point another woman had appeared at the door, wearing a pink-orange jacket embroidered with plum blossoms over a tender red skirt, with her hair in a qing’e style, hands hanging at her sides as she looked over.

That face was indeed like a fairy’s. For a moment, everyone stared in amazement.

“Well then, let’s go,” Qi Yue smiled and leisurely stepped forward.

Chapter 65: Misunderstanding
“Doctor, doctor…”

Urgent and frightened cries came from outside the door, accompanied by chaotic footsteps. Four or five people carrying a wailing injured person on a door plank surged into Qianjin Hall.

“This way,” the apprentice responsible for emergency cases led them to an open area on one side of the room.

Such bloody emergency patients always caused a slight commotion in the main hall.

Those getting medicine and waiting for consultations would look over with curiosity and sympathy.

“…Customer, your medicine is packaged…” the medicine preparation worker called out loudly, “…thirty-eight wen, please keep it safe.”

“Next patient for consultation, please come this way,” the consultation guide respectfully directed the queuing patients.

“The Five Spirits Decoction is ready. Which senior brother needs it…” the medicine brewing worker rushed out carrying a medicine bowl. They moved swiftly, yet the medicine bowls in their hands remained steady without spilling a drop.

This was a scene that occurred daily at Qianjin Hall.

Hu San crouched before a stove, watching a pot of medicine bubbling above it.

“Hu San,” came a shout from the doorway. “Come quickly.”

Hu San was no stranger to such summons, but lately these voices seemed more polite than before.

“I’m still brewing medicine here,” Hu San replied, turning back with an unprecedented confidence in his tone.

“Senior brother, we’ll watch it for you. Go quickly,” two workers immediately stepped over, smiling.

“Can you handle it? This medicine requires precise timing,” Hu San said unhurriedly.

“Hu San!” The person at the door grew impatient and raised his voice.

Only then did Hu San smile and respond, hurrying over in a few quick steps.

“Senior brother, what orders do you have?” he smiled at the man.

“Enough is enough,” the senior brother glared at him irritably, jerking his head toward the interior. “Master is calling you.”

Hu San shot in like an arrow released from a bow.

Inside the hall, an injured person wailed, surrounded by crying men and women. Liu Pucheng was preparing medicine, moving somewhat awkwardly as if his legs were inconvenienced.

“Master,” Hu San called loudly.

Liu Pucheng glanced at him without stopping his work.

“Stop his bleeding so I can apply medicine,” he said.

Hu San responded, rolled up his sleeves, and stepped forward. On a table in the room were arranged some instruments. He walked over and skillfully washed his hands, then took out a square cloth to cover his mouth and nose.

The injured person’s family looked with confusion at this strangely dressed apprentice.

“Doctor, this, this…” they somewhat doubted Hu San’s ability and called out with wariness.

“Your family member’s wound is too deep and bleeding too rapidly. My medicine won’t stay on and can’t stop the bleeding, so I need him to stop it first,” Liu Pucheng explained to the family.

Naturally, the injured person’s relatives trusted his words, but looking at Hu San, they still appeared surprised.

Hu San coughed and stood before the injured person with an air of deliberate profundity. The injury was on the head—a large gash with exposed flesh bleeding continuously.

Hu San positioned himself and reached out to probe around the wound. Just as the family members’ eyes were growing sore from staring, his hand stopped motionless at one spot.

Seeing Hu San as if in meditation, the family members were somewhat dumbfounded.

“This is, this is…” they stammered.

Was this a Taoist or yin-yang master casting spells?

“The blood stopped flowing!” suddenly someone sharp-eyed shouted.

At this, everyone widened their eyes again, seeing that the gushing wound had indeed stopped bleeding.

They looked at Hu San with even more amazement.

Indeed it was… casting spells.

“Good, I can apply the medicine now,” Liu Pucheng came over and said.

“Master,” Hu San suddenly called out.

Liu Pucheng looked at him and stopped his hand that was about to sprinkle medicine.

“We should clean the wound first,” Hu San said.

The other senior brothers listening nearby couldn’t help but glare at Hu San.

“Hu San, does Master need you to teach him?” one senior brother whispered harshly, kicking Hu San with his foot.

Hu San smiled awkwardly. Before he could speak, Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Good,” he said, turning to look at the other brothers. “Go prepare water.”

Both Hu San and the senior brothers were very surprised, staring at Liu Pucheng in amazement.

“Yes, Master,” one who came to his senses quickly replied loudly, turning to leave.

Watching the busy brothers rushing out, Hu San couldn’t help but grin widely.

When work ended, Hu San didn’t go straight home. He felt the wages in his pocket and his face bloomed with smiles.

Originally, apprentice workers like him only received meals without wages. Recently, because he had participated in several treatments, Master had instructed the accounting office to give him some wages. Though not much, this was something Hu San had never even imagined—actually, that wasn’t right, he had imagined it, just hadn’t expected it to become reality so soon.

All of this was thanks to his female master. Although she hadn’t acknowledged him as a disciple, Hu San still decided that upon receiving his first wages in life, he should go thank his master.

Hu San bought a box of fruit, spending all his barely warmed money, and happily headed to the Marquis Dingxi’s manor.

Arriving there, he finally understood the imposing nature of the Marquis Dingxi’s manor—the grand gates, mounting stones, stone lions, and the well-dressed, burly gatekeepers whose mere glare was enough to frighten him from taking another step forward.

“Sirs,” after hesitating for a long time and seeing it was getting dark, Hu San mustered courage to approach with a careful, apologetic smile. “May I trouble you to inquire about someone?”

The gatekeepers were already preparing to light lanterns and move the stools inside. They had long noticed this fellow lurking and peering around, and looked down at him disdainfully without anyone responding.

“Sir!” Hu San smiled apologetically and stepped forward again.

“Hey, watch your feet! Where are you stepping? Be careful not to dirty our ground,” a big man glared and shouted.

Hu San quickly withdrew his foot and stepped back two paces.

“Sir, may I ask about a doctor in your manor?” he quickly seized the opportunity to speak.

The big man was about to turn away but looked back at him.

“What doctor? Our manor doesn’t need doctors,” he said.

“No, no, I mean a doctor in your manor. I want to see her and would trouble you to pass along a message,” Hu San hurried to explain.

The big man frowned even more.

“Are you crazy? Where would our manor have doctors?” he said.

Hu San was stunned.

“A female doctor, surnamed Qi, about twenty years old, particularly… particularly…” Hu San stammered.

Before he finished speaking, the big man waved him away with several “get lost” sounds.

“What crazy talk! Where would our manor have doctors, let alone female doctors! Get lost, we’re lighting the lamps. Leave here quickly, or we’ll break your legs,” the big man shouted.

Hu San had no choice but to hurry away. Standing at a distance, he watched the manor’s great gate close and the two red lanterns shine brightly.

“Not there?” He scratched his head in confusion, looking once more at the place before turning to leave. “Never mind, I’ll ask Yuan Bao.”

After dawn broke, Qi Yue stepped out of the house once again.

“Young Madam, where would you like to look today?” a woman following closely behind asked respectfully.

A’Ru carried a cushion and followed.

“The day before yesterday we saw the pigs and sheep, yesterday we saw the orchard. Today let’s go see the fish pond,” Qi Yue smiled, pointing to the distance.

The fish pond was not far from this residence, located outside the village. It was said that in ancient times this had originally been a lake that later dried up. The previous estate owner had conveniently converted it into a water pond, originally intended for scenery. Before it could be properly renovated, the family fell into ruin and sold it to the Marquis Dingxi’s manor. The old Marquis wasn’t one for refined pursuits and directly decided it was most suitable as a fish pond for fishing and raising fish to eat.

Now in late autumn, the lotus flowers planted in the pond had withered, scattered densely across the surface.

“We were planning to clear them out in the next few days,” the accompanying woman said somewhat nervously.

She was afraid of being considered lazy.

“Leave them. They can be viewed and used as fertilizer. That’s good,” Qi Yue smiled. She turned to A’Ru. “I’ll just sit here for a while. These lotus leaves are quite pretty.”

A’Ru responded and went to spread out the cushion.

The woman stared at the pond, completely unable to see how these lotus leaves were pretty.

“You go back. The weather’s good today—air out the bedding in the house,” Qi Yue said, thinking of something.

The woman quickly responded and left.

“You go keep watch too. Our things…” Qi Yue said to A’Ru.

They had left hastily, bringing only a few clothes and jewelry, plus Qi Yue’s medical kit.

Qi Yue didn’t want others to see those items.

A’Ru thought of this too and hurried to turn back.

“Young Madam, don’t wander off,” she said worriedly.

“Where could I go?” Qi Yue smiled. “Go on, it’s fine. This is right at the front door—look, you can see me from the main gate.”

A’Ru looked over and saw this was indeed true, so she nodded and hurried away.

So quiet, Qi Yue directed her gaze toward the pond, resting her chin on her hand.

This village wasn’t large, but judging from the scattered houses, there were quite a few people. However, in these few days she had barely seen anyone. This was because the manor servants had told the villagers in advance that the master had come and it was a female family member, so everyone should stay away. The respectful villagers had indeed shut their doors and dared not come out.

How could she get back? Did she really have to humble herself before that man, speak nicely, and try to please him?

Qi Yue felt somewhat nauseated, but what else could she do?

“Think of those underground party members back then, lurking in enemy territory, dealing with those deeply hated enemies—wasn’t that even harder than what I face?” she gritted her teeth and muttered to herself. “What am I afraid of! Disgusting or not, I’ll endure humiliation for the greater cause!”

She couldn’t help but pump her fist in self-encouragement. Suddenly she saw something flash in the pond, and Qi Yue couldn’t help but get up and walk forward.

The water plants by the pond’s edge were withered and slippery. Qi Yue bent down to look and saw a fish tail flick, splashing water.

“What a fat fish,” Qi Yue’s eyes couldn’t help but brighten. She bent down even further.

“Yueyue!” came a sudden shout from behind.

Qi Yue was startled and quickly turned to look. She saw Chang Yunqi riding up at a gallop, his face full of alarm. Before his horse stopped, he leaped down.

“How did you get here?” Qi Yue asked in surprise.

As she turned, her foot slipped unexpectedly and she fell toward the lake with a loud cry.

Chang Yunqi also cried out and lunged forward to grab her and pull her back.

Qi Yue fell into his arms, avoiding slipping into the water.

“Oh, that scared me to death,” Qi Yue laughed.

Before she finished speaking, she heard Chang Yunqi’s voice exploding above her head.

“Are you crazy? What are you doing? How could you be so desperate!” he shouted, his voice both angry and terrified.

The boy had misunderstood. Qi Yue paused, came to her senses, and smiled.

“Hey, I wasn’t…” she laughed, reaching up to pat him, then realizing she was still in his arms, quickly signaled for him to let go.

Before Chang Yunqi could speak, they heard a woman’s alarmed cry.

“You, you two…” came A’Ru’s terrified voice.

Chapter 66: Saving a Life
With a flick of his fishing rod, a fresh, plump grass carp leaped out of the water, bringing up a spray of droplets.

“Excellent!” Qi Yue clapped her hands and cheered.

Chang Yunqi drew the fish close to him and placed it in the water basin that Qi Yue held out.

“It’s all prepared.” Qi Yue turned and handed it to a servant woman nearby, then urged A’Ru, “Quickly, quickly, light the fire.”

Behind them, charcoal, iron wire mesh, and various seasonings arranged in small dishes were all ready.

A’Ru responded and crouched down to tend the charcoal fire.

“Sichuan peppercorns roasted and ground into powder, if only we had chili peppers…” Qi Yue said to Chang Yunqi while looking at the small dishes. “I still have quite a bit of chili sauce left in my courtyard. If I had known you were coming, I would have asked you to bring some over.”

Chang Yunqi cast his fishing line into the pond again and smiled at her words.

Here, Qi Yue had already begun roasting fruits and vegetables.

Chang Yunqi faced the pond, listening to the soft laughter and conversation between Qi Yue and A’Ru behind him.

“Hey, here.” Qi Yue called from behind.

Chang Yunqi turned his head and saw her offering him a skewer of roasted garlic.

“Really, with so much delicious food and such beautiful scenery, who would want to die?” Qi Yue smiled at him.

Chang Yunqi was at a loss for words at what she said, only smiling as he took the garlic.

Before long, the servants had washed, cleaned, and sliced the fish according to Qi Yue’s instructions. Qi Yue personally took charge of grilling the fish, while the servants, who had never seen such a way of eating, stared with curious eyes.

“Come, try some.” Qi Yue laughed, offering a piece of grilled fish to the servant woman.

The servant woman jumped back in fright, waving her hands as she retreated.

“This servant wouldn’t dare, wouldn’t dare.” She stammered.

Qi Yue didn’t insist.

“I’ll do it.” A’Ru took over her work.

Qi Yue nodded and carried some of the grilled food over to sit beside Chang Yunqi.

“Here, Third Brother, there’s nothing much to entertain you with here, but at least try something fresh.” She smiled.

“Thank you, Sister-in-law.” Chang Yunqi said, hesitating for a moment before placing his fishing rod at his feet.

“What is everyone at home saying?” Qi Yue asked, eating a skewer of fish meat herself.

Chang Yunqi’s movements paused slightly.

“Elder Brother said you came here to recuperate.” He said.

“Does everyone believe it?” Qi Yue pursed her lips.

Chang Yunqi turned the skewer in his hand.

“Of course they don’t believe it.” He shook his head, then looked at Qi Yue. “Sister-in-law, don’t worry, I’ll find an opportunity to speak with Father.”

What a good child. Qi Yue was deeply moved—he didn’t even need her to ask.

“Thank you, thank you. Eat quickly, tell me what you want to eat.” Qi Yue smiled with her eyes curved like crescents, offering him the meat skewer from her own hand.

Chang Yunqi smiled and took it, eating slowly.

Qi Yue turned back to call the servant woman.

“Go catch a chicken, clean it thoroughly and bring it over.” She said, then looked at Chang Yunqi. “I’ll make beggar’s chicken for Third Brother.”

When this name was spoken, Chang Yunqi’s movements froze.

“Don’t look at me like that. Beggar’s chicken is a delicacy—I’m not wallowing in self-pity about my circumstances.” Qi Yue laughed, seeing right through his thoughts. “You’ll know once you taste it later. I don’t reveal this skill to just anyone.”

Chang Yunqi smiled and lowered his head, continuing to eat the meat skewer in his hand.

As they were talking and laughing, suddenly they heard a commotion not far away, accompanied by children’s crying.

“Help! Someone’s drowning!”

Both Qi Yue and Chang Yunqi stood up.

This pond was very large, shaped like a half-moon, and the cries for help were coming from the tail end of the crescent.

“Those damn kids are secretly swimming again!” The servant woman slapped her thigh and shouted loudly. “Quickly, save them!”

She bellowed toward the village with her loud voice.

Before her words had finished, they saw Qi Yue rushing swiftly toward that direction.

Chang Yunqi was startled and hurried to follow.

A’Ru dropped what she was holding and ran after them.

When they arrived, they saw Qi Yue leap directly into the water without stopping her run.

A’Ru let out a sharp scream that drowned out the cries of the four or five children around them.

Chang Yunqi’s face turned pale as he stood at the water’s edge, his hands clenched tightly into fists, watching the woman dive into the water like a fish.

The pond was murky with tangled weeds, making it impossible to see underwater.

She had said she wouldn’t seek death, she had said she didn’t want to die, so she was doing this because she was certain she could succeed.

“Young Mistress, Young Mistress.” A’Ru crawled toward the pond with her hands and feet, crying out.

If Chang Yunqi hadn’t stopped her in time, A’Ru would have crawled into the water.

By now, villagers had also rushed over, shouting and calling out.

Qi Yue surfaced from the water, holding a seven or eight-year-old child in her arms.

“Quick, quick.” Several villagers jumped into the water to receive the child from her hands.

Qi Yue was completely soaked, pulled and dragged up by A’Ru and Chang Yunqi.

Before A’Ru could say anything, Qi Yue broke away from them and rushed to the child’s side.

The child’s face was iron-gray, motionless.

The adults turned him over and patted his back to expel water. Some water came out, but the child still didn’t wake up.

“It’s no use, he’s stopped breathing.” Several adults shook their heads.

At this moment, the child’s family also rushed over, crying as they threw themselves forward.

“Let me.” Qi Yue shouted, pushing aside the wailing family members. She half-knelt and placed the child on her lap, prying open his mouth and pulling out his tongue.

Everyone around stared blankly, not knowing what this woman was doing.

“No heartbeat,” Qi Yue said, checking his pulse. She laid the child flat and bent down to begin chest compressions.

Watching the woman press and compress the child’s chest, and after several attempts, bend down to place her mouth against the child’s mouth.

The surrounding crowd erupted in commotion.

“Don’t make noise.” A’Ru screamed sharply. “Our Young Mistress is saving him.”

The words “Young Mistress” and “saving him” quieted the scene, and everyone stared blankly at the beautiful woman in the center, completely soaked, repeating the pressing and mouth-to-mouth actions.

This was saving someone?

Time seemed to stand still, when suddenly the child’s body convulsed, and he coughed up several mouthfuls of water.

“He’s alive!” everyone around shouted in unison, and the child’s family members, overjoyed, cried as they embraced the child.

“Remove his clothes, wrap him in clean cloth, and keep his chest warm.” Qi Yue also sighed with relief, sitting on the ground.

“Yes, yes.” The surrounding people answered in confusion, frantically tearing off their own clothes to wrap the child, carrying him home in a crowd.

Chang Yunqi removed his outer robe and draped it over Qi Yue, covering her curvaceous figure that was revealed through her soaked clothes.

“Young Mistress.” A’Ru knelt before her, about to cry again. “You scared this servant to death. How could you do such a thing?”

“What thing?” Qi Yue looked at her with a smile. “I can swim, and I’m quite good at it.”

As she said this, she shook her fist with a laugh, but the cool autumn weather made her shiver slightly despite herself.

“Quickly go back and boil hot water.” Chang Yunqi shouted to the panicked and bewildered servant women.

Only then did the group come to their senses and stumble back toward home.

“Thank you, Madam, for saving our child’s life.”

Qi Yue looked at the country couple kneeling in the courtyard, kowtowing, and quickly smiled as she asked them to rise.

The couple, however, dared not get up and remained kneeling.

“Pay attention to whether he develops cough, phlegm, or fever in the next few days. If so, come find…” Qi Yue had intended to say “come find me,” but the words turned bitter in her mouth. What use would finding her be? She could treat pneumonia and such, but without medicine, without her usual medications, she was nothing. “…go find a physician to examine him.”

The couple quickly agreed and kowtowed their thanks again.

“Go back quickly. Children are naturally mischievous—don’t scold or beat the child. I imagine after this experience, he won’t dare again.” Qi Yue smiled.

Only then did the couple kowtow and rise, never daring to raise their heads as they backed out.

“This is some meat and vegetables. Young Mistress wants you to give them to the child to nourish his body.” A servant woman waited nearby, handing them a basket.

“This, this, this we cannot accept.” The couple was frightened and refused to accept it.

“Take it, our Young Mistress is kind-hearted.” The servant woman said.

Only then did the couple accept it, kowtowing again toward Qi Yue’s courtyard and walking away with tears in their eyes, expressing endless gratitude.

In the low, thatched house, many villagers had gathered, talking together. When they saw the couple return, they all rushed to surround them.

“She gave us more good things.” The woman showed the basket to everyone, bowing her head to wipe away tears.

“She’s truly a good person.” Everyone sighed.

They all went together to see the child, who was now fine, only pale-faced from the shock. The villagers sighed again in amazement.

“Pressing on the chest like that, then breathing mouth-to-mouth, and that can bring someone back to life?” Someone couldn’t help but mention what had happened, looking amazed.

“That’s right. I felt at the time—Er’Dan clearly had no breath, his body was already cold…”

“You don’t understand.” An elderly man coughed and spoke.

Everyone looked at him.

“Third Uncle, please tell us, what kind of miraculous thing was this?” Everyone looked at this village elder and urged him to explain.

The old man squatted outside the house door, gazing at the dead leaves and branches being blown back and forth by the autumn wind in the courtyard.

“She transferred some of her immortal breath to Er’Dan.” He said solemnly. “She extended Er’Dan’s life.”

Qi Yue accepted the ginger soup A’Ru handed her and looked at Chang Yunqi sitting nearby.

“Did Third Brother come specifically to see me?” She suddenly asked.

This sudden question from her startled A’Ru so much she nearly knelt down, and Chang Yunqi was also somewhat at a loss.

“It’s getting late, I shouldn’t delay your important matters.” Qi Yue continued with a smile. “I’m fine. I used to go swimming whenever I had free time.”

A’Ru coughed. She naturally knew that the “used to” Qi Yue referred to was someone else’s past, but Chang Yunqi didn’t know that.

What young lady would play in the water? Especially a beggar…

Fortunately, Chang Yunqi’s attention wasn’t focused on this.

“Yes.” He looked up as if having made some decision. “I heard about your situation, Sister-in-law, and felt uneasy.”

A’Ru’s heart rose to her throat again.

Chang Yunqi smiled again as he spoke.

“You cry easily and are timid, and when something happens, you don’t dare to speak up, so I came to check on you.” He said.

“Oh, I’m fine.” Qi Yue laughed. “Thank you, Third Brother. Although I’m a bit frustrated, it’s nothing serious—certainly not to the point of seeking death. Don’t worry.”

This casual remark reminded Chang Yunqi of the misunderstanding when he first arrived, and he couldn’t help but smile as well.

Chapter 67: Persuasion to Leave
“It’s not like we haven’t quarreled before.” He smiled.

“Oh, that’s right.” Qi Yue also remembered. “Did you call me Moon or Yueniang back then?”

A’Ru stood uneasily nearby.

“Moon.” Chang Yunqi was silent for a moment before answering.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up as she stood.

“Me?” She pointed at herself.

“It seems you’ve truly forgotten. I gave you that name—we were just playing around as children.” Chang Yunqi smiled slightly.

Qi Yue looked amazed.

“So you’re saying I actually had a name called Moon?” She said.

“It wasn’t really a name, just something I called you randomly. Please don’t blame me, Sister-in-law. I won’t call you that anymore.” Chang Yunqi lowered his eyes.

Qi Yue ignored his words, simply amazed at receiving this confirmation.

“How coincidental that we had the same nickname.” She sat down, hand on her chest, looking incredulous. “No wonder I would be possessed by…”

“Young Mistress, the ginger soup is getting cold, please drink it quickly.” A’Ru interrupted Qi Yue’s words.

Qi Yue realized she had almost misspoken and quickly took the ginger soup to drink.

Chang Yunqi finally stood to take his leave.

A’Ru breathed a sigh of relief.

“What a pity, I haven’t made beggar’s chicken for you to try yet.” Qi Yue smiled without trying to keep him, personally escorting him out.

“Next time.” Chang Yunqi smiled.

Next time…

A’Ru lowered her head with an anxious expression.

“This servant will see Third Young Master off.” She said.

Qi Yue stopped walking, and Chang Yunqi bowed to her before striding away.

“I don’t know if this child’s words will be effective when he returns home.” Qi Yue sighed under the eaves.

Still, she was very happy—this was the first person to come see her.

“It seems Qi Yueniang had a decent relationship with your Third Young Master.” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru trimmed the lamp wick and brought it over to place on the bedroom table.

“Third Young Master has always been good-natured and kind to people.” She said.

The meaning was that he wasn’t particularly good to Qi Yueniang specifically. Qi Yue could certainly understand this child’s nervousness and smiled with pursed lips.

“Really, why did your Old Mistress insist on marrying her to the Prince? This is called forming an alliance? More like forming a feud. If Qi Yueniang had been married to Third Young Master, it wouldn’t have delayed the Prince from marrying someone of equal status, and Yueniang could have enjoyed a wealthy and comfortable life…” She said.

A’Ru fell to her knees with a thud.

“Young Mistress, you absolutely cannot say such things, or else it would be a dead end.” She said in terror.

Qi Yue laughed and reached out to pull her up.

“Where would I say it? I’m just talking to you.” She smiled.

“Young Mistress, regardless of what happened before, you are now the Young Mistress and will be the Marchioness in the future…” A’Ru stood up, speaking with some worry.

Qi Yue threw herself backward on the bed with a “ha.”

“I’m going to die.” She called out.

A’Ru’s face went pale with fright as she rushed over.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Young Mistress, you scared this servant to death.” A’Ru said angrily in her urgency.

“You’re the one who scared me to death.”

Qi Yue laughed as she lay on her side on the bed, looking at A’Ru, then sighed. “Staying here for a lifetime, I really would be better off dead.”

A’Ru fell silent and sighed.

“Your original life was very good, wasn’t it?” She asked hesitantly in a low voice after a moment.

“Thinking back, I complained about many dissatisfactions then too, but looking back now, it was quite good.” Qi Yue said with some reminiscence. “Before I came here, I was also in such a countryside.”

“Also in the countryside?” A’Ru asked curiously.

Qi Yue reached out to pull her down to sit.

“From outsiders’ perspective, I also seemed to be ostracized and driven away, quite similar to the current situation.” She said.

A’Ru stood up in surprise again.

“You, you were also driven out by your husband’s family?” She asked stammering.

“What husband’s family? I wasn’t even married yet. It was my work unit—well, not exactly a work unit,” Qi Yue laughed. “I came down voluntarily.”

A’Ru breathed a sigh of relief and sat down on the footstool.

“Work unit? What’s a work unit?” She asked.

“A work unit, well, a work unit is…” Qi Yue was about to explain when they heard footsteps outside, and the master and servant quickly stopped talking.

“Young Mistress, someone from the manor has come.” A servant woman’s voice sounded outside the door.

Another visitor? Qi Yue and A’Ru exchanged glances.

The person who entered lifted off a large hat and removed a heavy cloak, revealing a young face.

“Sister Caiqing, why did you come so late?” A’Ru was extremely surprised, quickly pouring hot tea for her.

Caiqing couldn’t be bothered to take it, going over to kneel and kowtow to Qi Yue who was emerging from the bedroom.

“This servant has disturbed Young Mistress. Please forgive this servant’s offense.” She said prostrate on the ground.

Caiqing was the head maid of the Second Madam of the Western Manor, her status even more noble than the concubines in the household. Qi Yue quickly asked her to rise.

“Madam only just heard that Young Mistress had come here. Thinking that the weather is getting colder and this place hasn’t been lived in for a long time, making it especially damp and cold, she urged me to bring over a mattress.” Caiqing stood up and took the large bundle from the floor.

A’Ru quickly took it and opened it to see it was actually a large fur coat with colorful patterns.

“This is tiger skin.” Caiqing smiled.

Qi Yue was extremely fascinated, quickly having it brought out to examine from all angles.

Wow, this was the real thing.

“Thank you for Auntie’s thoughtfulness.” Qi Yue smiled, then had A’Ru quickly add bedding.

“The other rooms are even worse. This side has more space—let Sister Caiqing squeeze in with me.” A’Ru said.

“No need to fuss, I’ll say what I came to say and hurry back.” Caiqing said quickly.

Qi Yue and A’Ru were startled.

“How can you travel at night like this?” A’Ru shook her head.

Since she said she needed to travel, it certainly wasn’t just politeness. Qi Yue hesitated slightly, looking at Caiqing.

“I’ll go make some ginger soup for Sister.” A’Ru also reacted and said.

Caiqing thanked her without refusing, watching A’Ru leave.

Qi Yue couldn’t gauge Caiqing’s intentions. From A’Ru’s introduction, this Second Madam of the Western Manor had no dealings with Qi Yueniang…

But thinking of the expression she had shown when they first met, and seeing this midnight visit today, there must be some relationship between them.

“Young Mistress.” Caiqing began. “Madam sent me to ask whether you understand Madam’s good intentions from that day?”

With one sentence, Qi Yue was completely confused. See, there was indeed a relationship, and there was “that day” too! But how could she know what happened “that day”!

“I…” Qi Yue opened her mouth with a bitter smile.

Seeing her bitter smile, Caiqing took over.

“The Prince is not a good match for you. The Old Mistress wholeheartedly wanted what was best for you, to give you the best, to give you a stable life. But this step was indeed wrong.” She said, stepping forward. “Now you can see clearly—the Prince cannot tolerate you, the Great Madam cannot tolerate you, and this household cannot tolerate you. Young Mistress, you are not yet twenty years old. Are you going to spend your whole life suffering in this countryside?”

“Then, what does Auntie mean?” Qi Yue asked dazedly, following her lead.

“Request to leave the marriage yourself.” Caiqing said.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“Divorce is not possible, but Young Mistress needn’t worry. Madam will certainly protect you and find another suitable family. Even if no suitable family is found, Madam will ensure you have food and clothing for life.” Caiqing said.

“If I request to leave the marriage myself, would it work? Isn’t this marriage bestowed by His Majesty?” Qi Yue asked in confusion.

“As long as Young Mistress has this intention, Madam will certainly find a way to arrange everything.” Caiqing said with a smile.

This was probably also the wish of the mother and son from Marquis Dingxi’s manor, right? So one played the bad cop and one played the good cop—using both hard and soft tactics.

Qi Yue paced slowly around the room a few times.

“Thank you, Auntie. Yueniang will think it over carefully.” She smiled.

Caiqing sighed seeing her expression.

“Young Mistress, although Second Madam and Great Madam have the same purpose, Second Madam truly has Young Mistress’s interests at heart, unlike Great Madam who only cares about herself and the Prince. This servant knows you must think this way.” She said.

Qi Yue rolled her eyes, then turned around with a genuinely smiling face.

“How could that be? I understand.” She said.

Caiqing looked at her.

“Madam and Old Madam both have the same feelings toward you, Miss.” She said solemnly.

Qi Yue looked at her, suddenly feeling there was much meaning in this statement.

“This servant dare not stay out too long and will take leave now.” But Caiqing said no more, turning to take her heavy cloak and bowing farewell.

A’Ru personally escorted her out. When she returned, she found Qi Yue sitting under the lamp in a daze.

“Young Mistress, what did Second Madam mean?” She couldn’t help asking with some hope. “Is she going to speak for Young Mistress?”

Speak for her? Speak for divorce. Qi Yue shook her head.

“What exactly is the relationship between your Second Madam and Qi Yueniang?” She sat up straight and asked curiously.

“There’s no relationship.” A’Ru said, completely puzzled.

“Then what’s her relationship with your Old Madam? Are they related?” Qi Yue asked again.

A’Ru shook her head.

“Our Old Madam is from Fujian, and Second Madam is from the capital. North and south—if not for the red thread of marriage, they would never have known each other in their lifetimes.” She answered.

That’s strange then. Qi Yue leaned back on the bed again.

“However, both families’ ancestors were founding heroes who helped the Great Ancestor establish the dynasty together.” A’Ru thought of something and added. “Our family was enfeoffed as marquis, theirs as duke. Also, Second Madam’s family…”

A’Ru stopped here, somewhat hesitant.

“Also what?” Qi Yue asked.

“Second Madam’s family is more noble than ours. Their family has been aristocrats for generations.” A’Ru said.

Aristocrats for generations? Qi Yue became interested.

Logically speaking, for previous dynasty aristocrats to become aristocrats again in a new dynasty’s founding wouldn’t be easy—as the saying goes, “new emperor, new ministers.”

“Could it be that Second Madam’s family were traitors to the previous dynasty who performed dragon-following service for the new dynasty?” She asked.

“This servant doesn’t know about that.” A’Ru smiled somewhat embarrassedly. “I only heard about these things occasionally.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and lay down again. Whatever—let them be what they are. Whether it was good intentions or false charity, she couldn’t be bothered to care. She turned inward to sleep.

A’Ru lowered the bed curtains, blew out the lamp, and left, closing the door.

The next day, while Qi Yue was brushing her teeth in the room, she heard crying from outside.

“Is there a funeral in the village?” Qi Yue said indistinctly.

“I don’t know. This servant will go ask.” A’Ru said, walking out. She returned shortly with a somewhat strange expression.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue was styling her hair in front of the bronze mirror and asked casually.

“Outside…” A’Ru began, seeming not to know how to say it. “There’s a villager crying at our gate.”

“Crying about what? Did someone bully them?” Qi Yue turned her head to ask.

Chapter 68: Taking Action
Liu Er’s wife hadn’t originally intended to do this, but after hearing the rumors from the Song family’s child yesterday, somehow her head grew hot and she ran over.

She didn’t dare come to the front gate, only staying at the corner of the wall, holding her child while kowtowing toward the courtyard and lighting three sticks of incense for devout prayer.

The noise disturbed the servants. Burning incense by someone’s courtyard wall was a great taboo, so the servants naturally drove her away.

“Kind aunties and uncles, there’s really no other way. Please let us touch some immortal energy and give the child a way to live.” Liu Er’s wife cried, kowtowing frantically to these people.

The child wrapped in her arms was only two or three years old, with a pale complexion and tightly closed eyes. His body occasionally convulsed, proving he still had a breath of life.

These servant women were also from poor families, and having lived in this village for a long time, they had good neighborly relationships. Seeing this, their expressions showed they couldn’t bear it.

“Liu Er’s wife, if the child is sick, find a doctor to look at him.” Nanny Kang sighed and said, taking out a few coins from her bosom to give her.

“Auntie, auntie, your mistress is an immortal. Please, auntie, let me worship her, let me worship her.” Liu Er’s wife cried while kneeling and kowtowing. “We’ve seen doctors and taken medicine, but it doesn’t work. They all say it’s no use. Auntie, auntie, my husband is dead, and only this one root remains…”

“But our Young Mistress is not an immortal.” The servants said with mixed tears and laughter.

Qi Yue came to the back courtyard where peach, pear, grape, and pomegranate trees were planted. Most of the fruit had been picked, but much still remained, looking quite beautiful.

She didn’t know why, but Qi Yue, who had always felt peaceful here, seemed to constantly hear the crying from outside the courtyard gate.

“You’re saying the sick one is a child?” She couldn’t help asking.

A’Ru seemed lost in thought, standing dazedly without hearing her words until Qi Yue asked again.

“The gatekeeper said it’s a widow’s child from the village. Her husband died last year, and she only has this one child.” A’Ru answered.

After saying this, both fell somewhat silent.

“Children are indeed hard to raise.” Qi Yue sighed somewhat reluctantly, forcing a smile at the corners of her mouth as she turned around.

A’Ru didn’t speak. The master and servant each stood in a daze, not noticing that both their hands were clenched tightly in their sleeves.

“I wonder what we’ll eat today.” Qi Yue said, trying to sound relaxed, wanting to change the topic. “Come, let’s go see.”

A’Ru responded and followed her with lowered head.

Qi Yue walked very slowly, and A’Ru also walked very slowly. Neither noticed this about themselves.

Stepping into the front courtyard, the crying from outside the gate had stopped. Presumably the person had been driven away.

Qi Yue stood there in a daze.

“Young Mistress.” A’Ru suddenly quickened her steps and turned to face her, looking at her with reddened eyes. “Didn’t you say you couldn’t stand by and watch someone die without helping?”

Qi Yue looked at her, not knowing what to say.

“This servant also doesn’t know why I’m saying this. Before, before, this servant didn’t want you to treat illness and save people, but, but, this servant doesn’t know what’s wrong today…” A’Ru lowered her head in confusion, murmuring. “This servant also had a little brother before Yuan Bao. When he was two years old, he got sick. The family spent all our money but couldn’t save him. This servant still remembers holding him and watching him grow cold bit by bit…”

A’Ru was sobbing uncontrollably by this point, and Qi Yue’s eyes also reddened.

“It’s not that I don’t want to save him, but that I can’t.” She said through gritted teeth.

“Young Mistress, this servant saw with her own eyes how you brought someone back from death. Young Mistress, please show mercy again. You don’t know how painful it is for a family, for a mother, to lose a child…” A’Ru knelt and cried.

“I know, I know, but I…” Qi Yue reached out to pull her up.

“Young Mistress, you said life is precious. This servant doesn’t understand why you must watch a child die without saving him…” A’Ru raised her head, biting her lower lip as she looked at her.

Why? Why indeed? Qi Yue was stunned by her question. This was a dream she was having, and in this dream, she was just a passerby, an observer.

“A’Ru, I don’t know if I can save people.” Qi Yue crouched down, looking at the tearful A’Ru. “Those two times, I still had my medicine left, but you know I don’t have those medicines anymore, and I relied on those medicines to save people.”

“But try! Didn’t Doctor Liu say to try? Wasn’t that person saved too? And that drowning child—didn’t you save him too? Without those medicines, isn’t there still you, Young Mistress?” A’Ru grasped her hands hopefully.

Qi Yue looked at her, feeling as if a ball of cotton was stuck in her chest, making it hard to breathe.

Without medicine, was she truly still useful?

Accustomed to walking with crutches, if she threw them away, could she still walk?

There seemed to be a long silence.

“Alright, then let’s try.” Qi Yue finally said slowly.

A’Ru kowtowed with tears and laughter mixed.

Liu Er’s wife held her child and walked slowly in a daze, stumbling without knowing where to go.

She could feel her child’s life slowly ebbing away.

“Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid. Mother will accompany you, and we’ll go find Father together…” Liu Er’s wife murmured, walking like a zombie into her home. This place could no longer be called a home—without a door, with half the thatched house collapsed, her gaze swept around and finally stopped on the old tree in the courtyard.

“Mother will go find a rope. Wait for Mother, Mother will come soon…” She murmured.

“Sister-in-law!” An urgent call made Liu Er’s wife freeze.

She turned around in confusion, clutching a hemp rope she had just found, looking at the two women who had appeared before her.

“What are you doing?” The woman immediately saw the rope in her hand, then looked at Liu Er’s wife’s expression. Understanding everything, she quickly stepped forward to snatch the rope away.

“Auntie, auntie, give it back to me.” Liu Er’s wife, suddenly having the rope taken away, seemed to have lost her last bit of hope. She desperately lunged forward to grab it.

“Hurry up, the Young Mistress wants you to bring the child over!” The woman shouted loudly.

This shout was like thunder from a clear sky, awakening Liu Er’s wife. She looked up at the woman in disbelief, light flickering in her previously defeated expression.

In the room, on the small bed, Qi Yue knew what was wrong with just one look at the child.

“Dehydration.” She said. “Quick, boil salt and sugar water.”

“It’s diarrhea and vomiting. The medicine he takes comes back up. High fever like burning charcoal, then… then he fell into unconscious sleep…” Liu Er’s wife knelt in the room, stammering out answers to Qi Yue’s questions.

“When did it start?” Qi Yue asked while efficiently inserting a thermometer, wrapping a blood pressure cuff, and picking up a stethoscope. “Were there any other illnesses before this?”

“Seven days ago… illness… illness…?” Liu Er’s wife answered, watching this Young Mistress’s actions, all extremely strange. Why cover mouth and nose? Her head wrapped in a cloth, and the clothes she wore outside were so peculiar…

“Did he have cough, fever, cold… that is, typhoid-like symptoms?” Qi Yue asked.

Liu Er’s wife shook her head.

“He was always fine. Though our family is poor, I’ve always taken good care of the child. He was always very sturdy.” She said hurriedly.

“Then it’s not caused by other diseases, nor by diet…” Qi Yue muttered to herself, then looked at Liu Er’s wife. “Did you see a doctor and get medicine?”

Liu Er’s wife nodded.

“But it didn’t work!” She said urgently, starting to cry again.

“It’s not that it didn’t work—the child couldn’t absorb it. Couldn’t stop the vomiting and diarrhea…” Qi Yue muttered to herself, then looked at the woman. “Go get the medicine the doctor prescribed…”

Liu Er’s wife hesitated, but at this moment, this Young Mistress was her only hope.

“Also.” Qi Yue called out to stop her. “I can only try, because I don’t have… anyway, I might not be able to save him. You must be mentally prepared. We do our human best and leave the rest to fate.”

Liu Er’s wife looked at her, nodding and kowtowing through her tears.

When A’Ru came in carrying the prepared water, Qi Yue was seriously examining something.

“Young Mistress, I found a wine pot to fill it… ah!” She approached speaking, but before finishing her words, she saw clearly what Qi Yue held and screamed.

It was the child’s feces…

She stared dumbly as the Young Mistress spread and closed her fingers, all covered with feces, examining it seriously against the light from outside, then bringing it close to her nose…

A’Ru turned away and dry-heaved.

“What type of diarrhea is this exactly…” Qi Yue murmured, frowning deeply. In the past, this was such a simple test—results in thirty minutes with whatever data needed. But now… what she had learned and seen in school… damn…

She dejectedly lowered her head. Which doctor would personally examine feces when machines were available…

“Never mind, fluid replacement first.” She quickly washed her hands. “A’Ru, you need to disinfect here. Find some high-concentration alcohol, and if there isn’t any, go buy some. Also lime… sprinkle lime here…”

A’Ru watched from the side, both anxious and worried, nodding frantically at her instructions.

“How much does this child weigh…” Qi Yue scratched her head. Without any admission examination data, she simply lifted the child with both hands to gauge his weight.

When Liu Er’s wife entered the room trembling with the medicine package, she saw her son’s arm with a strange tube inserted, extending to a wine bottle hanging from a coat rack. She couldn’t help crying out.

“Come, feed him water.” Qi Yue saw her and said quickly.

Liu Er’s wife nodded and tremblingly approached, carefully bringing water to the child’s mouth.

The child was semi-comatose. The water went in and flowed back out. After a long time, not a drop had been fed to him, and the child began vomiting again.

Liu Er’s wife sat crying on the ground.

“It’s alright, take it slowly. We still have time. We must find a way to get him to take fluids.” Qi Yue came over, bending to personally wipe the child clean, carefully positioning him on his side.

Liu Er’s wife watched this wealthy woman carefully cleaning her dirty child, wiping so attentively that she didn’t even miss his neck. She couldn’t help covering her mouth and crying.

Chapter 69: Her Heart
Nursing care for pediatric patients was very important.

“We need to clean him, wipe him with warm water—his mouth, neck, and anus to avoid infection.” Qi Yue explained as she worked.

“Young Mistress, let me do it.” A’Ru said.

She had already changed into the same attire as Qi Yue.

Qi Yue looked at her and nodded, handing her the towel.

“You can use chopsticks to feed him water, even if it just moistens his lips.” Qi Yue said to Liu Er’s wife.

Liu Er’s wife nodded.

Throughout the night, the lights in the main room never went out. Everyone in the entire manor stayed awake, all gathered at the gate of Qi Yue’s courtyard, watching nervously and excitedly.

What they didn’t know was that outside the courtyard walls, almost the entire village was also standing there, equally nervous and excited as they watched this manor.

“Young Mistress, his temperature has dropped a bit.” A’Ru held up the thermometer, looking at it repeatedly before finally saying excitedly.

Qi Yue, who was cleaning her hands with alcohol, heard this and came over to look.

They examined the faint red line on the thermometer against the morning light.

“How many bowel movements last night? What was his temperature? You recorded it all, right?” Qi Yue asked.

A’Ru nodded and picked up a piece of paper from nearby.

Qi Yue took it and examined it carefully.

“Gou Sheng, Gou Sheng…”

A woman’s cry of alarm came from beside the bed, mixed with tears. The servants outside heard it and their hearts sank.

“Looks like it’s no use.” Everyone sighed and shook their heads.

Just then, the door opened.

A’Ru rushed out clutching a package of medicine.

The people in the courtyard were amazed again—hadn’t he died? By noon, they had their answer when they heard the child’s crying from the room, though it was very weak.

“…be good, you need to take medicine to get better.” Qi Yue coaxed the child while bringing the syringe to his mouth again, injecting the medicine.

The child resisted in terror. Even his mother’s comfort didn’t help, and ultimately the medicine wasn’t administered.

“You child!” Liu Er’s wife scolded, both angry and anxious.

“Ha, looks like your spirits are much better. Come, little one, that… I know this is bitter. If you take one sip, I’ll feed you one sip of sugar water, okay?” Qi Yue smiled, pointing to another bowl and drawing some liquid with another syringe. “Come, try this first. See, I’m not lying to you.”

As she spoke, she brought the syringe near the child’s mouth and gently squeezed out a drop or two.

The child’s dry lips immediately licked them, and his struggling expression eased slightly. Qi Yue smiled and tentatively brought over the syringe containing the Chinese medicine. The child finally slowly opened his mouth.

“What a brave child!”

“Wonderful! He took another sip!”

“Oh, is it sweet? Is it sweet?”

“Amazing! He finished it all!”

“You’ll definitely be a great hero when you grow up!”

One syringe after another of Chinese medicine was administered. Watching Qi Yue’s uninterrupted smile and hearing her constant words of encouragement to the child, Liu Er’s wife’s tears flowed again. She covered her mouth with her hand, blocking her sobs while letting tears flow freely.

Day and night alternated, sun rose and set.

Qi Yue, who had been arranged to rest for the second half of the night, woke up naturally. Upon waking, she immediately put on her clothes and came over.

Liu Er’s wife watched over her child without sleep or rest. Even when the child slept, she refused to rest.

A’Ru was carefully sprinkling lime and alcohol on the ground. Hearing movement, she quickly looked up.

“Young Mistress, he had two bowel movements last night. This is the stool.” A’Ru put down her work and brought over the soiled cloth.

Compared to the previous days, her attitude was very composed, as if she were holding two newly made embroidered handkerchiefs.

Qi Yue seriously took it to examine.

“He urinated, he urinated…” Liu Er’s wife suddenly called out, her voice filled with surprise.

Qi Yue was also delighted.

“Excellent! As long as we can control the dehydration and he can take medicine, the medicine will be effective.” She quickly put down the soiled cloth, efficiently washed her hands, put on a mask and cap, and walked to the child. From under the sleeping child, she indeed saw a wet patch on the newly placed diaper. Without caring that the child was asleep, she happily lifted him up and tested his weight. “A’Ru, readjust the fluid replacement ratio. This time it needs to be for oral administration.”

A’Ru quickly responded.

“Mother, hungry…” The child woke up from all the commotion and made mumbling sounds.

These words sounded like heavenly music to all three women. For the first time in days, Qi Yue could finally breathe a sigh of relief.

At Marquis Dingxi’s manor, Concubine Zhou also finally breathed a sigh of relief.

“That damned boy!” Marquis Dingxi smashed his teacup.

The teacup rolled to the ground, spilling water in a puddle beside a kneeling maid.

“Marquis, Marquis, please let this servant go to the manor to serve Young Mistress.” The maid raised her head, her pretty face streaked with tears as she spoke through sobs, revealing two small canine teeth on either side. It was none other than A’Hao.

“Get up. No one needs to go. Let that bastard go!” Marquis Dingxi shouted with a dark expression.

A’Hao looked up at the Marquis, her gaze involuntarily glancing at Concubine Zhou standing behind him.

Concubine Zhou gave her a meaningful look.

A’Hao bit her lower lip and forced an expression that was half-crying, half-smiling.

“Thank you, Marquis…” she said.

With teardrops hanging on her round face and her cherry-like mouth pouting, she looked pitifully adorable. Marquis Dingxi’s gaze couldn’t help but linger.

“You may go down first. The Marquis has his own arrangements.” Concubine Zhou said.

A’Hao immediately kowtowed and withdrew. The curtain fell, cutting off Marquis Dingxi’s reluctant gaze.

“Have that bastard come see me immediately.” Marquis Dingxi’s anger hadn’t subsided. “Also, sell those two women.”

“Marquis, that won’t do.” Concubine Zhou quickly advised, stroking his shoulder with a worried expression. “After all, they were chosen by Madam…”

Marquis Dingxi snorted.

“I’m not ignorant of her intentions.” He said. “Don’t involve yourself in this matter. Poor Yueniang doesn’t know how much she’s suffered.”

Concubine Zhou said nothing more, gently massaging Marquis Dingxi’s shoulders.

“Without the Old Mistress, she still has the Marquis. Yueniang is truly blessed in this lifetime.” She sighed.

“Beautiful women deserve good fortune.” Marquis Dingxi smiled, enjoying Concubine Zhou’s service as he closed his eyes.

When Concubine Zhou returned to her own courtyard, A’Hao was already waiting there, looking at her with tearful eyes.

“Do you still want to save your Young Mistress or not?” Concubine Zhou frowned and said in a low voice.

A’Hao nodded and was about to kneel.

“Then put away that expression.” Concubine Zhou frowned and said sternly in a low voice.

A’Hao immediately dared not cry or move.

Concubine Zhou examined her from head to toe, not missing an inch, until A’Hao’s hair stood on end and her whole body trembled.

“Do you know why Young Mistress is so unwelcome in this household?” Concubine Zhou asked slowly.

“Because, because the Prince doesn’t like Young Mistress…” A’Hao stammered.

Concubine Zhou smiled disdainfully.

“Men in this world have never failed to love beautiful women.” She said, caressing the plum blossoms arranged on the table. “The reason the Prince doesn’t like Young Mistress is because someone has been sowing discord behind the scenes. And the reason the instigator can be so unrestrained is because, in this household, apart from the Old Mistress, no one else speaks well of Young Mistress.”

“There’s also you, Concubine…” A’Hao looked at her eagerly and knelt.

“Me?” Concubine Zhou sighed. “I have the heart but lack the power.”

She touched her own face.

“I’m old, and in this household, there are more and more people younger and more beautiful than me. No matter how good a woman is, once she’s old, she’s nothing.” She said slowly, her expression somewhat desolate.

“No, no, Concubine is the most beautiful.” A’Hao stammered flattering words.

Concubine Zhou laughed.

“Don’t waste your sweet words on me. Sweet or not, I don’t care. I know your heart.” She smiled, reaching out to help A’Hao up. But she didn’t let go, instead examining her face again.

Though she couldn’t be called devastatingly beautiful, she was in her prime youth, with watery eyes and rosy cheeks that seemed to drip water when pinched…

“Those who can speak with authority now are all aligned with Madam. How do you think they would speak well of her before the Marquis? In this household, only the Marquis can control the Prince. A’Hao, do you know how you should help your Young Mistress now?” Concubine Zhou said word by word.

A’Hao stared at Concubine Zhou with wide eyes, her face gradually changing from red to white. Finally, she nodded heavily.

The next day, Concubine Zhou heard the news she wanted, though it wasn’t entirely satisfactory.

“The Marquis and Madam had a fight. He made Madam sell the two concubines, saying that before Young Mistress bears children, no one is allowed to add people to the Prince’s quarters. Then he summoned the Prince, but someone reported that the Prince had already left—heading to Young Mistress’s manor.” A’Jin said with some regret in her expression.

Concubine Zhou showed no reaction.

“That boy is cunning. Since he dared to say such things, he must be putting on a complete show.” She said calmly, using scissors to trim excess flower stems.

“After the Marquis heard this, his anger and suspicion were reduced by half.” A’Jin frowned.

“But there’s still the other half.” Concubine Zhou smiled, putting down the scissors. “What about A’Hao’s matter?”

“This morning, she took soup to the Marquis’s study.” A’Jin said in a low voice. “When she came out, it was already past noon.”

Concubine Zhou’s face was full of joy.

“So she’s already…” she said in a low voice.

“No,” A’Jin quickly said. “I already asked her. She said the Marquis wants to give her dignity—properly arranging her hair ceremony before taking her as a concubine, not letting people look down on her. The Marquis is always thoughtful and considerate.”

Concubine Zhou let out a cold laugh filled with indescribable bitterness and desolation.

“Considerate?” she murmured. “The more sentimental a man is, the more heartless he becomes.”

The room fell silent for a moment.

“By the way, since things have been discussed openly with the Marquis, you should find time to visit Yueniang at the manor. Persuade her and comfort her.” Concubine Zhou said.

A’Jin nodded happily and hurried out to prepare.

Just after A’Jin left, Concubine Zhou summoned a small maid and whispered something to her. Soon, an unfamiliar maid in her twenties with a tall figure entered.

“Have you prepared everything I asked you to prepare?” Concubine Zhou asked.

“Concubine, rest assured. Everything is ready, just waiting for the Prince to come over.” The maid said in a low voice.

Concubine Zhou nodded.

“Be extremely careful and thorough.” She warned solemnly in a low voice.

The maid nodded.

“As soon as the Prince enters that door…” Concubine Zhou turned to look at the trimmed plum blossoms, their buds about to bloom, “…he won’t be able to escape this fate…”

Chapter 70: The Way
A horse galloped like lightning along the main road, seemingly running endlessly without direction or purpose. Wherever it passed, pedestrians scattered to avoid it, raising clouds of dust and a chorus of curses and complaints.

Only when it reached a hill did the horse slow down and gradually stop.

The man in the charcoal-black cloak on horseback reined in his mount and looked down at a village below the hill.

“Prince!” Five horses caught up from behind, their riders panting and looking somewhat disheveled.

“Why so slow?” Chang Yuncheng frowned at them, his expression displeased.

Several men shamefully lowered their heads.

“Following me, I’m embarrassed by you all!” Chang Yuncheng said, throwing out these words before spurring his horse forward again.

Everyone hurried to follow, but fortunately he didn’t gallop fast this time.

Liu Er’s wife placed a pair of embroidered shoes at the gate of Biyun Manor, devoutly knelt and kowtowed, then got up and ran away.

“Look, that’s the mother of the child who was cured…”

“Really, he was truly cured…”

Villagers standing nearby pointed and whispered.

“Quick, go over there and burn some incense…”

“I heard if you grab some soil from there and drink it with water, it can cure illness…”

Accompanied by these discussions, people continuously approached the manor. Of course, they dared not burn incense at the main gate, but instead piled soil and inserted incense sticks at the base of the walls on both sides.

“What the hell is this?” Chang Yuncheng led his horse, looking at the scene before him and frowning as he asked.

“Prince, shall this servant go in and ask?” A follower asked quietly.

Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly through his nose.

“Ask? What’s there to ask? What kind of tricks are they playing! Do I care?” He mounted his horse and reined it around. “Keep dreaming. I don’t care what games you’re playing inside and out!”

After saying this, he didn’t spare another glance at the place, cracking his whip and spurring his horse to speed away. The followers dared not delay and chased after him desperately, causing a commotion of neighing horses and shouting people at the gate.

“This is outrageous! Go away, go away! What is this place? How dare you cause trouble again!”

The manor’s gate opened, and seeing the people by the walls, the servants immediately drove them away. “Disperse immediately, or we’ll send you to see the magistrate!”

Five men holding sticks shouted with displeased expressions.

Those burning incense immediately scattered like a roused crowd. Compared to seeing the magistrate, these people feared offending the immortal even more, and quickly ran away.

“Young Mistress, look at this…” Nanny Kang said helplessly to Qi Yue, who was walking out the door.

Qi Yue looked down at a pair of embroidered shoes that had been kicked aside, and A’Ru picked them up.

“Actually, I didn’t do anything special.” She looked at the incense sticks randomly inserted at the corners of both walls, along with flowers, and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

She had only performed the most basic artificial respiration. It was the child’s fate not to die, and she had found a way to treat his dehydration. What ultimately worked was the medicine Liu Er’s wife had initially obtained. Yet this had caused such shock among the villagers, making her feel ashamed.

Perhaps without medicine, she still had knowledge—some emergency care knowledge that current doctors lacked. These could also save lives at certain moments.

“Young Mistress, these were sent by Liu Er’s wife, right?” A’Ru looked at the embroidered shoes in her hand and guessed. “I saw her secretly checking Young Mistress’s shoe size.”

Qi Yue took them to look. In her many years as a doctor, she had received many gifts—money, red envelopes, local specialties. Initially, she had been excited and anxious, but gradually she had grown accustomed to it, just as she had grown accustomed to life and death, to treating illness when it arose, to having everything follow regulations—prescribed examinations, prescribed medical records, prescribed medications. She had become indifferent or perhaps coldly detached as she watched patients recover or die. In her eyes, all of this was like eating, drinking, and sleeping—nothing special.

Unexpectedly, coming to this strange time and space and doing these few small, insignificant things had brought her an unprecedented state of mind.

How long had it been since she felt excited about curing someone?

“Yueniang, what do you think the way of medicine is?”

“The way of medicine? Dad, what strange subject are you studying now? Don’t be so mysterious all the time. How about letting me assist in surgery when you have time…”

“To learn medicine well, it’s not enough to just practice technique.”

“Dad, here you go again…”

Qi Yue looked up at the sky, azure blue like a gem, unpolluted sky.

“The way of medicine is the way of humanity—people come first.” She murmured.

After these two incidents, and seeing that this Young Mistress had a good temper, bold villagers began to visit.

“This is rheumatism. Listen to the doctor and take your medicine properly.” Qi Yue said seriously after examining the old man’s leg.

“Madam, please prescribe some medicine for me.” The old man didn’t believe her and knelt down stammering, wanting to plead.

“Really, I can’t treat this, and I can’t prescribe medicine. Your condition is chronic and needs care.” Qi Yue was somewhat exasperated but still seriously considered the care and precautions for rheumatism, carefully explaining them to the old man.

The old man memorized everything as if receiving divine guidance, but was still disappointed that Qi Yue hadn’t given him any medicine.

Nanny Kang was getting impatient. If not for the fact that he was the village head, she wouldn’t have let him in.

Only then did the old man reluctantly get up and leave half-convinced, but walking very slowly.

“I say, Old Zhang San, can’t you walk faster? Yesterday you were chasing cattle all over the mountain, and today you act like you’re dying.”

Nanny Kang laughed.

“You’re so fortunate.” The old man muttered as he reluctantly took steps. “Living with this immortal every day in this blessed land. I finally got to experience it a bit—how could I bear to leave quickly?”

This amused the servants, and several male servants who knew him well grabbed him and pushed him out.

The old man was very dissatisfied and finally grabbed a handful of soil from the corner outside the gate before running away.

“I really can’t treat most illnesses.” Qi Yue smiled at A’Ru. “Never let these people in again. Let them properly find local doctors, take medicine when they should, lest they delay treatment—that would be my sin.”

A’Ru nodded.

“Young Mistress, why can’t you treat them? I think you understand everything.” She couldn’t help asking.

“I understand, but…” Qi Yue scratched her head.

“You just don’t have medicine.” A’Ru finished her sentence with a smile.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“It’s because I don’t know how to use the medicine here. Treating illness ultimately requires medicine. My medicine is used up, and I don’t know how to prescribe your local medicine, so naturally there’s no way.” She said.

A’Ru nodded.

“Young Mistress, that child had stopped breathing. Why did you blow air into his mouth and he came back to life?” She remembered another question and asked curiously.

“That’s called artificial respiration. When a person suffers sudden trauma, spontaneous breathing may suddenly stop. At that time, the person isn’t actually dead yet, so you need to help them breathe again.” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Ru looked curious.

“It’s actually very simple.” Qi Yue smiled and demonstrated on her. “Like this, like this, mouth-to-mouth breathing, pressing the heart…”

A’Ru smiled shyly.

“This servant can’t learn it.” She said.

“You can learn it, it’s very simple.” Qi Yue smiled.

“Young Mistress is so capable, yet always says she can’t do things, can’t save people.” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue sat in the courtyard, basking in the warm sunlight, and sighed.

“Born at the wrong time.” She lamented.

A’Ru giggled, and Qi Yue looked at her and laughed too.

“I chose the wrong profession. If I had known I’d come to your time, I would have studied Chinese medicine.” She smiled.

“Chinese medicine? What’s Chinese medicine? Are there other types of medicine?” A’Ru asked curiously.

“Yes, Chinese medicine is what our ancestors passed down. Where I come from, there’s also medicine from foreign Western countries, called Western medicine.” Qi Yue said. Seeing A’Ru looked confused, she gave an analogy. “It’s like the fish we ate last night—it can be steamed or braised. Both are ways of eating, just different methods.”

A’Ru made an “oh” sound of understanding.

“Then which is better? Young Mistress’s must be better, right?” She asked again.

Qi Yue touched her neck and smiled.

“Each has its advantages, each has its strengths. They can’t be compared.” She smiled and rubbed her hands, changing the subject. “Let’s not talk about this. Let’s discuss how we should go back after being here so long.”

This was a worrying topic, and both master and servant frowned with troubled expressions.

“Young Mistress, someone from the manor has come.” A servant woman said outside the door.

Another visitor? Qi Yue and A’Ru exchanged glances.

“Young Mistress.” A maid walked in from outside, carrying a large bundle and respectfully bowing.

“It’s A’Jin.” A’Ru happily went to take it.

A’Jin looked up and smiled at them.

“Concubine sent me to see Young Mistress. I brought some things for combing hair and face cream. The weather is getting colder, and there are also hand warmers and foot warmers.” She kowtowed and held up the bundle from the ground.

A’Ru quickly took it, and Qi Yue asked her to rise.

“Thank you for Concubine’s thoughtfulness.” She smiled.

“Young Mistress, Concubine has already explained the situation to the Marquis. The Marquis also scolded the Prince. In a few days, the Prince will come to see you.” A’Jin stood up and said.

“Really?” A’Ru asked in surprise.

A’Jin nodded.

“Why would I lie to you about this?” She smiled, then looked at Qi Yue. “Young Mistress, Concubine asked me to give you a message…”

Another message? Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“I’ll go see what the kitchen is preparing for dinner. Since you’re here, try some local game. You can’t easily get this in the manor. The food isn’t anything special, just for novelty.” A’Ru smiled.

“Thank you, Sister.” A’Jin quickly smiled back.

A’Ru smiled and left.

“Please sit. You must be tired after traveling.” Qi Yue smiled and gestured.

A’Jin was very excited seeing her friendly attitude.

“Young Mistress is still the same as before. It’s just that these past few years, this servant hasn’t been able to visit you.” She said, tears seeming to glisten in her eyes.

Qi Yue exclaimed inwardly—another person with a past story!

Chapter 71: Displeasure
But Qi Yue didn’t know any more of the story than that.

“I know,” she said casually.

This response made A’Jin even more excited, her voice choking with emotion.

“It’s good that Young Madam knows. Concubine and I have been thinking of Young Madam constantly. Seeing that Young Madam has finally recovered and even came out to receive Old Madam’s final instructions, Concubine and this servant are truly so happy that we offer incense before Buddha daily,” she said.

Qi Yue pulled at the corner of her mouth in a dry laugh.

“Let’s not talk about the past. What matters most is now, and the future,” A’Jin wiped her tears with her handkerchief and gathered her spirits to say, “Young Madam, Concubine asked me to tell Young Madam that you absolutely must not quarrel with the Prince anymore. This does Young Madam no good whatsoever—it only brings joy to enemies and pain to loved ones.”

This was advice for reconciliation, and Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, I understand,” she said earnestly.

“The Prince has some peculiar aspects to his character,” A’Jin continued, sighing, “He wasn’t like this when he was small.”

When he was small?

“You’re even younger than him,” Qi Yue looked at A’Jin’s face, which was about the same age as A’Ru’s, and smiled.

A’Jin also smiled.

“I heard from my parents. Back then they served under the Marchioness, and my mother even took care of the Prince for a while,” she smiled.

This Marchioness must be referring to Great Madam Xie, Qi Yue speculated.

“Later, when the Marchioness passed away, the Prince was still small—only six years old, knowing nothing. Old Madam had people watch him carefully. It wasn’t until the burial that the Prince suddenly went mad,” A’Jin continued.

Qi Yue remained silent. Losing one’s mother was the most painful thing for anyone, let alone a six-year-old child…

This child must have developed psychological damage from this, she thought.

A’Jin sighed.

“After that, the Prince changed completely. He no longer liked talking to people or playing with anyone, always staying by himself. It wasn’t until the Young Marchioness married in that he gradually improved quite a bit, but his character remained eccentric,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“So Young Madam shouldn’t grow cold toward the Prince because of this. It’s not that he treats Young Madam particularly badly—he’s like this with many people. Young Madam, you are husband and wife after all. As the saying goes, constant dripping wears away the stone. If you just treat him well, the Prince will eventually understand your heart,” A’Jin continued earnestly.

“Good, I understand,” Qi Yue nodded, matching her earnest expression.

Very well, she had decided. Before she could leave this place, she wouldn’t quarrel with this Prince anymore. She would endure him and yield to him, treating it all as a nightmare. Dreams always have a time of awakening, and when she woke up, who cared who anyone was?

A’Jin showed a relieved smile.

Like Cai Qing, A’Jin also didn’t dare stay long and hurriedly took her leave.

Here, Qi Yue told A’Ru about A’Jin’s words.

“Back then, Old Madam assigned me and A’Jin separately to you and Concubine Zhou, wanting us to serve well. She’s a single-minded girl who wholeheartedly follows what Old Madam said years ago,” A’Ru sighed.

“You’re the same,” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Ru was made to smile by her words too.

The next day, Qi Yue was washing up and preparing to eat breakfast when she heard a commotion outside—chickens flying and dogs jumping, people shouting and horses neighing.

“Don’t tell me another person with a story has come?” she said with the simple toothbrush in her mouth.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, the Prince has come!” two servant women shouted as they ran in frantically.

Qi Yue and A’Ru were overjoyed—this was truly a case of getting what you wished for delivered right to your door.

Following the servant women’s entrance, another page boy ran in.

“Young Madam, the Prince ordered me to give Young Madam a message,” he said loudly, without the slightest respect in his manner.

Qi Yue’s feet, which had been moving to greet him, stopped.

“The Prince says: You woman, stay in your room and don’t come out. He brought his brothers here to hunt and is just stopping by to rest. You woman, don’t come out and spoil his mood, or else you won’t be able to stay here either,” the page boy said. At this moment he was speaking for the Prince, so every word and gesture, including his expression, mimicked him closely.

A’Ru, Pozi Kang, and the two servant women all turned pale hearing these words.

Clearly this page boy definitely wasn’t crazy to say such things—these were Chang Yuncheng’s words, and he must have said them openly in front of everyone without any reservation…

This was no longer just disliking the Young Madam, but could be said to be trampling her mercilessly underfoot.

A’Ru immediately began crying, covering her mouth with her hand to stifle her sobs.

Qi Yue was also stunned by these harsh words. Only when she saw the page boy turn to leave did she come to her senses.

“Stop right there,” she called out with raised eyebrows.

The page boy was startled and stopped.

A’Ru grabbed Qi Yue’s sleeve, shaking her head through her tears to stop her.

Qi Yue took several deep breaths and put on a smile.

“You go back and give the Prince a message from me too,” she said with a smile.

The page boy was stunned for a moment, hesitated, then lowered his head.

“Please speak, Young Madam,” he said.

“I’m sending him three words,” Qi Yue smiled at him while extending her hand, “Go, you, mother’s, place.”

Chang Yuncheng’s page boys were all trained personally by Chang Yuncheng, so like their master, they spoke and acted cleanly and efficiently. He accurately conveyed Qi Yue’s message to the Prince.

Chang Yuncheng sat on the ground, wiping a bow and arrow. Around him seven or eight men either stood or sat on the ground, playing with various weapons and laughing loudly. The front courtyard was filled with noise.

“What did she say?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t hear clearly and frowned as he asked.

“Go you mother’s place,” the page boy said loudly again.

The noisy voices suddenly fell silent, and everyone looked in this direction.

“Go, you, mother’s, place?” Chang Yuncheng repeated, “Three words?”

He snorted with laughter.

“Can’t count.”

The page boy nodded, clearly agreeing with this assessment. Seeing Chang Yuncheng wave his hand, he quickly and tactfully withdrew.

The courtyard resumed its clamor.

“Hey, this phrase sounds somehow strange to me,” one man said quietly to another, “Don’t you think it sounds familiar?”

“Familiar?” that man frowned and said, repeating it several times in his mouth before nodding, “It does seem somewhat…”

“Go you mother’s…” the first man repeated several times in his mouth, then suddenly said this phrase.

The two men looked at each other.

“‘Mother’ and ‘mother’s’ are different, and ‘place’ and ‘of’ are also different—they don’t mean the same thing,” that man said.

“Ah, enough. You’re being idle and thinking nonsense,” the other man, who had been tilting his head thinking, suddenly came to his senses and said impatiently, shaking his head.

True enough, the first man scratched his head and laughed. The two continued examining their respective weapons.

But just then, Chang Yuncheng, who had been sitting on the ground, leaped up.

“Bitch,” he cursed under his breath and strode toward the back courtyard.

The others stared blankly at Chang Yuncheng’s figure disappearing through the back courtyard gate.

“Vile servant,” Chang Yuncheng kicked open the door, “Are you cursing me?”

Qi Yue was watching A’Ru cover her eyes with a towel when this shout suddenly startled both master and servant. They then looked toward the man who had entered the room.

This man wore a crimson narrow-sleeved brocade robe, belted with jade, his face dark as he looked over.

“Prince!” A’Ru cried out in surprise and joy, her voice thick with nasal congestion from crying.

Qi Yue looked Chang Yuncheng up and down with a half-smiling expression.

“What does ‘go you mother’s place’ mean?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and asked coldly.

Qi Yue grinned at him.

“Young Madam, Young Madam,” A’Ru shook her head at her through tears, full of pleading.

Don’t you want to go back? If you want to go back, you need to bow your head and admit your mistake.

Qi Yue stopped smiling, bit her lower lip, and swallowed the words she wanted to say.

“Prince, I know I was wrong,” she gritted her teeth and looked at Chang Yuncheng, squeezing these words out through her teeth with a serious expression.

“Prince, Young Madam regrets day and night. Prince, please calm your anger,” A’Ru also quickly kowtowed and said.

So this woman knows many tricks—she did this just to make him come over. How hateful that he couldn’t stand provocation and fell for it again.

Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly, said nothing, and turned to leave.

“Prince, I know I was wrong. Please give me another chance,” Qi Yue hurried after him calling out.

Chang Yuncheng had already stridden into the courtyard. Hearing these words, he turned around and saw this woman looking at him hopefully.

“Remember,” he pointed at her, “What I say counts. Don’t come out to disgust me again, or else you’ll be sorry.”

Qi Yue held onto the door and stopped, watching the man stride away and disappear at the courtyard gate.

“Go you mother’s!” she finally spat and cursed.

A’Ru was still kneeling and crying in the room.

“Get up, why are you crying? I don’t believe that without this bastard boy, I still can’t go back,” Qi Yue pulled her up and said.

“Young Madam, don’t antagonize the Prince. Speak nicely to him—don’t rush things,” A’Ru wiped her tears and said.

“Give up, A’Ru. With this type of person, if you speak nicely to him, heaven will strike you with lightning,” Qi Yue said, sitting down angrily at the table.

“Young Madam, your cooking is delicious. Why don’t you go to the kitchen and make something for the Prince…” A’Ru thought for a moment and suggested.

Qi Yue snorted and interrupted her.

“Dream on. He doesn’t deserve it,” she said.

Before long, there was commotion in front, and Chang Yuncheng’s group left. As darkness fell, the manor returned to quiet, though this quiet was somehow different from previous days.

The harsh words the Prince had his page boy tell the Young Madam spread through everyone’s ears in the manor overnight.

Everyone knew the Young Madam had come here in the middle of the night, but they hadn’t expected the relationship between the Prince and Young Madam to be this bad.

“It seems the Young Madam can’t go back,” the servant women gathered together and sighed.

“What is the Young Madam doing now?” everyone asked each other.

“She must be hiding in her room crying,” Pozi Kang said without thinking, “Yesterday she didn’t even come out for dinner—Miss A’Ru brought it to her.”

“Today was better. I just saw,” a servant woman carrying a basin of clothes walked over, “Young Madam ate her meal and went to the back courtyard to walk off her food.”

“She wasn’t crying?” everyone asked hurriedly.

“No crying—she was even smiling,” that servant woman said.

“Just forcing a smile,” everyone sighed and shook their heads.

A male servant squatting outside the courtyard gate repairing a bench had said nothing. At this moment he stopped his work, shouldered the bench, and walked away. No one paid attention to him, and even if they noticed, they wouldn’t care.

Qi Yue picked a pomegranate from the tree.

“It’s perfectly ripe,” she smiled as she split it open, splashing juice all over her face and hands.

“Oh my, let this servant do it,” A’Ru said anxiously, “This stains and won’t wash out.”

She hurriedly wiped with her handkerchief.

“The pleasure of eating lies in personal participation. If you do everything, what pleasure do I have left?” Qi Yue smiled, sitting down under the tree and offering A’Ru half.

A’Ru didn’t take it and pulled Qi Yue up.

“It’s cold now. Don’t sit like this. I’ll get a cushion for Young Madam,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded and said good.

“While you’re at it, bring a bowl. Let’s shell a lot, then eat them by the handful,” she smiled.

By the handful—what would that look like? A’Ru gave Qi Yue a reproachful look and turned to go.

Watching her leave, the smile on Qi Yue’s face gradually faded. She looked up at the sky and sighed heavily.

Loneliness—perhaps before long, she would suffocate to death in her own loneliness.

Footsteps sounded behind her.

Qi Yue thought A’Ru had returned and turned around, but saw an elderly male servant.

“Young Madam,” he said somewhat anxiously, “This old servant was cleaning the courtyard and disturbed Young Madam.”

Qi Yue smiled, recognizing this as one of the household’s rough servants. With the weather getting colder, dead branches and fallen leaves multiplied overnight.

“Good, you clean up,” she said and lifted her feet to walk away.

Passing by the old servant, she hadn’t taken more than a few steps when she heard the sound of wind behind her, followed by severe pain in her neck and shoulder.

A sneak attack with a club…

This was Qi Yue’s last thought.

A’Ru, carrying a cushion and holding a bowl, walked toward the back courtyard. Hearing a servant woman loudly call out that Third Young Master had come, she couldn’t help but stop and frown.

This Third Young Master—why had he come again, and at this time…

Chang Yunqi walked straight over and saw A’Ru’s expression.

“Sister-in-law…” he asked directly, “Is she alright?”

“Thank you for asking, Third Master. Young Madam is very well,” A’Ru said with lowered head.

Well, my foot, Chang Yunqi thought silently, seeing the maid’s eyes red and swollen—clearly her mistress wasn’t doing well either.

“Where is sister-in-law?” he asked.

“In the back courtyard,” A’Ru said.

Chang Yunqi’s expression changed slightly.

“How could you leave her alone outside?” he frowned and scolded, “What if she can’t think straight…”

If this were before, A’Ru really wouldn’t have dared, but now…

Before she could speak, Chang Yunqi pushed past her and hurried toward the back courtyard. A’Ru quickly followed. In just a few steps they reached the courtyard gate. Before she could announce their arrival, Chang Yunqi began shouting loudly.

“Yueniang!”

This cry was filled with terror. A’Ru couldn’t help but shiver. Looking at Chang Yunqi running like a madman, and then beyond him, she saw a person hanging from the old pomegranate tree.

A’Ru felt her body go weak, her throat making a muffled sound, and she collapsed to the ground.

Chapter 72: Pursuing the Murderer
Chang Yunqi laid Qi Yue on the ground, calling her name while checking for breathing.

His face turned ashen, and his body began to tremble.

“Young Madam, Young Madam!” A’Ru crawled over frantically.

“No breath, no breath,” Chang Yunqi knelt on the ground, mumbling.

A’Ru looked at Qi Yue before her, hearing only Chang Yunqi’s words “no breath, no breath” in her ears.

“…Young Madam, you could save others’ lives, but how… how can we save yours?” she mumbled.

“That’s called artificial respiration. When a person suffers sudden trauma, their breathing may suddenly stop. At this point, the person isn’t actually dead yet—you need to help them breathe again,” Qi Yue’s words echoed in her ears.

“Artificial respiration!” A’Ru gasped heavily and shouted, then with trembling hands reached for Qi Yue’s chin, desperately trying to remember what Qi Yue had done before.

“You—” Chang Yunqi was about to carry Qi Yue away to find a physician when A’Ru threw herself at him to stop him.

Before he could scold her, the girl bent down and pressed her mouth to Qi Yue’s nose and mouth.

Chang Yunqi was stunned, watching the girl bend down again and again to blow air, pressing her hands on Qi Yue’s chest. Though tears streamed down her face, though she looked panicked, she absolutely refused to give up.

Just as A’Ru was nearly collapsing, Qi Yue finally made coughing sounds. Chang Yunqi beside her closed his eyes, feeling completely drained. In this early winter day, his back was soaked with sweat.

“Why couldn’t you think straight!” he shouted through gritted teeth.

Qi Yue held her neck with one hand and pointed to the side with the other.

“…No, someone tried to kill me…” she said hoarsely.

Chang Yunqi was stunned, immediately looked around in all directions, found a direction, and ran off.

“Thank goodness, so fortunate you came in time,” Qi Yue leaned against the pillow, letting A’Ru wrap her neck while smiling. “It wasn’t strangling that nearly killed me, but that club blow to the head.”

A’Ru continued crying.

“Young Madam, this servant deserves death,” she wept.

Chang Yunqi entered from outside, his face dark.

“Found him,” he said.

“What did he say? Why did he want to harm me?” Qi Yue asked urgently.

“He climbed over the wall and drowned himself in the river. When we found him, it was too late to save him,” Chang Yunqi said.

Dead with no testimony? Qi Yue sat back down.

“Pack up. I’ve already called for a carriage. We’re leaving immediately,” Chang Yunqi said. “This place is no longer safe.”

No one wanted to return more than she did, but at this moment she couldn’t.

Qi Yue touched the back of her neck—no bleeding, but severe pain to the touch, with mild nausea and dizziness.

“I’m afraid I have a mild concussion and can’t travel,” she said with a bitter smile. “Let’s observe for another night.”

“I’ll go get a physician,” Chang Yunqi finally realized. From discovering Qi Yue hanging to rescuing her, then learning it was murder, pursuing the killer, and controlling all the servants in the manor, he had been holding his breath this whole time without pause, actually forgetting to find a physician. He hurried out.

A’Ru wiped her tears and helped Qi Yue lie down.

“Young Madam, it’s all my fault,” she cried.

“It’s not your fault—you didn’t harm me,” Qi Yue smiled, shaking her hand. “Besides, you saved me. If you hadn’t helped me breathe in time, I really would have died without catching my breath.”

“This servant shouldn’t have left Young Madam alone,” A’Ru knelt and cried.

“Silly child, if someone wants to harm me, they’ll naturally find an opportunity. How could you control that?” Qi Yue smiled. “Alright, alright, stop crying. Your crying makes me feel bad too, and my head gets dizzier.”

A’Ru quickly wiped her tears and bit back her sobs.

“Go make me some salt-sugar water for oral consumption,” Qi Yue closed her eyes and said.

A’Ru nodded quickly and was about to leave, but didn’t dare. Chang Yunqi had locked up all the household servants, but she still didn’t dare leave. Just as she was anxiously hesitating, she saw Chang Yunqi hurrying back in.

“Third Young Master,” she called out.

“What’s wrong?” Chang Yunqi was startled by her expression and quickly came over.

“I need to go make some salt-sugar water. You being here is fine,” A’Ru said.

Chang Yunqi nodded and entered the room, seeing Qi Yue lying on the bed, waving her hand in front of her eyes.

“This is one, this is two, this is three,” she mumbled.

What was this? Chang Yunqi approached with confusion and worry.

“I’ve sent for the nearest physician and had people notify the manor,” he said quietly, then added, “I only notified my people—won’t alarm anyone else.”

“Thank you,” Qi Yue lowered her hand and said.

Chang Yunqi sat down beside her, silent for a moment.

“Don’t be too sad. Perhaps that vile slave was trying to rob and kill his master,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled slightly at this but said nothing.

“Excuse me, I’d like to rest for a bit,” she said.

Chang Yunqi nodded quickly.

“I’m here, don’t worry,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled at him, closed her eyes, and actually fell into a drowsy sleep.

She was awakened by commotion—opening her eyes suddenly, she saw lamps lit in the room. The noise came from outside, seeming both distant and near.

Qi Yue stared at the bed canopy for a long while.

“A’Ru,” she called out tentatively.

“Young Madam!” A’Ru ran over from the doorway, looking at her with tears of joy. “You’re awake!”

So she was still in ancient times. Qi Yue closed her eyes slightly.

A’Ru called her name worriedly.

“How long did I sleep?” Qi Yue opened her eyes and asked, shaking her head lightly. The nausea had lessened considerably.

“One hour,” A’Ru said, quickly bringing over two bowls of medicine. “The physician came to examine you and prescribed medicine. I also made the salt-sugar water. Young Madam, which would you like first?”

“Both,” Qi Yue said, directing A’Ru to slowly help her sit up while casually explaining, “When someone falls or gets hurt, don’t rush to help them up. Don’t move injured people carelessly—you might not be saving them but making their condition worse.”

A’Ru nodded in understanding.

“This servant will remember,” she said with a choked voice.

“The saying ‘saving others is saving yourself’ is truly correct,” Qi Yue said, now sitting properly and smiling at A’Ru. “I’m so glad you were watching when I saved people daily.”

A’Ru lowered her head and wiped her tears. Just as she was about to say something, the commotion outside grew louder, with the loud voices of two men arguing.

“What’s happening?” Qi Yue asked, stopping her medicine.

“Someone just came to report that the Prince has arrived,” A’Ru said.

“What? How did he come again?”

“Why can’t I come?” Chang Yuncheng looked at Chang Yunqi, his face bearing a bland smile, slapping his riding whip in his hand. “You can come, but I can’t?”

Chang Yunqi’s face was ashen. He glanced at the people around them—these men showed no intention of withdrawing, instead looking at him with disdain or curiosity.

“This is family business. You all withdraw,” he said.

The people in the main hall hesitated and all looked toward Chang Yuncheng.

“What family business can’t be seen by others? Third Brother, if you have something to say, say it plainly—don’t ramble on with me,” Chang Yuncheng said, sitting down.

Chang Yunqi looked at him.

“Fine, I’ll ask you,” he stepped forward and asked, “Was it you who did this?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him.

“Did what?” he said with a laugh, then said to the others, “See? This is why I don’t like playing with these brothers of mine. They can’t say anything straight—they have to go around ten corners. They’re not afraid of exhausting themselves, but I’m suffocating.”

Everyone laughed, not minding at all that the person being mocked was the Third Young Master of the Marquis Manor.

“Chang Yuncheng!” Chang Yunqi was completely enraged. He stepped forward and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s collar. “You’re so capable, so upright—why use such despicable methods to harm her!”

Chang Yuncheng lifted his foot, and Chang Yunqi groaned and fell back.

The people in the room finally changed their expressions. One of them waved his hand, and everyone immediately withdrew.

Chang Yuncheng’s kick was merciless. Chang Yunqi had never experienced such treatment—the pain made him break out in cold sweat, and he had to hold the table edge to keep from falling.

“Don’t get physical with me. Say what you have to say,” Chang Yuncheng said. “What filthy business are you trying to pin on me now?”

“Would you admit it if I told you?” Chang Yunqi said coldly.

“What I do are things I want to do and take pride in. Why would I refuse to acknowledge my glory?” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Chang Yunqi sneered, straightening up while holding the table.

“Fine, I know you dislike Qi Yueniang. If you dislike her, divorce her. If you want to maintain your reputation and won’t divorce her, you choose to kill her instead. Treating a weak woman this way—is this your source of pride?” he asked sternly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him and spat.

“Damn, idiot,” he said, lifting his foot and striding out.

Chang Yunqi was suddenly left standing there.

“Where are you going?” he chased after him.

When Chang Yuncheng kicked open the door, Qi Yue was gritting her teeth while drinking bitter Chinese medicine, her face scrunched up from the bitterness.

“Chang Yuncheng, do you have any humanity left! What else do you want to do to her!” Chang Yunqi chased in and roared.

Chang Yuncheng ignored him and looked at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue held her bowl with her wrinkled face and looked at him.

“Hi, Prince, you’ve come,” she greeted him miserably.

“Speak,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and raised his hand, “Get to the point.”

“I was hit with a club from behind and hung from a tree to create a suicide scene,” Qi Yue said cleanly and efficiently. She had heard Chang Yunqi’s words in the courtyard and knew what Chang Yuncheng wanted to ask, while tilting her head back to swallow the last mouthful of medicine. “The culprit was an old servant from the manor. He’s already drowned—don’t know if it was suicide or murder. A’Ru…”

Her originally calm tone suddenly stretched on the last part.

A’Ru snapped out of her shock at the Prince’s appearance and stuffed a piece of honeyed fruit into Qi Yue’s mouth.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, surprise flashing in his eyes. He finally took two steps closer to examine Qi Yue.

“Look, this is the wound. The position and force aren’t something A’Ru or I could have managed,” Qi Yue added, pointing to her neck. “Don’t judge me with a petty heart—my life is precious, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and suddenly burst into laughter.

“Good. Since you don’t have a petty heart, I naturally won’t have one either,” he said, turning and walking out.

Then his shouting voice came from outside.

“Someone come! Drag out all those treacherous slaves and chop them up for me. See if they can remember anything they want to say.”

Chapter 73: Domineering
This man wasn’t just making empty threats.

Both Qi Yue and A’Ru in the room couldn’t help but shiver.

Chang Yunqi stood there without moving.

The room fell silent.

“Having the Prince here is good—he’ll definitely find out which villain had such evil intentions,” A’Ru wiped her tears and said quietly.

“Let’s hope so,” Qi Yue sighed.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yunqi called out.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Why don’t you suspect him at all?” Chang Yunqi looked up at her and asked.

Qi Yue was stunned before understanding what he meant.

Right, why hadn’t she suspected him at all? Logically, everyone among the masters of Marquis Dingxi’s manor should be suspects in this matter.

“You trust him that much?” Chang Yunqi looked at her with a complex expression.

“I think he’s not that type of person,” Qi Yue thought and said.

“You think he’s that type of person?” Chang Yunqi looked at her and smiled, though the smile held some mockery. “Gone for three years without a word, returning with no affection, kicking you out—this kind of person, why are you so certain he’s not the type who would harm you?”

This conversation was no longer appropriate between a brother-in-law and sister-in-law. A’Ru looked panicked—the Prince was right outside.

“Third Young Master,” she quickly tried to intervene in a low voice.

“That’s not the same thing,” Qi Yue said hurriedly, interrupting A’Ru. “I just think he’s the type who would kill me with his own hands if he wanted me dead, rather than using others. I’m not saying I think he’s a good person.”

“But you actually suspect everyone in our family, including me, don’t you?” Chang Yunqi asked.

This child was truly just a child, and quite sensitive too.

“Of course not,” Qi Yue said with surprised laughter. “How could you think that?”

Chang Yunqi smiled.

“You should lie down for a while. You just took medicine, and the physician said you need more rest,” he said, no longer continuing the previous topic.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Thank you, Third Brother,” she said.

A’Ru helped her lie down, and hearing the pearl curtain rustle, Chang Yunqi went out.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Youth is so passionate,” she murmured. “This is youth—being young is truly wonderful.”

“Young Madam, what are you saying? Are you very old?” A’Ru heard her muttering and said with some amusement in a low voice.

“I’m truly older than you all,” Qi Yue glanced at her.

A’Ru knew what she meant.

“In A’Ru’s eyes, you’re not old,” she said, pulling the bed curtain closed.

Chang Yuncheng’s high-pressure, bloody tactics quickly showed results. That very night he obtained useful information, and by the next morning before dawn, the awakened Qi Yue also knew.

“They said someone from the manor came to see this treacherous slave—a girl, but because it was dark, they couldn’t see clearly. This person won’t be easy to find,” he said.

Chang Yunqi sat nearby, and hearing this, he let out a snort.

“Alerting the enemy—naturally you can’t find this person now,” he said.

“Shut your mouth. The phrase ‘impossible’ doesn’t exist in this world,” Chang Yuncheng sneered, his large hand drumming on the table. “As long as something’s been done, it leaves traces. As long as you want to find it, you can find it. There’s never anything without cause—it’s just a matter of grudges and favors.”

“Well said,” Chang Yunqi said coldly. “This naturally isn’t a favor, so let’s talk about this grudge. Who in this manor has a grudge against her is quite clear.”

“Get out,” Chang Yuncheng glared at him and said.

“Prince, I know that everything in this manor will be yours in the future, but not yet,” Chang Yunqi said, leaning back in his chair.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him and smiled.

“Well, well, Third Brother has grown some backbone after not seeing you for a few years,” he smiled.

“I wouldn’t dare claim backbone—I just have a bit more human feeling than certain people,” Chang Yunqi also smiled.

“Since we’re talking about feelings,” Chang Yuncheng adjusted his clothing, uncrossed his legs, and looked at him, “your feelings for your sister-in-law are quite something. Not long after she moved here, you’ve already made two trips here, and it just happened to be when both you and I were away that this incident occurred. How very convenient.”

“She’s both sister-in-law and like a sister. The benevolent see benevolence—those with feeling see feeling in others’ eyes, those without feeling see no feeling,” Chang Yunqi replied.

Good—the lustful see lust. Well said! Qi Yue applauded in her heart, but discussing these endless matters was too much of a waste of time right now.

She coughed, and the two men outside stopped talking.

“Are you uncomfortable somewhere?” Chang Yunqi hurried over to ask.

Chang Yuncheng remained seated without moving.

“Prince,” Qi Yue had to call out.

Chang Yunqi’s footsteps stopped outside the pearl curtain.

“Speak,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came through the curtain, still not getting up.

“Prince, I know I was wrong. Please don’t be angry anymore. Let me go back. I don’t dare stay here anymore,” Qi Yue called out weakly and pleadingly.

“Go back? The physician said once you’re no longer dizzy and nauseous, you can go back,” Chang Yunqi said quickly.

Qi Yue was so happy she was about to sit up from the bed.

“Third Brother, you should go back,” Chang Yuncheng said outside.

“Good, good, I’m fine now and can leave,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

Chang Yuncheng lifted the curtain and smiled at Qi Yue.

“We’re leaving, not you,” he said.

At these words, everyone in the room was shocked.

A’Ru immediately fell to her knees.

“Chang Yuncheng, do you have any humanity left!” Chang Yunqi stepped forward, grabbed his collar, and roared.

Chang Yuncheng raised his arm and easily pushed Chang Yunqi away.

“Someone come, take Third Young Master away to cool down. We’re all gentlemen here—constantly shouting and yelling is unseemly,” he said.

Two men responded and entered from outside.

Chang Yunqi was nearly exploding with rage, but helplessly couldn’t match the strength of these soldiers, who grabbed him on both sides and dragged him out.

The angry cursing quickly disappeared from the courtyard—who knew how those men made him shut up.

This man was equally domineering and fierce toward both strangers and family.

“Do you want to go cool down too?” Chang Yuncheng glanced at A’Ru, who was kneeling and crying, and asked.

A’Ru pressed her mouth tightly, not daring to let even a sound of crying escape.

“Chang Yuncheng, are you serious?” Qi Yue looked at him in disbelief, tears already glistening in her eyes.

“I don’t really like telling lies,” Chang Yuncheng smiled. “Moreover, I keep my word. One matter is one matter—you being harmed and me driving you out are two different things.”

“Chang Yuncheng, after I return I absolutely won’t bother you anymore! I’ll just live in Qiu Tong Courtyard, won’t manage the household, won’t manage anything, won’t want anything—just let me live there, and I guarantee I’ll be obedient and peaceful,” Qi Yue was truly desperate, stepping forward to grab his sleeve and plead.

Someone had nearly taken her life—she couldn’t stay here even one more day.

I want to go home, I want to go home!

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily and reached out to touch the beautiful face so close to him.

Qi Yue shivered at this sudden intimate contact and instinctively wanted to dodge, but thinking of her hope, she forcibly endured it.

Whatever—it wasn’t her body anyway.

“Regret it?” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Qi Yue gritted her teeth and looked at him with a sincere expression of regret.

“Too late!” Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily, flicked his sleeve, turned, and strode away.

“Prince!”

“Chang Yuncheng!”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Chang Yuncheng stopped at the door and turned back. “I’ll arrange for people to stay behind to ensure this place is very safe. Forget about being harmed—even if you wanted to kill yourself, you wouldn’t succeed.”

“Chang Yuncheng, don’t regret this!” The door slammed shut, trapping the shrill female voice and the sound of a stool hitting the door behind it.

The group mounted their horses in disorder and galloped away.

Wind carried cold rain down, and the originally bustling street was suddenly empty of people.

A person rushed into an apothecary, already soaked through.

“Physician, physician!” he called loudly.

Only two young assistants stood behind the counter.

“Sir, how may we help you?” the assistants asked with somber expressions.

This was the apothecary’s rule—they couldn’t be enthusiastic like other shops, or it would be disrespectful.

“Where’s the physician? My mother is sick—please come quickly to see her,” the visitor shouted anxiously.

“What bad luck—the physician went on a house call,” the assistant said apologetically.

“What? Also on a house call?” the visitor stared and asked. “How is he also on a house call? I’ve run to several places and they all said house calls! What’s happening today? Don’t tell me all the physicians in the city have been called out!”

The assistants just smiled apologetically.

“Sir, we don’t know. Someone came early this morning to request the physician, and he hasn’t returned yet,” they said helplessly.

“Which family? I’ll go wait there,” the visitor said angrily.

The assistants’ expressions became even more sympathetic.

“It’s Prefecture Magistrate’s household. You can try waiting there,” they said.

The visitor was immediately dumbfounded.

The back residence of Yongqing Prefecture Magistrate’s office was like other prefecture offices—official business in front, living quarters behind. Although there was always the custom of not renovating official buildings, the back residence of this Yongqing Prefecture Magistrate’s office was renovated quite lavishly, rivaling the wealthy families in the prefectural city.

At this moment, this lavish back residence was shrouded in gloom. Screams of agony came from one room, with groups of maids and servant women going in and out.

The room was packed with people. Besides the pacing Prefecture Magistrate and the women crying their hearts out, the rest were a group of physicians of various ages. If an outsider came in and saw this, they would definitely think it was a physicians’ gathering—otherwise, why would all the famous physicians, large and small, of Yongqing Prefecture be here?

“What do you think?”

“I think it’s hopeless…”

“The horse trampled him—it’s already injured his internal organs…”

The physicians huddled together whispering.

“Have you figured out a solution or not?” the Prefecture Magistrate suddenly shouted.

The gathered physicians were startled into silence, and for a moment no one spoke.

“Speak!” the Prefecture Magistrate glared at them and shouted.

Finally one spoke up.

“Sir, the young master probably won’t make it,” he said.

Chapter 74: Dispute
As soon as the words left his mouth, the Prefecture Magistrate’s body swayed, and the middle-aged woman being attended by several servants let out a shriek and rushed over.

“Physician, you’re all divine doctors, divine doctors! Please think of a way to save my son—I only have this one son!” she cried, collapsing to the ground, nearly fainting.

The physicians hurriedly directed the servants to help the woman breathe, ordering tonic soup to be brought. There was quite a commotion.

“Really no hope? How can there be no hope? He’s still fine, just a stomachache—how can there be no hope?” the Prefecture Magistrate gasped, supporting himself on the table as he questioned them.

“Sir,” a physician walked out from the inner room where screams continued—it was Liu Pucheng, walking with a slight limp as if injured. “Although the young master appears unharmed on the outside, the horse’s hooves have actually damaged his internal organs…”

The Prefecture Magistrate, having been an official for many years and seen much, was not unfamiliar with internal organ injuries.

He remembered having a subordinate bailiff who was seriously injured in his internal organs while pursuing a fugitive, carried back and died after crying out all night.

Now, his own son was actually…

“Physician Liu, Physician Liu, please think of something,” he stepped forward and grabbed him pleadingly.

His usual official authority vanished completely, and he seemed to age instantly, trembling all over.

“You all, you all please think of something…”

He looked around and bowed deeply to these physicians.

The physicians hurriedly moved aside.

“Sir, this won’t do,” everyone said.

“Sir, I’ve already given the young master wind-dispersing and qi-regulating soup, which might delay things for a day or two, but…” Liu Pucheng sighed, “you should still prepare for the young master’s funeral…”

The Prefecture Magistrate finally looked defeated, staggering back several steps, his eyes vacant.

“Sigh, delaying would be worse than not delaying—internal organ injuries are unbearably painful…”

“…Unless Hua Tuo were alive, then we might try…”

The other physicians also sighed.

Standing at the back was a small old man who had been silently listening. Everyone here was the best physician in Yongqing Prefecture. Someone of his status wouldn’t even qualify to stand here if not for the Prefecture Magistrate’s desperate casting of a wide net in his illness-induced panic, let alone express opinions in front of these experts. But just then, he suddenly raised his hand.

“Hua Tuo! Hua Tuo!” he seemed to have received some shock, shouting loudly, even drowning out the injured person’s cries from the inner room. “I know, I know!”

At this point, not only were others surprised, but he himself was so excited he couldn’t control his trembling.

“What are you saying?” the Prefecture Magistrate was like a drowning man grabbing a straw, rushing over in a few steps, pushing aside the other physicians to stand before the old man. “Hua Tuo?”

“Physician Guo, don’t talk nonsense,” a nearby physician glanced at the old man and said quietly.

“This Old Guo runs an apothecary in the south of the city,” someone else quietly introduced the speaking old man to others. “…He mostly serves the servants of wealthy families…has some reputation for treating colds and stick wounds…”

This person smiled as he spoke.

“Physicians don’t distinguish between noble and humble—what’s there to laugh about?” another physician said sternly.

The person quickly stopped smiling and showed junior disciple courtesy to this person.

“Yes, this student wouldn’t dare,” that speaking physician said quickly.

Meanwhile, the Prefecture Magistrate was already grabbing Physician Guo and asking repeatedly.

“…I once treated a patient who was kicked and injured in the internal organs, and he survived,” Physician Guo said tremblingly.

“Then you go treat him quickly!” the Prefecture Magistrate grabbed him and pushed him toward the inner room, shouting hoarsely.

“It’s not me, it’s not me,” Physician Guo shouted and waved his hands, actually being pushed several steps by the Prefecture Magistrate.

“Then who is it?” the Prefecture Magistrate could barely breathe.

The other physicians were also curious—there was actually such an expert in Yongqing Prefecture?

“I don’t know who it is!” Physician Guo shouted.

Everyone in the room choked.

“That girl was cured, but they wouldn’t tell me who cured her. This old man couldn’t find out,” Physician Guo said in one breath.

Many physicians shook their heads.

“How could such a thing happen…”

They didn’t believe it.

“Was she really cured?” a physician asked. “Didn’t you misdiagnose?”

Misdiagnosis was an accusation no physician could tolerate, and Physician Guo was no exception.

“How could I misdiagnose! I’ve treated this kind before—every one had the same symptoms, then died within two or three days. Only this one, I originally thought she was dead too, but unexpectedly I encountered her a few days ago, alive and well, even deliberately scaring me…” he said with a red face and trembling beard.

“Which family?” Liu Pucheng, who had been silent, suddenly asked.

“Marquis Dingxi’s manor,” Physician Guo said.

The room buzzed with discussion, but everyone’s opinion was still that Physician Guo’s account was unreliable.

The Prefecture Magistrate was also at a loss.

“Master, master, Marquis Dingxi’s manor might really be able to invite a divine doctor…” the Prefecture Magistrate’s wife cried out. “I’ll go beg them right now. My cousin is old friends with the Marchioness of Dingxi—I’ll go beg her…”

“Marquis Dingxi’s manor would invite a divine doctor for a servant?” the Prefecture Magistrate smiled bitterly. “Wife, do you think this is possible?”

The physicians present also thought the same and nodded.

“I didn’t lie—she was really cured,” Physician Guo saw everyone looking at him with disbelief and insisted.

“Sir,” Liu Pucheng suddenly spoke, stepping forward to look at the Prefecture Magistrate. “If it’s Marquis Dingxi’s manor, perhaps the young master really has hope.”

When Chang Yuncheng returned to Marquis Dingxi’s manor, it caused quite a commotion.

Chang Yunqi dismounted and regained his freedom, then headed straight for where Marquis Dingxi was, causing maids, pages, and servants to hurriedly avoid him all along the way.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t stop him, but maintained his composure, returning to his own courtyard first to wash and change clothes before going to Madam Xie’s quarters.

Just as he reached the gate of Madam Xie’s Rong’an Courtyard, he encountered Marquis Dingxi coming angrily.

He wore a casual gray silk robe without even a belt, obviously having come in haste. Upon seeing Chang Yuncheng, he raised his hand and slapped him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t dodge, taking the slap directly.

“Tie him up,” Marquis Dingxi said with even greater anger.

The pages following closely behind all carried sticks and ropes. Hearing this, they lowered their heads and stepped forward.

“Who dares!” Madam Xie’s voice came from inside the gate. She didn’t need help, walking out quickly herself and pulling Chang Yuncheng behind her for protection.

Only then did the servants and maids surge forward, all kneeling and calling for the Marquis to calm his anger.

“Rebellious son!” Marquis Dingxi roared, pointing at Madam Xie. “Step aside—you’ve spoiled him!”

“Marquis, whose slander have you believed this time that you want to take it out on Cheng-ge? You don’t even ask, you just hit him and scold him. Even if he did something wrong, did you ask him? Did you personally ask him?” Madam Xie trembled with anger, speaking without retreat, tears glittering. “I spoiled him—if I don’t spoil him, who else in this entire manor cares for him even a little!”

“What nonsense are you talking! He’s driven his wife to near death, and you still want to protect him!” Marquis Dingxi shouted, looking at Madam Xie. “Or perhaps you knew about this all along?”

Madam Xie was completely confused.

“Marquis, what are you talking about! What driving his wife to death!” she asked.

“Ask your good son!” Marquis Dingxi shouted.

All the maids and servants in the courtyard withdrew outside the gate. In Rong’an Courtyard, besides Marquis Dingxi, Madam Xie, and Chang Yuncheng, Chang Yunqi and Concubine Zhou, who had come upon hearing the news, were also there.

“Does it hurt?” Sitting on the kang, Madam Xie touched the slap mark on Chang Yuncheng’s face, asking in a low voice through tears.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“My skin is thick—I’m just afraid I hurt father’s hand,” he said.

Madam Xie’s tears fell.

“How did you get this thick skin…” she said chokingly.

“Enough! After doing such a thing and being reported, even thick skin won’t help!” Marquis Dingxi said sternly.

“Marquis, why must you insist it was Cheng-ge who did it?” Madam Xie wiped her tears and said with raised eyebrows, her gaze sweeping over Concubine Zhou and Chang Yunqi standing in the room, sneering. “Perhaps it’s the thief calling ‘catch thief.'”

“What thief calling ‘catch thief’! How is Qi-ge a thief?” Marquis Dingxi scolded. “What does this have to do with him!”

Madam Xie sneered.

“Nothing to do with him? As a brother-in-law, why does he keep running to his sister-in-law’s place where she lives alone?” she said blandly. “It’s fine to listen to music and laugh together at home, but even when she’s away, he’s still so concerned?”

As soon as Madam Xie spoke these words, Chang Yunqi knelt down.

“Mother, please see clearly—your son only thinks of sibling affection. If there’s any impropriety, may heaven strike me with five thunderbolts,” he said, raising his hand toward heaven.

“Why make vows for no reason!” Marquis Dingxi didn’t like hearing this and gestured with his hand. “Get up—why kneel for no reason?”

Before Chang Yunqi could rise, Concubine Zhou knelt down in tears.

“Madam, back then Old Madam loved liveliness and had all the children stay with her. Properly there should have been separation between boys and girls, but Old Madam cherished Yueniang and wanted the brothers and sisters to have more affection for her, so for those two years she didn’t have them deliberately avoid each other. Qi-ge truly sees her as a sister, which is why his behavior is now improper. Please forgive him, Madam,” she said chokingly.

“What crime! What forgiveness! Shouldn’t family members be close and affectionate? Unless they’re all like this wretched boy, driving people to death—only then would it be reasonable?” Marquis Dingxi slammed the table and shouted. He originally wanted to have someone help Concubine Zhou up, but seeing all the maids had withdrawn, he rose to help her himself.

Concubine Zhou didn’t dare let him help her, quickly rising and humbly stepping back. Her sorrowful, helpless expression made Marquis Dingxi’s anger burn even stronger.

“Speak—what exactly do you want?” Marquis Dingxi directed all his fury at Chang Yuncheng.

“Investigate—we must find the murderer,” Chang Yuncheng said calmly.

“Fine! I’ll see what you can investigate!” Marquis Dingxi snorted, glancing at Madam Xie and sneering. “Now that’s what I call thief calling ‘catch thief.'”

“Marquis,” Madam Xie stood up, her face ashen, pointing at Chang Yuncheng with trembling hands. “This is your son, this is your legitimate eldest son! You haven’t asked him a single question from beginning to end, just listened to a few words from others and decided his guilt! Marquis, your heart is too biased!”

Chapter 75: Shocking News
This beating instantly enraged Marquis Dingxi.

“What am I asking about? What’s there to ask! Gone for three years without a word or inquiry, Yueniang making clothes for him all four seasons of the year, and he doesn’t accept a single piece, even letting those subordinates mock Yueniang’s maid! Is that mocking the maid? That’s mocking Yueniang!” He also stood up, sternly shouting, “Returns and still doesn’t ask or care. If it weren’t for Yueniang humbling herself and begging at his feet, a mere maid could block the legitimate young madam from even entering her own husband’s courtyard gate! Cold words and remarks aside, because of a bed-warming concubine, he kicks her out again. Xie Zhengmei, I don’t believe you don’t know about all these things! You still ask me what I’m investigating! You tell me what to investigate! If you can’t explain yourself today, you can roll back to Shanning Prefecture with me!”

When Marquis Dingxi stood up, Concubine Zhou and Chang Yunqi knelt down again.

Upon hearing Marquis Dingxi directly call out Madam Xie’s name and speak of sending her back to Shanning, one cried out “Father, calm your anger,” while the other knelt tearfully and crawled to Madam Xie’s side.

“Madam, Madam, quickly speak well with the Marquis…” she pleaded for reconciliation.

Madam Xie was so angry her whole body trembled, and she flung away Concubine Zhou’s hand.

“Chang—” She opened her mouth to shout, but was grabbed by Chang Yuncheng.

“Mother, causing Father to rage is this child’s lack of filial piety.” Chang Yuncheng knelt before her, forcefully gripping her sleeve tightly. “Mother, this is trouble that your child has caused, and your child will naturally give Father an explanation.” After saying this, he kowtowed toward Marquis Dingxi.

“Father, your child knows his wrongs. Your child will definitely give Father an explanation, and only hopes Father will forgive Mother’s fault of overprotective indulgence.” He spoke sincerely, lifting his head to look at Marquis Dingxi.

“It’s not giving me an explanation, it’s giving Yueniang an explanation.” Marquis Dingxi said, full of rage. Just as he was about to say more, he heard the sound of someone stomping outside the door.

“Who’s outside!” He angrily shouted, “What are you skulking around for!”

The person outside was so frightened they immediately knelt and entered.

“Marquis, there’s a visitor!” This was a male servant.

What visitor would make him disregard protocol and rush into the inner courtyard to report at this time?

“Not seeing anyone.” Marquis Dingxi said irritably.

“Marquis, it’s the Prefecture Magistrate and his wife.” The male servant said anxiously.

A prefecture magistrate wasn’t much in Marquis Dingxi’s eyes, but as the saying goes, “a county magistrate is not as good as current management.” On the territory of Yongqing Prefecture, respecting each other for mutual benefit was best. Moreover, the magistrate’s wife was also considered a close friend of Madam Xie.

To suddenly come without reason, neither for festivals nor invitations, there must be urgent business.

“Please escort them to the study, I’ll go right over.” Marquis Dingxi said, his expression softening.

“Marquis, they’ve already reached the door, and this humble servant… couldn’t stop them!” The male servant kowtowed as he spoke.

What? Everyone in the room was surprised. What matter made the magistrate and his wife disregard even common courtesy?

Before Marquis Dingxi could speak again, they heard a woman’s crying from outside.

“Sister, sister.”

The magistrate’s wife came in crying, supported by a female servant.

Everyone in the room was startled.

Madam Xie also couldn’t care about her previous anger and hurriedly reached out to receive her.

“What’s happened?” She asked in alarm, supporting the magistrate’s wife’s hand, only to discover she could barely hold her up.

The magistrate’s wife had completely lost her strength.

With servants and maids calling out in chaos, it took quite a commotion to settle her down.

Chang Yuncheng, Concubine Zhou, and Chang Yunqi withdrew with the maids and servants.

Magistrate Huang was his surname, forty-two years old this year. He came from a prominent family, and since entering official service, though there had been ups and downs, overall it could be considered smooth. Now he had the qualifications and opportunities for further advancement in his career. His wife was virtuous and children filial – it was truly the prime of his life. Usually when Marquis Dingxi saw him, with his discerning eye, he quite envied this young man’s bearing.

“Just looking at your official demeanor, entering the imperial court wouldn’t be excessive,” he had privately joked with Magistrate Huang many times when no one was around.

But at this moment, Magistrate Huang appeared completely transformed in his eyes – his manner was panicked, his face looked ten years older, and the white hair at his temples seemed to have sprouted overnight like bamboo shoots.

“How could he be kicked by a horse!” Learning the whole story, Marquis Dingxi was also greatly shocked, while feeling desolate in his heart. This Magistrate Huang had one wife and two concubines, but had difficulties with offspring. It was hard to finally have this son, whom the whole family treasured like a phoenix. What was even more delightful was that this child was intelligent and gifted – only twelve years old this year, but his studies were excellent.

Who would have thought he would suffer such a great calamity.

“Quickly, our residence still has a stalk of old ginseng!” Marquis Dingxi said to Madam Xie.

Madam Xie was personally using a handkerchief to wipe the magistrate’s wife’s face. The magistrate’s wife had already lost some of her wits, with two old women helping her regulate her breathing and massaging her body.

“Go get it quickly.” Madam Xie immediately called out.

The female servant hurriedly responded and went.

But the magistrate’s wife grabbed Madam Xie’s hand.

“Sister, please save my child.” She said breathlessly.

“Tell me, whatever you want I’ll give you…” Madam Xie tightly grasped her hand and said.

“Your family’s physician, quickly let her go save my child’s life…” The magistrate’s wife struggled to sit up, “I’ll kneel before you…”

This alarmed Madam Xie, who hurriedly supported her.

“My family’s physician? Sister, you’re confused. What physician does my family have?” She shook her head, while also looking at Marquis Dingxi, “Where do you know any good physicians? Go invite them quickly.”

Marquis Dingxi frowned, about to think, when he was grabbed by the arm by Magistrate Huang.

“Marquis, the excellent physician in your residence.” He said urgently.

Since both husband and wife were saying this, it couldn’t be nonsense.

“It was in the seventh month, a maid was beaten with rod punishment, and the residence’s steward asked this old man to take a look…” Dr. Guo said with his head lowered, cleverly avoiding mention of the kick injury. He had walked among these wealthy households long enough to know about such unspeakable matters. “This maid had a weak constitution and actually suffered reverse flow of qi and blood that injured her internal organs. This old man said she couldn’t be saved and left. But not long ago, coming to the residence again, I encountered this maid still alive and well…”

After hearing his words, Marquis Dingxi was very surprised and immediately had the summoned steward questioned.

Here, Nanny Su already understood who was being discussed and couldn’t help but look toward Madam Xie, her eyes unable to hide her shock. When that maid recovered back then, they were also very surprised, but didn’t think much of it, only assuming the maid’s body was strong enough to escape disaster. Could it be that someone had actually treated and cured her?

“How could that be? Doctor, you must have looked incorrectly. Originally there was nothing wrong, and nursing her back to health naturally healed her.” Madam Xie said.

“That’s impossible. This was an illness with pulse evidence. How could I be wrong?” Dr. Guo cried out anxiously.

“We truly don’t know. Since you say that condition was so critical, it certainly couldn’t have been cured by an ordinary physician, but our family never went out to seek any physician.” Madam Xie said.

“I won’t hide this from Madam – that maid refuses to tell me the truth. No matter how I pursue the question, she won’t say who cured her. Please, Madam, ask her.” Dr. Guo bowed and said.

Madam Xie still hesitated a bit, while the magistrate’s wife grasped her hand and wept loudly.

“Go then, ask her.” Madam Xie said.

Nanny Su responded and went down.

Marquis Dingxi was somewhat confused listening to all this.

“Who is it?” He asked.

Madam Xie looked at him, a slight smile appearing at the corner of her mouth.

“A’Hao.” She said.

Marquis Dingxi’s face was instantly filled with astonishment.

Before long, Nanny Su returned.

“That maid says no, that she recovered on her own.” She said.

“You see.” Madam Xie said helplessly to the magistrate.

Before she finished speaking, Dr. Guo cried out first.

“Impossible, she’s unwilling to speak.” He shouted, anxiously tugging at his beard.

“Did you tell her it was a matter of great importance?” Madam Xie asked.

Nanny Su nodded.

“This servant told her, and even said if she dared to hide anything, she’d be thrown out.” She said.

Madam Xie looked at Dr. Guo somewhat helplessly.

Dr. Guo paced around the room in circles.

“This kind of condition, only if Hua Tuo were alive, performing the surgery of cutting open the abdomen for treatment… cutting open the abdomen, cutting open the abdomen…” He suddenly stopped, turned to look at Nanny Su, his eyes lighting up as he rushed over.

Nanny Su was frightened and couldn’t help but step back several paces. Could this old man be crazy? “You, go look at her belly.” Dr. Guo stared with wide eyes, his expression urgent.

“I, why would I look at someone’s belly!” Nanny Su stammered. This old lecher…

“Look to see if her belly has any scars. If there are none, then I saw wrong. If there are…” Dr. Guo stared intently at Nanny Su, his whole body shaking with excitement and nervousness.

Nanny Su looked at Madam Xie somewhat at a loss.

“Go quickly!” Marquis Dingxi slapped the table. “What time is it now? A life hangs in the balance!”

Nanny Su hurriedly rushed out in panic.

The room fell silent, so quiet it felt like time itself had stopped.

“Speaking of physicians, my eldest daughter-in-law also knows some things.” Marquis Dingxi thought of something and spoke, breaking the indoor silence.

“Really?” Magistrate Huang was now like a startled bird – he became excited at any mention of physicians.

“Marquis, what does Yueniang know? Just herbal folk remedies. This is not the time for jokes.” Madam Xie said.

True enough, Marquis Dingxi felt somewhat awkward, coughed once, and straightened his expression.

While Madam Xie comforted the magistrate’s wife, she inwardly sneered with disdain. Just because of a face, he kept thinking well of her, bringing her up for everything. Still saving people, still physician – bah! Beggar’s cheap life…

Footsteps came running from outside. Dr. Guo’s body tensed all at once, almost stopping his breathing. Those footsteps seemed to step on his heart with each sound.

“Madam, Madam!” Nanny Su rushed in, her face full of terror. “There really is a wound! There really is a wound!”

“What?”

Everyone suddenly stood up.

“Such a long scar on her belly, just like it was sewn up with thread…” Nanny Su’s teeth chattered as she shouted.

Nanny Su was still trembling uncontrollably even now. How was such a thing done?

A person’s belly sewn up with a line of thread – it was simply too terrifying! Too terrifying!

Chapter 76: Return
The magistrate and his wife’s taut nerves suddenly relaxed. Magistrate Huang collapsed into a chair, while the magistrate’s wife breathed a sigh of relief and fainted.

“Drag her over here and ask who it was.” Marquis Dingxi shouted.

A’Hao had already been brought over. Hearing the command, she was pushed in by two female servants, her hair disheveled and clothes in disarray.

“Speak quickly, which physician cured you?” Marquis Dingxi asked.

A’Hao knelt on the ground, her whole body trembling as she hugged herself and kowtowed.

“There was no one, no one.” She cried.

Marquis Dingxi was somewhat irritated. Looking at that timid maid, his heart surprisingly lacked the usual affection, replaced instead by Nanny Su’s earlier words about “such a long scar”…

He couldn’t help but shudder, while also feeling annoyed. This damn maid actually concealed it. If this had been discovered only when taking her as a concubine, wouldn’t it have been frightening…

Fortunately, fortunately…

Marquis Dingxi’s face showed complete disgust as he lifted his leg and kicked her.

A’Hao was kicked to one side, biting her lip hard and not daring to cry loudly.

“Damn maid, a life hangs in the balance, and you’re still playing mute!” He cursed.

Magistrate Huang fell to his knees before A’Hao with a thud.

A dignified seven-foot man, the prestigious magistrate.

“Miss, my child’s life is in your hands. Please, I beg you to tell me who cured you.” He shouted hoarsely.

The people in the room panicked. Marquis Dingxi hurriedly pulled him up while A’Hao also turned over in terror and kowtowed desperately to Magistrate Huang, her forehead already bloody.

“It was the Young Madam who treated you, wasn’t it?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from the doorway.

The chaotic room fell silent for a moment, looking toward him.

A’Hao lay on the ground crying and trembling all over, neither admitting nor denying, which in everyone’s eyes already seemed like acknowledgment.

“I’ll go bring her back.” Chang Yuncheng asked no more questions and bowed to Magistrate Huang, who had been helped to his feet. “Please wait here, sir.”

After saying this, he turned and strode away, leaving the people in the room still in shock.

“Young Madam?” Magistrate Huang murmured, looking toward Marquis Dingxi. “She really is a physician!”

Marquis Dingxi was also filled with shock. He knew this daughter-in-law seemed to understand some medical arts, but he never expected she had reached the level of cutting open people’s bellies. Opening the abdomen – wasn’t this the legendary skill of the divine physician Bian Que?

My heavens, no wonder mother treasures this beggar maid like her own granddaughter. So she truly is a precious beauty…

Madam Xie stood up, looking toward the direction Chang Yuncheng had left, her face also full of shock.

Young Madam?

Young Madam?

That lowly servant… how could it be possible…

Qi Yue had been sitting by the pond with her fishing rod for half the day.

“Young Madam, let’s go back to eat.” A’Ru said softly behind her.

Qi Yue came back to her senses, withdrew her gaze from the lake surface, stretched lazily, and stood up.

“Let’s go.” She picked up her fishing rod and turned around.

A’Ru followed with the small stool and fish basket.

A seven or eight-year-old child suddenly darted out from the side.

“Hey, stop right there.” A guard standing not far away shouted.

With this shout, a long spear whooshed over and stuck firmly and precisely into the ground at the child’s feet.

The child screamed in fright, fell to the ground, and the basket in his hands dropped, spilling four or five dumpling-shaped things.

“Are you crazy!” Qi Yue was also so frightened her heart nearly stopped, shouting at the guard.

A’Ru also hurried to help the child up.

“Don’t move!” The guards shouted coldly, stepping over to separate the child. “The Prince said to be careful of everything.”

“This is a child! Be careful of what!” Qi Yue couldn’t help but curse.

“Young Madam, when we were in the north, those Eastern slaves had three-year-old children who could poison water.” The guard still spoke coldly.

Qi Yue looked at them, opened her mouth, and could only be speechless.

“What do you want to do?” A’Ru asked, supporting the child.

The child was obviously already frightened, and now was even more scared, trembling all over.

“Please, please, grandmother eat.” He used almost all his strength to say this sentence, then pushed the basket toward them and ran away crawling and rolling.

A’Ru and Qi Yue called out “hey hey” twice to no avail.

“Young Madam, it’s the child who nearly drowned.” A’Ru said to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound. That day she had been in a hurry to rescue him and he was all wet, so she hadn’t seen his face clearly and couldn’t recognize him.

“Young Madam, these are jiaozi.” A’Ru picked up the basket and said after looking.

“Dumplings?” Qi Yue hurried to look.

The guard had already snatched it from A’Ru’s hands.

“Feed it to the dogs.” He handed it to another guard.

“Hey hey…” Qi Yue hurried to reach for it, but the guard had already walked away with big steps.

“Young Madam shouldn’t eat outside food.” The guard said, while gesturing with his hand, “Young Madam has been out for quite a while, please return.”

“I’m saying you’re supposed to be protecting me, but how does it feel like I’ve become a prisoner?” Qi Yue looked at him and sighed.

The guard’s face was expressionless, turning a deaf ear to her words.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and walked back.

“I want to eat dumplings.” She said.

“Good, good, let’s steam jiaozi.” A’Ru said hurriedly.

“I want boiled dumplings, not steamed ones.”

“Good, good, boiled dumplings.”

The master and servant went in with their question-and-answer exchange.

At dinner time, steaming hot and fragrant dumplings were served.

“Ha, ha.” Qi Yue rubbed her hands with an eager look. “Let’s taste these thousand-year-old dumplings…”

A’Ru smiled with pursed lips. After all these events, the Young Madam could still eat, talk, and laugh – how wonderful.

“This is just like treating illness.” Qi Yue said to her, clenching her fists. “At any time, you must not lose face even if you lose the battle. The stronger you are, the weaker the enemy becomes. If you’re weak, the enemy becomes stronger. So no matter when, no matter what illness you encounter, whether doctor or patient, you must have confidence and a positive attitude, believing you can definitely defeat the illness and overcome difficulties. Even if you’re scared to death inside, you must pretend not to be afraid. Maybe you can scare the illness and enemies, and perhaps luck might change. Think about it – fate hasn’t done anything to you yet, but you’re already dejected and acting like you’re dying. The god of fate sees this and thinks, ‘Whoa, too dejected, this person is beyond saving,’ and then you really are beyond saving.”

This made A’Ru laugh continuously. She didn’t know how the Young Madam could always make people happy even when talking about unlucky and bad things.

“See, smile more, how much better you look, your complexion is better too. You used to always have that bitter face, which isn’t good. Long-term, a person’s spirit won’t be right.” Qi Yue laughed while sitting down and examining the dumplings before her. “Your dumplings here are really quite big, like steamed buns.”

A’Ru was again amused to laughter and finally handed her the chopsticks.

“Do those guards have some too?” Qi Yue asked again.

“Yes.” A’Ru smiled. “Young Madam is so generous.”

“What generosity? You have to distinguish between good and bad people.” Qi Yue laughed, tapping her chopsticks. “You have to be reasonable. They’re guarding here to protect us after all.”

A’Ru nodded.

“Is there wine?” Qi Yue picked up a dumpling and asked.

A’Ru then remembered Qi Yue drinking at the Mid-Autumn banquet.

“Young Madam really loves drinking? Your alcohol tolerance is also impressive?” She asked with a smile while turning to get some.

“I wouldn’t dare, I wouldn’t dare, average, average.” Qi Yue laughed, watching A’Ru pour wine and hand it to her. She took a bite of dumpling, tilted her head back for a sip of wine, and sighed with satisfaction. “Dumplings with wine, the more you eat, the more you have.”

After saying this, she gestured for A’Ru to pour more wine, but A’Ru refused.

“Young Madam, you’re still injured.” She said.

“What kind of injury is this? It’s nothing, nothing. One more cup.” Qi Yue laughed, standing up to snatch it from A’Ru’s hands. “Your wine here has low alcohol content, like sugar water…”

A’Ru hugged the wine bottle and refused.

The two chased each other toward the door. Just as A’Ru was about to run out, she suddenly saw someone standing at the doorway and screamed in fright.

“Prince?” After screaming, she recognized the person in front of her and shouted in disbelief.

Here, Qi Yue had already grabbed a stool and come over. Hearing “Prince,” she was also very surprised.

“What are you saying? Are you seeing things? How could that stinking man… Oh my god, am I not seeing things? How did you come here again?” She said this while walking over and also cried out in surprise.

Chang Yuncheng ignored this woman with a shocked expression who was speaking rudely, stepped inside, and went straight to sit at the kang table.

Qi Yue and A’Ru stood still without moving.

“Hey, you brat, what are you here for again? What else do you want to do?” Qi Yue picked up the stool she had put down and shouted at him.

A’Ru hurriedly reached out to hold the stool, shaking her head at Qi Yue in terror.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t pay attention to them, his face grim, only looking at the dumplings on the table.

“Living quite well.” He suddenly said.

“Very sorry to disappoint you by not hanging myself again.” Qi Yue grinned.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of laughter through his nose, said nothing more, reached for the chopsticks set aside, and picked up a dumpling to eat.

“That’s mine.” Qi Yue grabbed the stool and took a few steps over.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her, took the wine pot beside him, and poured himself wine.

Qi Yue quickly grabbed her own wine cup.

Chang Yuncheng’s outstretched hand paused, then simply lifted the wine pot and drank directly from it.

“Dumplings with wine…” He muttered to himself.

Qi Yue, who had been full of fighting spirit, suddenly broke out in cold sweat upon hearing this phrase, while A’Ru beside her instantly paled.

Not knowing when he had arrived or how much he had heard…

Qi Yue quickly recalled what she had just said, the more she thought about it, the more she sweated…

“These people really have no rules! Not even announcing when the Prince arrives!” She couldn’t help but shout angrily at the outside.

Chang Yuncheng smiled while chewing dumplings.

“Sit.” He said.

Qi Yue didn’t react, and A’Ru quietly tugged at her.

Qi Yue stood still. You tell me to sit and I’ll sit?

The atmosphere fell into an awkward silence.

Because of the silence, how could one plate of dumplings withstand Chang Yuncheng eating like this? It was quickly empty.

“Go get some more.” Chang Yuncheng said.

“The Prince can actually stomach our food, not afraid of being disgusted.” Qi Yue said with a mocking smile.

“This servant will go check.” A’Ru said hurriedly and went out.

This spineless maid, Qi Yue felt annoyed.

Guarding the empty plate on the kang table, Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue were each silent.

“Who do you think did it?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly asked.

Qi Yue’s mind was in chaos like tangled hemp, thinking about what she had said, wondering whether she should confess on the spot or stubbornly refuse to admit she was from another soul. Suddenly asked this question, she was stunned.

“What?” She asked stammering.

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her.

“What are you afraid of?” He frowned, studying Qi Yue. “Could it be you know who wants to harm you?”

Oh, he was talking about that. Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief.

“I don’t know.” She said. “But I suppose it’s just people who don’t like me, or don’t like you.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Shouldn’t it be people who don’t like you who want to harm you?” He asked.

Qi Yue glanced at him.

“The enemy of my enemy is my friend.” She said. “Everyone knows you don’t like me, and you had just been with me a moment before, and it seemed quite unpleasant. Kill me, and naturally you’d be the main suspect. This kind of thing would naturally be done by people who don’t like you to cause you trouble.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled. He smiled as he picked up the wine cup and drained it, then set it down. This smile looked somewhat self-mocking.

“Of course, I’m just speculating wildly. I also can’t rule out that some die-hard fan of yours wanted to eliminate me to give you some peace, though usually such pig-like teammates aren’t worth having, especially when you’re already such a pig-like master.” Qi Yue smiled.

“Pig-like teammates…” Chang Yuncheng laughed and repeated it, then noticed her final sentence insulting him, and his face darkened.

Qi Yue smiled even more happily.

“Speaking of which, it’s truly laughable.” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said, “Someone like you, so foolish and unpleasant and disgusting, is actually clear and straightforward, while my closest relatives are muddled and confused.”

Was this praise or criticism?

Qi Yue understood in her heart that after this boy returned, he must have been treated as the prime suspect by his family. Serves him right. She couldn’t help but smile proudly.

“This is a character issue. Don’t blame society.” She laughed heartily.

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“What nonsense.” He scoffed, “Or perhaps, caring leads to confusion?”

“Look how pleased you are, hahaha.” Qi Yue laughed loudly again.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her without speaking.

“You’re laughing so happily and seeing so clearly, which means you don’t care about me anymore?” He suddenly smiled and said.

Nonsense, why would I care about you…

“I’m the victim, so naturally I should care more about myself.” Qi Yue laughed dryly.

“You’re right. People should care about themselves.” Chang Yuncheng said. “Whatever it is, it doesn’t matter anymore.”

Qi Yue wasn’t interested in responding to his words. She now wanted both to laugh loudly and mock this boy, but also wanted to quickly return. Should she use threats or flattery to achieve this goal…

Threats – dignified but no results. Flattery – undignified and results not guaranteed either.

“Let’s go back.” Chang Yuncheng said, standing up.

Qi Yue was startled.

A’Ru also came in carrying dumplings at this time.

“Pack up the things.” Chang Yuncheng said. “We leave tonight.”

A’Ru understood and was so delighted she almost dropped the plate.

“Yes, yes, this servant will pack right away.” She put down the plate and said in a fluster.

“You mean, you’re telling me to go back?” Qi Yue still didn’t quite believe it and asked in surprise.

“You can also stay here.” Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her indifferently.

Qi Yue looked at him and took a few steps closer.

“Hasn’t anyone told you it’s improper for a woman to look at a man like that?” Chang Yuncheng looked away and said.

Qi Yue ignored him and continued looking at him, even walking around him in a circle.

“Ha, ha.” She suddenly laughed twice, then burst into loud laughter.

A’Ru was startled by her, thinking she was overjoyed, and hurried over to help her sit down first. Before she could touch Qi Yue’s arm, she heard Qi Yue’s laughter take a turn.

“Ah ha ah ha~ Oh my…” Qi Yue held her waist with one hand and her head with the other, her body swaying unsteadily as she said, “What’s wrong with me? I suddenly feel dizzy and can’t stand. A’Ru, quickly help me, I can’t catch my breath…”

Chapter 77: The Intention
Lamps were lit in the room, and A’Ru bustled about constantly bringing various broths and waters.

Qi Yue lay on the kang, covered with a quilt, her hair loose, with a warm towel on her forehead.

“I can’t go on, this dizziness is terrible, it’s still the illness from being knocked that hasn’t healed…” She moaned and groaned, gasping as if she might die at any moment.

“What should we do? I’ll go get a physician.” A’Ru was frightened and somewhat at a loss, helping her drink the freshly brewed medicine.

“I can’t eat anything, I can’t even get up, I want to vomit as soon as I eat.” Qi Yue moaned, clutching the quilt tightly without moving.

“Prince…” A’Ru looked at Chang Yuncheng with worry and urgency.

Since Qi Yue had been helped into the inner room, he had been staying over there, sitting at the kang table slowly pouring wine and eating by himself, seemingly oblivious to the commotion here.

Now, having apparently heard enough of the excitement, he put down his wine cup and strode over, standing at the bedside looking at Qi Yue.

“Prince, this servant will go fetch a physician, please wait…” A’Ru said carefully with some pleading, “The Young Madam’s illness really hasn’t healed…”

Please don’t just leave with a wave of your hand.

“Young Madam, do you have any way to hold on somehow, just endure until we get home…” She leaned down to help Qi Yue change the towel and whispered.

With great difficulty, the Prince had agreed to let them return – they absolutely couldn’t miss this opportunity.

“This illness can’t be moved, I must lie still and rest…” Qi Yue moaned, “Don’t worry, lying down for a few days will naturally heal it, no need for medicine…”

A’Ru was half-believing.

“I was wrong.” Chang Yuncheng spoke up.

This statement came out of nowhere, and A’Ru didn’t understand, looking back at him.

“Tell me, what do you want me to do?” Chang Yuncheng continued.

A’Ru was stunned, glanced at Qi Yue, who had her eyes closed and was moaning, but her face couldn’t hide her smile. She suddenly understood.

“Young Madam…” She couldn’t help but call out. This was too… too…

“Oh my, Prince, you’re being so polite. How could you be wrong?” Qi Yue stretched out her hand to pillow behind her head, speaking leisurely.

Not a trace of illness remained.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, suddenly raising the corner of his mouth.

“Wrong in being short-sighted and speaking too absolutely.” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Somehow, after he said this, the stuffiness in his heart suddenly dissipated, replaced by an urge to laugh.

Qi Yue stared at him.

“Talk about your own matters, no need to remind me in passing.” She said.

A’Ru looked at both of them and slowly stepped back.

Chang Yuncheng’s smile finally couldn’t be contained and spread across his face, eventually becoming uncontrollable laughter.

Qi Yue wasn’t hurried or annoyed, just lay leisurely on the bed, waiting for Chang Yuncheng’s laughter to stop.

“Finished laughing?” She asked, “You may leave.”

Chang Yuncheng’s laughter started again, and he lifted his robe to sit on the bedside.

Seeing this, A’Ru quickly lowered her head and withdrew.

“I’m sorry.” Chang Yuncheng stopped laughing and spoke seriously.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Mm, not bad, these three words ‘I’m sorry’ are really easy to say…” She also spoke seriously.

Chang Yuncheng interrupted her.

“For me, it’s not easy.” He said.

This statement was really asking for a beating.

“Do you actually know how you were wrong?” Qi Yue sat up, frowning.

“I already said it – shouldn’t have been short-sighted and spoken too absolutely.” Chang Yuncheng also frowned as he replied.

Qi Yue looked at him and shook her head.

“Let me help you count how many wrong things you’ve done.” She extended her hand, “First, to save your own people, you injured innocent Yuan Bao.”

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“Injuring him won’t kill him, but if I didn’t injure him, my subordinates would die. Tell me, is it worth it? Besides, my subordinates’ lives are worth a hundred of that boy.” He lifted his head slightly, speaking with arrogance.

Qi Yue looked at him somewhat amused.

“Since they’re all lives, how can there be distinctions of nobility and baseness?” She said.

“Since they’re lives, naturally there are distinctions of nobility and baseness.” Chang Yuncheng replied.

The two looked at each other.

“Are kings, dukes, generals, and ministers born with special blood!” Qi Yue raised her hand and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng laughed scornfully.

“If they don’t have special blood, why would they need to become kings, dukes, generals, and ministers?” He said indifferently.

Qi Yue looked at him with a frown.

“There’s a generation gap talking to you. Fine, let’s leave this matter.” She waved her hand, shifted to sit more properly, “What about how you treated me?”

Chang Yuncheng remained silent.

“First, leaving for three years without a word or inquiry – is this how a husband behaves?” Qi Yue asked.

She didn’t believe any nonsense about being busy with military affairs and having no mind for personal feelings. It was clearly deliberate.

“Have you ever thought about how awkward my days would be because of your behavior?” Qi Yue looked at him, “Why do you think I shamelessly moved into your courtyard? Chang Yuncheng, you’re not the only one with face – everyone has face. What can make someone tear away their face to do something doesn’t just hurt your face.”

After she finished speaking, the room fell silent.

Standing in the outer room, A’Ru couldn’t help but cover her mouth as tears fell.

Such calm sadness was more heartbreaking than crying and shouting.

“Later, you beat me, scolded me, and humiliated me. Chang Yuncheng, is this called being husband and wife? Even mortal enemies over a father’s murder wouldn’t be treated worse.” Qi Yue looked at him and continued.

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly, wanted to say something but ultimately didn’t.

“I was wrong.” He looked at Qi Yue and simply said again.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Then how do you plan to treat me in the future?” She asked with a smile.

“Treat you well.” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and replied.

“How will you treat me well?” Qi Yue propped her chin with her hand, looking at him with interest.

Chang Yuncheng’s face grew increasingly dark.

“You tell me.” He spat out these two words.

“From now on, you can only be good to me alone, you must dote on me, you can’t lie to me, you must do everything you promise me, every word you say to me must be sincere, you can’t lie to me or scold me, you must care about me, when others bully me, you must be the first to help me, when I’m happy, you must be happy with me, when I’m unhappy, you must coax me to happiness, you must always think I’m the most beautiful, you must see me even in your dreams, and in your heart there can only be me.” Qi Yue propped her head with her hand, smiling as she looked at him and spoke slowly.

This year their thoracic surgery department’s year-end variety show, she had prepared a parody version of “The Fierce Wife,” but it fell through because the original male lead became her ex-boyfriend. She never expected it would come in handy one day. Somehow, as she finished speaking with a smile, tears couldn’t help but flow down.

Really… really shameless…

For a woman to say such words…

Chang Yuncheng’s face was black as a pot bottom. Suddenly seeing that the person who had been smugly triumphant was actually crying, he stiffened.

“Fine, I’ve noted it down.” He replied after a moment of silence.

“That’s enough for today. I’m tired. We’ll discuss the rest another day. I want to sleep.” Qi Yue waved her hand, completely losing interest.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up.

“That’s about enough.” He said with suppressed anger.

But Qi Yue glanced at him dismissively and pulled the quilt over herself as she lay down.

“Prince, now is not the time for you to kick me out.” She said lazily, “Besides, I’m not a child. Those sweet words are just for listening to the excitement – how could I really take them to heart?”

Chang Yuncheng’s fists clenched as he looked at this woman who had already lain down, showing only her black hair.

“Don’t think there’s no way without you.” He squeezed out a sentence through gritted teeth, turned, and strode away.

A’Ru in the outer room was terrified. She made up her mind that if the Prince came out, she would desperately hug his legs and never let him go even if it killed her…

The forceful footsteps stopped at the door. A’Ru’s heartbeat almost stopped too. Just as she was about to suffocate, the footsteps moved again, but retreated…

A’Ru let out a long breath and leaned against the partition door.

Chang Yuncheng stood back at the bedside, looking at the woman on the bed. From beginning to end, she hadn’t moved, as if she had died in her sleep.

Chang Yuncheng’s fists clenched and unclenched. Finally, gritting his teeth, he reached out and tore off his outer robe.

Qi Yue hugged the quilt, immersed in past emotional wounds. From the moment she learned of the betrayal, anger had occupied all her emotions. But as time passed, when she thought of it again, sadness overwhelmed her. That man who had once been so excellent, who had raised his arms in the laboratory shouting about reaching the pinnacle of medical arts, would one day resort to unscrupulous means for fame and profit. Or perhaps, in the end, he simply no longer loved her…

Qi Yue sighed and wanted to change position, but as soon as she turned over, she was stunned with fright.

“You, what are you doing?” She threw off the quilt and sat up shouting.

Chang Yuncheng had already undressed to only his pants, his hands working on his belt. Hearing the question, he looked up at her.

Seeing him look over, Qi Yue quickly wrapped herself in the quilt again.

“Hey, I’m telling you, I have principles. A scholar can be killed but not humiliated. Threatening me like this is useless.” She shouted.

Chang Yuncheng’s face had been dark, but seeing her like this and hearing these words, a slightly mocking smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

“What am I doing? Didn’t you say I was wrong to leave you for three years without a word? We’re husband and wife, so naturally we should do what husband and wife should do.” He said, pulling off his belt.

Qi Yue made two “wa wa” sounds and covered her head with the quilt.

“…This way I am your husband, you are my wife, and we’ll have children…”

Chang Yuncheng’s voice came through the quilt.

“…This way, you can be at peace…”

Then there were hands tugging at her quilt, and Qi Yue held on tightly.

“Are you sick? Who has the mood for this kind of thing now?” She shouted, “Put your clothes back on quickly, let’s continue talking, talk properly.”

“We can talk after we’re done.” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from outside, followed by a strong force that pulled the quilt away.

“A’Ru, save me!” Qi Yue screamed and scrambled to get off the bed.

A’Ru outside had blushed from the first sentence Chang Yuncheng spoke, and ran away with a red face, both shocked and delighted, naturally not forgetting to thoughtfully close both the inner and outer doors.

“Enough, stop playing hard to get. I know what you women are thinking…”

With these words, Qi Yue was pressed down by a hand on her shoulder, and then the mountain-like man pressed down on her, pushing her onto the bed.

Chapter 78: Unreasonable
Author’s Note: Thank you all, and as I’ve said before, any comment is useful to me. Though the overall direction won’t change, I’ve adjusted many dialogues based on your feedback. Thank you everyone.

A’Ru stood in the courtyard. The sky had already darkened, with stars dotting the heavens like precious gems.

She remembered that year in early summer, the day of the Prince’s wedding to the young madam. The courtyard was hung full of red lanterns, casting everyone in a layer of red gauze.

Looking at the courtyard now, there were only those two red lanterns, and they were old ones at that, without a hint of festive cheer. Should she go find some red lanterns to hang…

This bridal chamber had been waiting too long, and moreover…

A night breeze swept through, making A’Ru involuntarily shiver…

And moreover, the one who was waiting could wait no longer…

Now this one…

A’Ru suddenly came to her senses, turned around, and ran back.

Qi Yue was almost crushed to death. She pounded this man’s body with her hands, touching bare skin wherever she struck.

Chang Yuncheng’s hands had already begun tearing at Qi Yue’s clothes. The person beneath him thrashed like a fish, which only added to the excitement. A fine layer of sweat appeared on his forehead, and what had originally been reluctant duty began to excite him.

Qi Yue had raised both hands high above her head, making Chang Yuncheng feel the fullness at her chest even more abundantly. His hands naturally sought there, and the next moment came excruciating pain in both ears…

The advantage of being a doctor was knowing the weak points of the human body…

Qi Yue pushed the man off her, quickly jumped to the ground in two or three moves, nearly tripping over the blanket that had fallen to the floor. In any case, she stood up rather disheveled.

“You crazy woman, what’s gotten into you!” Chang Yuncheng cursed angrily, holding his ears. He could barely hear his own voice, only a buzzing tinnitus.

Had he been deafened by a woman’s blow?

“I’m crazy? You’re the one who’s crazy!” Qi Yue was filled with rage. She looked around frantically and grabbed a nearby stool, raising it to smash at him.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hands to block, fortunately being skilled in martial arts, catching it precisely and steadily. Otherwise, even if it wouldn’t break anything, it would certainly add some pain.

“Isn’t this what you wanted!” He was also angry now, shouting as he snatched the stool away and threw it to the ground with a crash.

The stool split apart on the ground with a loud crack.

“What my mother wanted!” Qi Yue cursed. “Who the hell wants to sleep with you! Don’t you know your own worth!”

Chang Yuncheng was so angry he was tongue-tied. He couldn’t help but look down at himself.

Was he that bad?

Qi Yue was still in a frenzied state.

“Want to sleep with me! Want to sleep with me! Damn it, forget that we’re enemies now – even if we weren’t, it wouldn’t be that easy!” She circled around the room and grabbed another weapon for self-defense. This time she didn’t aim it at Chang Yuncheng, but at herself.

Chang Yuncheng watched her, his expression dark and his brow slightly furrowed. He didn’t understand most of Qi Yue’s string of words, but he understood one thing.

“If you dare assault me again, I’ll die right here for you to see. You can take a corpse back to report!” Qi Yue pointed the silver hairpin at her throat.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with an inquiring gaze.

“What are you looking at? Put on your clothes! You exhibitionist!” Qi Yue glared at him, then quickly squinted her eyes shut.

This naked male body displayed before her was really too stimulating…

Chang Yuncheng suddenly laughed heartily. Not only did he not put on clothes, he actually lay down on the bed.

“If I put on clothes, I can leave, right?” he asked.

“Chang Yuncheng, face reality – who’s asking whom here?” Qi Yue said angrily.

“I’m asking you,” Chang Yuncheng answered readily. “If you’re not leaving, then let’s go to bed early.”

Qi Yue turned and walked away, reaching out to slam open the inner door.

A’Ru in the outer room was so startled she immediately jumped away like a rabbit.

“A’Ru, you run pretty fast!” Qi Yue called out.

At this point, Chang Yuncheng, hearing the door open and Qi Yue calling for A’Ru, reached down to pick up clothes from the floor and put them on.

When he came out, Qi Yue had already caught A’Ru.

“You’re so disloyal, this is abandoning me to die…” she grabbed A’Ru and said resentfully in a low voice.

A’Ru looked apologetic as she made amends, while also pointing toward the door to signal her to keep her voice down.

Chang Yuncheng stood there, his outer robe draped loosely without tying the sash, fluttering freely, his solid chest visible beneath.

“Qi Yueniang,” he called. “Come here.”

Qi Yue snorted.

“You want me to come, so I come? I’m not coming,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng laughed loudly and strode down.

“Hey, don’t come over here. If you provoke me again, I’ll die here rather than go back with you.” Qi Yue hid behind A’Ru.

“Lord, the young madam is… she’s still ill… Please… please be patient…” A’Ru said with an apologetic smile and panic, blocking in front of Qi Yue.

“Qi Yueniang, come here. Let’s discuss how to cure your illness.” Chang Yuncheng smiled as he strode over, reached behind A’Ru to grab Qi Yue and pull her out, then turned to leave.

Qi Yue was dragged by the arm, stumbling to keep up.

“Bring up some more hot dumplings,” Chang Yuncheng said.

A’Ru was slow to react before hurriedly responding yes.

“In any case, what happened before – I was wrong and you were wrong too…” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue glared at him.

“Let’s not talk about the past.” Chang Yuncheng raised his hand to stop her from speaking, popped an entire dumpling in his mouth, chewed and swallowed it quickly. “I guarantee there won’t be any burning bridges after crossing the river in the future.”

Qi Yue paused her chopsticks, picked up a dumpling and ate it.

“Where’s my wine?” She looked at the empty wine cup on her side of the table.

A’Ru hesitated for a moment.

“Young madam, you’d better not drink wine…” she said quietly.

Chang Yuncheng reached out his hand.

A’Ru didn’t dare disobey and handed him the wine pot.

Chang Yuncheng reached across the table to pour wine for her.

“Please,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Now this attitude is like someone asking for help,” she said, lifting the wine cup to take a small sip, then picking up her chopsticks to eat dumplings elegantly. “But you know, once bitten by a snake…”

“A gentleman’s word is his bond,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Oh, a gentleman?” Qi Yue looked at him with a half-smile.

“Last time I never said I wouldn’t burn bridges after crossing the river.” Chang Yuncheng lifted his wine cup and drained it, then refilled it himself, saying with a smile.

It seemed he hadn’t… Qi Yue thought back, but wasn’t that what should have happened?

“Should have happened?” Chang Yuncheng scoffed. “There are many things in this world that should happen.”

“Then there are also countless oaths spoken in this world.” Qi Yue also scoffed, lifting her wine cup and draining it.

Were they useful? No… What should be forgotten would naturally be forgotten, what should change would still change.

Qi Yue sighed and raised her head to lift her wine cup toward him.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pour another cup for her and filled his own as well.

“Remember what you said.” Qi Yue said, raising her wine cup. “Actually, what I want is very simple – just respect.”

Respect, a woman wanting respect…

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Qi Yue immediately pulled a long face and put down her wine cup.

Chang Yuncheng quickly stood up, leaned over to pick up the wine cup and bring it to her lips.

“Fine, I’ll remember,” he said, clinking his wine cup against Qi Yue’s and draining it.

Only then did Qi Yue reach out to take the cup he’d brought to her lips and drink it.

“Good.” She put down the wine cup, ate another dumpling, and set down her chopsticks. “It’s getting late, time to rest.”

She paused and quickly added:

“You’re not allowed to sleep here. Go find somewhere else,” she said with some wariness.

Chang Yuncheng stood up, looking at the obvious guardedness in this woman’s eyes, and couldn’t help feeling somewhat uncomfortable.

This was the first time he’d seen such an expression toward himself on a woman’s face…

After noticing that uncomfortable feeling in his heart, he sneered coldly again. This woman was indeed playing these hard-to-get tricks – who knows who taught her, but they were quite effective…

“Don’t worry, there are plenty of women waiting for me to sleep with them,” he said.

“Wait.” Qi Yue looked at him and said, “You’ve already forgotten what you said so quickly?”

Chang Yuncheng frowned. Would this woman never be done? What was she being neurotic about now…

“Speak simply and directly,” he said, suppressing some impatience.

“I’m your wife, I’m at home, and you’re going to sleep with other women? How does that make me look?” Qi Yue said. “Is that called respect?”

Though it didn’t matter to her how many women this man had, the key was that she was living in this household after all, and was still nominally his wife. The more women there were, the worse the situation became for this wife. She’d read novels about those concubines and secondary wives causing trouble. She didn’t want to invite unnecessary troubles and preferred to live quietly and peacefully before leaving. As for after she left, this man could have as many women as he wanted – that would be none of her business.

What was all this about…

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Only sleep with you?” he said.

Only after saying it did he realize they’d been communicating about “sleeping” this and “sleeping” that, like men talking to each other. For women, wasn’t this kind of thing difficult to speak of?

A’Ru stood to the side, her face red as a cooked shrimp, wishing she could burrow underground.

“Watch your language,” Qi Yue frowned. “Respect.”

“Who needs to watch their language?” Chang Yuncheng stood up, somewhat amused and exasperated. “You’re a woman, what kind of talk is that!”

“Who told you to say it first?” Qi Yue also realized this, touching her nose somewhat embarrassedly, but the important matter still needed to be settled in advance.

“It’s not about only sleeping with me – if you want to do that with me… it won’t be so easy.” She hurried to say. “You apologized, I forgive you, but that’s only about being thrown out. Between us, we can’t be considered that close, at least not close enough to… close enough to do that.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, for the first time finding himself speechless.

“Don’t worry, I’ll definitely wait until you beg me before… before doing that…” he said.

“That’s wonderful, you just wait then.” Qi Yue said with a smile, as if a heavy burden had been lifted.

“Go, go.” Chang Yuncheng really couldn’t look at her anymore, waving his sleeve and saying.

“Safe travels.” Qi Yue cheerfully saw him off from behind.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath, turned around, and came back in a few steps to grab her wrist.

“What? What are you doing?” Qi Yue was startled, the earlier crisis of nearly losing her virtue had been too frightening.

“Going home.” Chang Yuncheng roared.

This made Qi Yue laugh.

“Who said I was going home?” She grabbed the table with one hand and said, “I think it’s quite nice living here. I’ll stay a few more days before deciding.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“You mean everything I just said was pointless?” he asked, veins bulging visibly on his face.

“How could that be?” Qi Yue looked innocent. “I don’t like to lie, and moreover, I keep my word. One matter is one matter – your apology and whether I go back are two different things.”

This sounded somewhat familiar.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue, then suddenly said nothing and hoisted her up over his shoulder.

Qi Yue hadn’t expected this man to do such a thing. Finding herself upside down, she couldn’t help but scream.

“Say a few nice words and you really think you can do whatever you want!” Chang Yuncheng sneered. “Whether you go or stay, you think you get to decide!”

Accompanied by Qi Yue’s screams and curses, Chang Yuncheng steadily carried her on his shoulder and strode out.

Chapter 79: The Meeting
In the deep night, a carriage raced into the Marquis Dingxi’s manor. Wherever it passed, crying and shouting could be heard from inside the carriage. All the servants had been given advance notice – they kept their eyes straight ahead, as if no carriage had ever passed before them.

Having personally gone to see the injured magistrate’s son, both Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie felt somewhat weak in the knees.

“So many doctors there couldn’t do anything – can that woman really treat him?” Madam Xie said quietly to Marquis Dingxi.

“What do you mean ‘that woman’?” Marquis Dingxi didn’t like hearing this and frowned.

Madam Xie realized her slip of tongue, covered her mouth with her handkerchief, turned her head, and coughed lightly.

“That doctor said A’Hao and Zi Qiao have the same condition. Since A’Hao recovered, there’s naturally no problem,” Marquis Dingxi said with some relief. “Don’t forget, Yueniang once saved the Old Marchioness.”

Madam Xie sat down without speaking, though doubt remained in her eyes.

The story of the little beggar who saved the Marchioness and rose to prominence had already become a tale known to everyone in the countryside. But for Madam Xie and the people in the household, they didn’t just think of it that way.

However, only the Old Marchioness and Qi Yueniang, grandmother and granddaughter-in-law, were present that day. What exactly happened, no one else knew besides them. Madam Xie had once secretly sent someone to question the doctor who later treated the Old Marchioness. As a result, before they could discover anything, the person she sent drowned on the way back, frightening Madam Xie so much that she never dared to pursue the matter again. By now, when she could finally control her own fate in the manor, the old woman was no longer there. Even if she found out, there would be no point.

While she was lost in thought, Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but smile.

“So many doctors couldn’t cure him, but our Yueniang can cure him, hahaha,” he couldn’t help but laugh.

Madam Xie glanced at him.

“Marquis, over there they’re desperate and frantic,” she gestured toward outside the room.

Marquis Dingxi knew his laughter was inappropriate at this time and quickly stopped.

“If anything happens to Zi Qiao, Shu Min won’t survive,” Madam Xie sighed.

The magistrate’s son was named Zi Qiao, and the magistrate’s wife’s given name was Shu Min.

Madam Xie sighed, her face full of sorrow. Only those who had lost a child could understand how important a son was to a mother…

“With Yueniang here, everything will be fine,” Marquis Dingxi said with complete confidence.

Madam Xie scoffed.

“Let’s wait until he’s cured before saying that,” she said.

In the specially prepared side room, all the doctors also looked worried and urgent, gathering in small groups to talk quietly. Maids and servants came and went serving tea and water. Young Master Huang’s cries of pain came one after another from the room, his voice already hoarse.

“Does the Marquis Dingxi’s manor really have such a doctor?”

“Indeed, this is unheard of.”

“The technique of opening the abdomen to treat injuries has been lost for ages. Perhaps there really is an extraordinary person who possesses this secret skill.”

At this moment, two more people entered through the door, attracting the doctors’ attention.

Hu San hadn’t stopped looking around all the way here. Though it was nighttime, under the bright lantern light, every blade of grass and tree in this marquis’s manor amazed and fascinated him.

“Hu San,” the senior disciple had to remind him to watch his behavior all along the way.

Hu San reluctantly withdrew his gaze from the octagonal lantern hanging in the room, then saw the roomful of doctors – all doctors he had only heard of by name but never had the qualifications to meet. He was immediately filled with joy and surprise.

“Senior brother, senior brother, Doctor Zhu is here. Oh, Doctor Yuan is here too, and there’s also the miracle-handed Doctor Qian…” He couldn’t help but tug at his senior brother’s sleeve and whisper with wide eyes.

The senior disciple shook off his sleeve and respectfully but embarrassedly bowed to the doctors in the room.

“You’ve come,” Doctor Liu came out from the inner room.

Hu San and the senior disciple hurried over.

“Master, the medicine you requested,” the senior disciple presented a brocade box in his hands.

Liu Pucheng nodded and reached out to take it.

“What is this?” a doctor inquired, looking at the brocade box in Liu Pucheng’s hands.

“This is medicine I use to relieve Young Master Huang’s pain, so he won’t exhaust too much strength while waiting for this doctor to arrive for treatment,” Liu Pucheng said.

He didn’t open the medicine box, and the other doctors didn’t require it either. Every doctor had one or two of their own secret medicines and techniques.

“Master, are they really waiting for my master?” Hu San asked, his face excited.

The other doctors around were somewhat confused by these two “masters” being mentioned and looked at him curiously.

“Yes,” Liu Pucheng said, though his expression was somewhat strange.

Hu San was immediately excited, his face glowing red as he puffed out his chest to accept the surprised gazes around him.

“Oh, that’s right, Master. I came here a while ago wanting to see my master, but the people here said there was no such person,” he thought of something and moved closer to Liu Pucheng to whisper. “I went to ask Yuan Bao, but that kid was as tight-lipped as usual…”

Liu Pucheng looked at him, opened his mouth, but ultimately said nothing.

The three of them went inside, and soon the cries of pain from the room diminished.

“Doctor Liu is indeed effective…”

“Why didn’t you use it earlier…”

The magistrate and his wife’s surprise and complaints could be heard.

“This medicine should not be used unless absolutely necessary. I’m giving some to the young master now so he can hold on until that doctor arrives,” Liu Pucheng said.

Saying this, he stepped back a few paces. Having stood for too long, his steps became increasingly unsteady, and the senior disciple quickly supported him.

“Master, are your legs alright?” the senior disciple asked quietly.

“Master’s legs?” Hu San heard this and asked in confusion.

Seeing everyone else in the room looking over, Liu Pucheng smiled.

“It’s nothing,” he said.

The magistrate’s heart was entirely focused on his son, so he paid no more attention to this.

“Why aren’t they here yet?” The couple anxiously looked toward the door.

“This young madam, why isn’t she staying at home? With winter approaching, what is she doing at the manor?” the magistrate’s wife complained.

“That’s other people’s family business – say less,” the magistrate quickly said.

The magistrate’s wife knew she had spoken inappropriately and paced back and forth without saying more.

“Oh, did my master go out with this young madam?” Hu San had been listening intently to every word these important people said and immediately whispered to exchange thoughts with his senior brother.

“How would I know?” The senior disciple gave him a look and replied quietly.

“Hu San,” Liu Pucheng called.

Hu San immediately looked at him respectfully.

“Later, when you meet your master,” Liu Pucheng hesitated for a moment and said slowly, “don’t make a big commotion and lose your composure. This isn’t outside – this is the Marquis Dingxi’s manor.”

Hu San grinned and nodded, though whether he had actually listened was unclear.

Dawn was breaking in the east, and the darkness receded.

Qi Yue lay in the jolting carriage, feeling as if she was falling apart.

“We’re already going back – would it kill you to go slower!” She angrily pounded the carriage wall again.

A’Ru quickly came over to massage her.

“Do you want me to help?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from outside.

“No!” Qi Yue shouted, afraid that if she answered too slowly, this man would really come up to hold her.

Thinking of when she first got in the carriage, Qi Yue couldn’t help but shiver with disgust. “So eager to be reborn,” she finally couldn’t swallow this anger and cursed quietly.

A’Ru hit her shoulder hard.

“Wrong – eager to save a life,” Chang Yuncheng replied from outside again. Qi Yue sneered. Don’t think that forcing me to go back will save your life!

“The Prince has returned!”

Seeing the carriage approaching, the gatekeepers shouted loudly.

Qi Yue, supported by a second gate servant’s hand, got out of the carriage and was startled by the crowd of people welcoming her.

“The young madam has returned…” they called out in confusion.

Qi Yue was quite moved to hear this. It seemed her popularity was good – everyone had been thinking of her during the few days she was away. Before she could express her joy at returning to those welcoming her, Chang Yuncheng grabbed her.

“What do you want to do now?” Qi Yue was really frightened by this unpredictable man and shouted in alarm.

“Hurry up,” Chang Yuncheng just said this without further explanation, dragging her past the crowd and heading straight toward the outer courtyard.

“At least let me change clothes and wash my face before going to see father to speak well of you,” Qi Yue complained, unable to resist Chang Yuncheng’s swift pace as she was pulled along in a quick trot.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her and strode rapidly, pulling her into a courtyard.

This was her first time in this place. Qi Yue couldn’t help but curiously look around. Before she could ask anything, she saw a large group of people pouring out of the rooms, making her eyes somewhat dazzled.

“Master, you’ve returned,” Hu San jumped up in the crowd, immediately spotting the woman who had just entered.

No matter where or when, whenever this woman appeared, she was always so eye-catching.

Hu San happily waved in greeting, but his voice quickly stopped abruptly.

“Young Madam,” the maids and servants of the Marquis Dingxi’s manor said in unison, bowing in greeting.

The magistrate’s wife, supported by two servants, also quickly approached.

Because of her good relationship with Madam Xie, she was also a frequent visitor to the Marquis Dingxi’s manor. When she came, she would naturally pay respects to the Old Marchioness. Though due to Madam Xie’s relationship, the times she went to pay respects could be counted on one hand, during those few times she had indeed seen this little beggar who was famous throughout Yongqing Prefecture. Such a beauty would be unforgettable to anyone.

“Young Madam Yueniang, Young Madam, please quickly save my son,” she rushed over and grabbed Qi Yue’s hand.

With these words, both sides in the courtyard were momentarily stunned.

“Young Madam?” Hu San stood frozen in place, staring with wide eyes like a fool.

Those doctors who had been eager to see this expert who could supposedly perform abdominal surgery were also dumbfounded.

Save my son…

This was the doctor?

A woman…

And she was also the young madam of this marquis’s manor…

This had to be a joke, right?

Qi Yue was also stunned.

Save my son?

She couldn’t help but turn to look at Chang Yuncheng.

“Is this your mother?” she blurted out.

Chang Yuncheng barely restrained himself from punching this woman in the face.

“This is the magistrate’s wife. The magistrate’s young son is injured. You, go take a look quickly,” he said.

Qi Yue’s face immediately changed color.

“Chang Yuncheng, you wanted me to come back to save someone?” she glared at him.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with unconcealed disgust.

“Didn’t I say so? Urgent to save a life,” he frowned.

Before Qi Yue could say anything more, the magistrate’s wife grabbed her and was about to kneel down.

“Madam, Madam, this is a misunderstanding, a misunderstanding. I’m not a doctor. Please don’t do this…” she hurriedly supported her while speaking urgently.

Before she finished speaking, another person jumped out.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, that girl was indeed cured by you. Young Madam, you’ve deceived this old man so bitterly…”

Qi Yue saw this almost dancing old man at a glance, and sweat immediately beaded on her forehead.

A’Hao…

Qi Yue swallowed hard, seeming unable to hear what everyone around her was shouting and saying.

“Chang Yuncheng, you’ve killed me!”

Chapter 80: Persistence
“Chang Yuncheng, you’ve killed me!”

In the room, Qi Yue grabbed Chang Yuncheng and shouted loudly.

“I see you’re living quite well right now, with plenty of strength too,” Chang Yuncheng pulled her hands away. Through the window, he could see people outside anxiously looking in this direction.

“Why didn’t you make it clear? You didn’t come to get me because your father beat you!” Qi Yue was frantic, reaching up to scratch her head, but instead of her familiar flowing curls, she touched the high hair ornament, so she gave up and dropped her hands.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile.

“My father beat me so I came to you for help?” He seemed to have heard the most ridiculous joke in the world and laughed heartily. “You woman, you’re truly absurdly arrogant and ignorant. I, Chang Yuncheng, have grown this old and never once thought of begging anyone for help to save my own life…”

Qi Yue let out a heavy breath. It was all her fault – she had been so happy that she lost her head and didn’t ask why this guy had come to apologize to her so humbly.

“I can’t save him. You should find someone else,” she said, supporting herself on the table with both hands.

“What more do you want to threaten me with?” Chang Yuncheng frowned with some mockery.

“What am I threatening you with! What have I ever threatened you with from beginning to end!” Qi Yue raised her head and shouted. “A wife wanting to live with her husband – is that threatening? A wife being bullied by servants and wanting to rely on her husband – is that threatening? Such trivial matters, yet you keep dwelling on them until now. Are you even a man?”

Chang Yuncheng’s face turned blue and purple. This woman… this woman… could she have been raised on firecrackers…

“Now is not the time to talk about this. People are waiting for life-saving treatment. Why did you drag me in here to talk about this? You can talk after you save the person,” he said, taking a deep breath.

“I can’t save him,” Qi Yue said flatly.

“You haven’t even looked yet – how do you know you can’t save him?” Chang Yuncheng could no longer contain his anger.

Qi Yue turned to look at him with a solemn expression, then lifted her chin toward the window.

Earlier, she had desperately broken free from the magistrate’s wife, brazenly saying the couple had something private to discuss, dragging Chang Yuncheng into the room and closing the door. Now the courtyard was filled with people whispering to each other. Among these people, there weren’t many servants from the Marquis Dingxi’s manor – mostly they were unfamiliar men…

“These people are all doctors, right?” Qi Yue pointed and asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“The doctors the magistrate could invite aren’t ordinary doctors, right?” Qi Yue asked again.

“If you have something to say, say it directly,” Chang Yuncheng replied irritably.

“Husband,” Qi Yue turned to look at him and called out.

This call of “husband” made Chang Yuncheng’s face twitch, and his heart felt sour. He seemed to think that hearing “Chang Yuncheng” sounded more pleasant.

“You think too highly of your wife,” Qi Yue said with a bitter smile. “So many good doctors can’t treat him – how could I?”

“You cured A’Hao,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue sighed.

“I told you, I have no medicine left. A’Hao still had medicine then, so she was saved. But now, it’s simply impossible!” She wanted to reach up and grab her head again.

Chang Yuncheng was about to say something when there was a commotion outside – Marquis Dingxi and his wife had arrived.

The magistrate’s wife, who had been waiting so anxiously she wanted to crash through the door, could no longer restrain herself and pulled Madam Xie to explain the situation, then knelt down pleading.

“Yueniang, come out quickly and take a look. Saving a life is urgent – whatever you want to say can wait,” Marquis Dingxi said. Hearing that his son and daughter-in-law had hidden in a room to talk at such a time, he was somewhat displeased and called out urgently.

Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng, and Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Serves me right!” Qi Yue ultimately said nothing, but instead raised her hand to lightly slap her own cheek, stamped her foot, and went out.

Chang Yuncheng stood in place, watching her retreating figure with an expression of changing emotions.

Seeing her come out, the magistrate and his wife breathed a sigh of relief and excitedly approached.

“Fine, I’ll take a look, but my abilities are limited. I might not be able to cure him either, so prepare yourselves mentally,” Qi Yue said, slightly lowering her head, unable to bear looking at the couple’s eyes.

While waiting for Chang Yuncheng to bring Qi Yue back, the magistrate’s wife had personally gone to see that legendary cured girl and saw with her own eyes the obvious sewn scar on her belly.

To think that someone could be cut open, sewn back up, and still live well – the magistrate and his wife were already full of confidence in this expert. Hearing Qi Yue’s words, they didn’t take them seriously, thinking it was just modesty.

The couple surrounded Qi Yue joyfully as they headed toward the room. The doctors on both sides made way, looking at Qi Yue with expressions of inquiry, curiosity, and shock.

Liu Pucheng stood at the doorway, beside him were Hu San and the senior disciple in a state of stupor.

“Young Madam,” Liu Pucheng bowed to her.

“Doctor Liu,” Qi Yue quickly returned the courtesy.

“M-m-master…” Hu San stammered.

The senior disciple beside him quickly pulled him hard.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Please,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue lifted her feet, heavy as a thousand pounds, and stepped inside.

As she entered, the other doctors also crowded in.

A’Ru, who had originally been directing the maids to pack Qi Yue’s luggage, rushed over upon hearing the news. When she squeezed into the room, Qi Yue was already examining the patient. A’Ru tightly held the wrapped medical instruments and looked over, but Qi Yue didn’t look at her or ask for her usual tools.

The patient was a boy around twelve or thirteen years old. It was obvious he had been well-nourished with fine food and clothing, but now the pain and suffering had almost completely changed his appearance.

“It doesn’t hurt?” Qi Yue asked with some surprise, looking at the child lying on the bed, pale as gold paper but not rolling around in pain.

From Liu Pucheng’s brief explanation earlier, she could already determine it was internal organ trauma. This type of condition would cause excruciating pain, so why did this child seem fine?

“I used medicine and acupuncture to temporarily stop the pain, otherwise this child couldn’t endure it,” Liu Pucheng replied.

“So you have this kind of medicine,” Qi Yue said.

“It can’t be used unless absolutely necessary,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded, having heard of Liu Pucheng’s philosophy, and looked at the child without speaking.

“Young Madam!” The magistrate and his wife had been watching her anxiously. Seeing her stop, they quickly asked.

“I’m truly sorry,” Qi Yue raised her head with an apologetic expression. “I’m powerless to help.”

At these words, the magistrate and his wife were greatly shocked.

“How can this be? Young Madam, you already cured that girl…” the magistrate shouted urgently.

“Yes, yes, Young Madam, if that girl could be cured, how could this…” Doctor Guo, who had been squeezed to the side with an excited expression, also shouted loudly.

The other doctors whispered among themselves, their faces showing not much shock but rather an expression of “I knew it would be like this.”

“That girl’s case was different from this one,” Qi Yue had to explain dryly.

“How is it different! It’s the same! I saw it clearly!” Doctor Guo shouted loudly.

“Why are you shouting!” Qi Yue looked at him and also raised her voice.

Doctor Guo was stunned by her shout, his face turning red.

“What do you know? Just because they’re the same, the same – can people be the same? Can medical conditions be one hundred percent identical?” Qi Yue said with irritation, anxiety, and guilt. “If I could cure him, would I just watch someone die without helping?”

Indeed, she was the young madam of the marquis’s manor – her presence was extraordinary. The people in the room were quieted by her sudden outburst.

After a moment of silence, the magistrate’s wife rolled her eyes and fainted, causing chaos once again.

“I told you this would be embarrassing,” Madam Xie glanced at Marquis Dingxi and said quietly, then hurried to tend to the magistrate’s wife.

Marquis Dingxi looked embarrassed.

Naturally, many people volunteered to treat the magistrate’s wife. Liu Pucheng looked at the dazed Qi Yue and sighed.

“Young Madam, is it still because of the medicine?” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him. She didn’t hide anything from this respected elder, nodded, and her eyes couldn’t help but redden.

Watching a patient die before her eyes was also extreme torture for her.

Liu Pucheng looked at her and smiled. He gestured to his senior disciple.

The senior disciple quickly handed over the brocade box he had been clutching tightly.

Qi Yue didn’t know what he was doing and watched. Liu Pucheng opened the brocade box and took out two small porcelain bottles.

“Miss Qi… oh no, Young Madam, this is the anesthetic medicine this old man has concocted these past days,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him in surprise.

“Although you said, Young Madam, that the wonderfully effective anesthetic medicine doesn’t exist in our Central Plains, I thought that all things in this world share the same root and origin. Since such a thing exists in foreign lands, perhaps it’s just that no one here has discovered it yet. So I’ve spent this time traveling through deep mountains and old forests, seeking out old herb farmers, testing datura, raw aconite, angelica, and other ingredients one by one, finally achieving a formula,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng, her heart filled with mixed emotions. She had originally thought that after she said those words, Doctor Liu would give up the idea, but she hadn’t expected him to still…

Why was he so persistent? Didn’t he fear that ultimately there would be no results, that it would just be empty busy work, like drawing water with a bamboo basket?

“But the effectiveness…” she murmured.

“As for effectiveness, this old man has already tested it personally. Although I don’t know how it compares to your medicine, Young Madam, it’s quite effective for cutting with knives and sewing with needles,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue bit her lower lip and didn’t speak.

“Young Madam, I know your difficulties,” Liu Pucheng continued, sighing. “This child’s condition – I’m sure you understand in your heart that if abdominal surgery cannot be performed, he won’t survive tonight.”

At that moment, the painkiller’s effect wore off, and the child began crying out in pain again, his body curled up and rolling all over the bed. The revived magistrate’s wife lay by the bedside crying, repeatedly saying “let me die in my child’s place.”

Qi Yue naturally understood this point clearly. She lowered her head without speaking.

“Young Madam, not treating means death. Since death is inevitable either way, why not try?” Liu Pucheng said, extending the medicine bottle in his hand toward her, looking at her with some earnestness.

“Doctor Liu, this really isn’t a simple matter. Abdominal surgery involves too many aspects – the slightest carelessness renders it useless…” Qi Yue said quietly.

“How can we know without trying?” Liu Pucheng said kindly.

“Young Madam,” the senior disciple beside them couldn’t bear to watch anymore and stepped forward. “How… how can you be so heartless? You clearly know how to treat him but just won’t try. My master almost lost his life concocting this anesthetic medicine…”

Liu Pucheng turned to stop him.

Qi Yue looked over in surprise and confusion.

The senior disciple gritted his teeth and ignored Liu Pucheng’s attempt to stop him, lifting up Liu Pucheng’s outer robe and pulling up his trouser leg, exposing his calf.

“Look at how my master’s leg has been cut up by himself!” he shouted loudly.

Liu Pucheng hurriedly tried to straighten his clothing, but his inconvenient legs made him somewhat unsteady.

Qi Yue looked down at this old man’s calf and couldn’t help but cover her mouth to suppress a cry of shock.

This thin leg was covered with scars – some were old wounds that had healed, others were fresh wounds with red flesh exposed. The scars extended upward, suggesting there must be more above.

“You, you this is…” she asked in a trembling voice. “You were… doing anesthesia experiments… on yourself…”
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It wasn’t particularly rare for doctors to experiment on themselves. When Qi Yue was still in school, she had witnessed classmates practicing injections on themselves. But this was completely incomparable to what Liu Pucheng was doing.

Those were harmless practice sessions—at most they’d hurt a bit—but Liu Pucheng was risking his life!

“Are you mad?!” Qi Yue shouted in a trembling voice. “Setting aside the pain, what if the wound gets infected? If you die before finding the medicine, is it worth it? Doctor Liu, I’ve told you before that this medicine will eventually be created. Why must you put yourself through this…”

Liu Pucheng smiled and straightened his clothes.

“It’s worth it. Even if we can’t find it, we’ll have proven which combinations don’t work, giving future generations fewer choices to consider.” He said gently, “As physicians, what we fear isn’t pain and injury, but being unable to see the path forward. You’ve already pointed us in the right direction—that’s enough. No matter how many detours we take, there will come a day when we find the correct path.”

Qi Yue looked at him, unable to say a word, filled with shock, excitement, and overwhelming admiration.

This was what a physician was, this was the way of medicine. For doctors like him, medicine wasn’t just a profession—it was their life’s purpose.

She looked down at the porcelain bottle of medicine Liu Pucheng had handed her.

She recalled reading that Li Shizhen had tasted countless herbs to create anesthetics, nearly dying from poisoning several times. In the eyes of these medical predecessors, this was nothing extraordinary—it was simply what they should and must do. As long as there was even a glimmer of hope, they would try without hesitation, even if it yielded nothing.

Perhaps the way of medicine wasn’t about the results, but about the process—whether you dared to try, whether you would try, and how you would try.

The crying and shouting from the other side once again struck Qi Yue’s heart.

When physicians encountered patients, their first consideration wasn’t whether they could save them, but how to save them…

“A’Ru,” she turned around and called out loudly.

A’Ru had been nervously watching from the side. Hearing Qi Yue’s call, she hurried over.

“Hu San, prepare water and alcohol,” Qi Yue said while putting on the surgical gown A’Ru had brought out.

Hu San was still in shock over Qi Yue’s identity. His senior brother had to push him before he snapped back to reality.

“Yes, Master,” he shouted loudly, raising his hand to the surrounding people. “Please make way—who can show me where to boil water?”

His voice was loud, drowning out the crying and shouting in the room as well as the conversations of the other doctors.

Everyone looked over and saw Qi Yue dressed in strange clothing.

“Please everyone step back. I need to conduct a detailed examination of the patient. Please step back,” Qi Yue announced loudly.

The people in the room froze.

“What more nonsense are you planning? Stop making a fool of yourself here. Look at yourself,” Madam Xie frowned at Qi Yue and scolded in a low voice.

Since they’d been treating patients, the courtyard was well-equipped. Hu San quickly returned with water and alcohol.

Qi Yue ignored Madam Xie’s words, washed her hands with water, rubbed them with alcohol, and had A’Ru hand her gloves. After putting everything on, Qi Yue strode toward the patient.

“Young Madam, you…” the magistrate, his face covered in dust and grime, stared at her in bewilderment.

“I want to try,” Qi Yue said, stopping in front of the patient who was writhing all over the bed. “Be good, lie still and let Auntie—no, let me take a look…”

The patient was a child of about ten years old, already delirious from pain and unable to understand her words.

“Help me hold him down,” Qi Yue said.

The magistrate and his wife were standing nearby. Hearing this, they hesitated for a moment, then the magistrate’s wife struggled to hold the child’s head.

“Young Madam, please…” she looked at Qi Yue with tears in her eyes.

When the magistrate’s wife moved, the magistrate also sat down and held the child’s legs.

“I’ll do my best,” Qi Yue’s voice came out muffled from behind the mask as she took the stethoscope A’Ru handed her. “Does it hurt here? Here?”

As she moved, the child cried out in pain.

“Doctor, please give him more pain medicine,” the magistrate’s wife cried.

“No, I need to find where the critical injury is—I can’t give him painkillers,” Qi Yue said, pressing continuously on the patient’s chest and abdomen. With each press, the child’s cries grew louder.

Without instruments, she only had her hands and ears.

It was too cruel. The other people in the room, including the doctors, couldn’t bear to watch and turned away.

“Too rough. Even if he wasn’t injured, she’d create injuries,” one doctor said quietly.

At that moment, the most agonizing scream rang out.

“Is it here?” Qi Yue asked as if she’d discovered a new continent, excitedly stopping her hands and pressing again.

The child let out a piercing scream, and despite being held down by his parents, he curled up.

The magistrate’s wife nearly fainted and wanted to kneel before Qi Yue.

“How does it hurt?” Qi Yue asked.

The child had no way to explain how it hurt—besides crying and screaming, he could only cry and scream.

“You bitch, bitch…” he cursed between his screams.

Qi Yue paid no attention. Based on the painful area, physical symptoms, blood pressure, and stethoscope examination, she could basically confirm it was a ruptured spleen. However, what puzzled her was that the symptoms suggested the internal bleeding seemed to be under control.

“I gave him hemostatic herbal medicine,” Liu Pucheng said from the side.

“Excellent,” Qi Yue clenched her fists and looked at Liu Pucheng. “I have some sutures. I can operate on him immediately, but I need assistants.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“It would be my honor,” he said.

“Master, I can help too,” Hu San also called out eagerly.

The senior disciple hesitated. Medical techniques were always kept secret, not passed to anyone outside the school. Without an invitation, even though his master was participating, as a disciple he…

“Good. A’Ru, take them to change clothes and sterilize,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru nodded.

“Follow me,” she said, turning to leave.

Liu Pucheng and Hu San hurried after her. The senior disciple stood uncertainly for a moment, then gritted his teeth and followed.

This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to witness miraculous medical techniques firsthand—even if it meant losing face, he couldn’t miss it.

“Everyone please leave. I need to prepare for surgery,” Qi Yue called out loudly, raising her hands.

The room erupted in chaos.

“Really going to open the abdomen?” everyone was discussing.

For ordinary people, cutting open a person’s belly meant certain death. For the doctors, their theories told them it was possible, but that only existed in books—distant, almost legendary. In practice, none had ever seen it. Where had this young woman learned such medical skills that she dared attempt such a thing?

“Get out, everyone out!” The magistrate, most concerned about his son’s life and death, immediately began driving people out upon hearing Qi Yue’s words.

When he spoke, Marquis Dingxi also snapped back to reality and commanded the nearly stupefied servants to clear the area. Soon everyone was driven out.

Qi Yue directed the servants to set up the operating room. This time, with no medicine to rely on, every move had to be perfect and careful.

Two tables were pushed together and placed in the center of the main hall.

A’Ru brought in the sterilized Liu Pucheng and Hu San.

“I don’t have anti-inflammatory medicine. I need the kind of herbal medicine that can disinfect, fight bacteria, and reduce inflammation. Traditional Chinese medicine must have some, right?” Qi Yue asked Liu Pucheng.

“Disinfect, fight bacteria, reduce inflammation?” Liu Pucheng was unfamiliar with these terms and frowned thoughtfully.

“It’s for treating carbuncles, boils, sores, and festering wounds… like… like…” Qi Yue anxiously searched her memory for Chinese medicine terminology. “Like purple flower violet!”

She said this term, but saw the people in front of her still looked blank.

“Purple flower violet? What is that?” Liu Pucheng asked with a frown.

“Ah?” Now it was Qi Yue’s turn to look confused. “You don’t have it here? It’s a medicinal herb.”

“I’ve never heard of it…” Liu Pucheng shook his head.

Qi Yue was dumbfounded.

“However, for treating carbuncles, boils, sores, and festering wounds, I commonly use sophora root, phellodendron bark, cnidium seeds, and the like,” Liu Pucheng added. “I wonder if they would work?”

Whether they’ll work or not, I don’t know either, Qi Yue thought to herself. With time running short and treating this as a last resort anyway, let’s try it.

Liu Pucheng immediately considered and wrote a prescription, handing it to his senior disciple who hurried off to prepare it.

Qi Yue continued explaining to Liu Pucheng the possible complications during surgery and what needed to be prepared.

“Although the bleeding has stopped, there’s definitely blood in the abdomen. Without suction, we can only use gauze and cotton,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San quickly wrote this down.

“Then there’s anti-shock treatment…” Qi Yue said.

After several interactions with Qi Yue, Liu Pucheng had become familiar with her terminology and understood what shock meant.

“Ginseng Four Adversities Decoction,” he immediately told Hu San beside him.

Hu San quickly noted this down. When Qi Yue said to go prepare it quickly, he and A’Ru flew out like birds.

Soon all preparations for surgery were complete, but another problem arose during the clearing of the room.

The magistrate and his wife absolutely refused to leave, insisting on staying to personally watch their son’s surgery.

“Your presence here will interfere with my work. You can’t stand the sight of blood and flesh—you’ll be frightened…” Qi Yue patiently tried to persuade them.

“But if I don’t watch, I really won’t feel at ease. I promise I won’t interfere,” the magistrate’s wife cried.

Everyone said this, but even for modern people, despite extensive media coverage, seeing surgical scenes could still be frightening, let alone these ancient people who had never witnessed such bloody medical procedures. Just think of A’Ru’s mother last time—she fainted on the spot.

Qi Yue patiently explained.

“But no matter what, if I don’t see it with my own eyes, I won’t feel at ease,” the magistrate’s wife finally shouted out what was in her heart.

The magistrate’s face showed the same firm determination.

“In that case, please take the young master and leave,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from behind the crowd.

The crowd parted, and Qi Yue saw Chang Yuncheng walking forward step by step.

“Since you’re unwilling to trust her, then seek help elsewhere,” he said, stopping at the steps.

The magistrate and his wife were embarrassed by these words.

“How can you speak like that?” Madam Xie couldn’t help but scold her son for the first time. She didn’t know why she suddenly spoke this way. Previously, in her eyes and heart, whatever Chang Yuncheng did was right—all she had to do was listen to him without having to worry about anything. Perhaps it was because her son would speak up for this woman…

Madam Xie felt a mixture of emotions. She glanced at Chang Yuncheng, then at Qi Yue standing opposite him, feeling as if she’d been stabbed and turned away.
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Noticing his mother’s displeasure, Chang Yuncheng quickly looked over.

“Mother, some things are better said in advance,” his tone softened, but his words remained firm. “I don’t want to save no one and instead hurt everyone’s harmony.”

Madam Xie had always stood by her son’s side. Having blurted out those words earlier, she was already somewhat regretful. Hearing his explanation now, she would never say more.

“So…” Chang Yuncheng looked again at the magistrate and his wife. “I want you both to understand one thing—we will do our utmost to treat your son, but whether he lives or dies still depends on fate.”

These words made the magistrate and his wife’s faces change.

“What?” The magistrate couldn’t help but say. “Are you saying that even opening the abdomen might not save him?”

This involved informing about the patient’s condition, which was her duty as a doctor to explain.

“Yes,” Qi Yue nodded, taking over from Chang Yuncheng. “Surgery carries great risks. I cannot guarantee your son can be saved.”

“Young Madam is being modest…” the magistrate said with a strained smile.

“I’m not being modest—this is fact,” Qi Yue said. “Actually, the chances of success are less than ten percent.”

Ten percent! That was essentially saying there was no hope at all!

The magistrate and his wife’s faces grew even more unsightly, and the magistrate’s wife collapsed to the ground.

“But that girl…” she cried.

“That girl was different from your son. I will do my best to treat him, but I dare not guarantee the outcome,” Qi Yue said. Though it pained her, she still had to deliver the critical condition notice.

“So, have you decided? Treat or not treat?” Chang Yuncheng said. “I’ll say this upfront—these doctors have all confirmed that your son cannot be saved and can only await death. So if treatment succeeds, everyone will be happy. If it fails, you both must understand in your hearts that this is your son’s fate.”

These words sounded harsh and cruel at this moment, causing everyone present to change color.

“Yuncheng, how can you speak like that!” Marquis Dingxi scolded.

“It’s better to say ugly words upfront, to avoid wasting effort and becoming the villain instead,” Chang Yuncheng bowed to his father respectfully, his attitude still firm.

The magistrate’s wife covered her mouth and wept bitterly, while the magistrate’s expression shifted constantly.

“Master, the anesthetic is ready,” the senior disciple’s voice came from inside the room.

“Try or not try?” Chang Yuncheng looked at the magistrate.

The magistrate gritted his teeth.

“Isn’t there still ten percent hope? Treat him,” he said hoarsely. “He’s already a dead man. If treated successfully, it’s Young Madam’s grace. If not, we accept it.”

“Good.” Chang Yuncheng raised his hand. “Someone come.”

Following his words, seven or eight people rushed in, all dressed as guards.

“All unrelated persons please leave the Marquis Dingxi residence. Magistrate, please rest in the guest room and wait. Guard the courtyard—without Young Madam’s permission, no one is allowed to enter,” Chang Yuncheng said with his hands behind his back.

The guards responded.

Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng. He didn’t look at her but faced the courtyard.

“Lady Qi, let’s begin,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded and turned to go inside. As the entire courtyard of people retreated, A’Ru and the senior disciple closed the four doors one by one.

Inside the room, surgical preparations were complete.

“Limbs are warming, pulse is strengthening, and heart sounds are much better,” Qi Yue finished examining with the stethoscope and said, while placing the blood pressure cuff and thermometer on the now-anesthetized patient. “A’Ru, you’re responsible for watching these readings. Alert me immediately if the numbers change.”

A’Ru, also wearing surgical gowns, mask, and head covering, nodded and positioned herself at the head of the bed.

“Senior brother…” Qi Yue looked at the senior disciple.

“Young Madam, my name is Zhang Tong…” the senior disciple hurriedly bowed, not daring to accept her address as senior brother.

“Good, Doctor Zhang, please assist me with pre-operative disinfection,” Qi Yue said, raising her hands to begin instruction.

Zhang Tong glanced at his master Liu Pucheng, who nodded at him.

“Listen to what the lady says,” he said.

Only then did Zhang Tong excitedly bow again and step forward.

Qi Yue directed him step by step to remove the patient’s clothes, add padding, and wipe the patient’s chest with herbal medicine and alcohol, then lay out sheets and surgical drapes.

Disinfection, technique, sequence, scope…

Qi Yue hadn’t done these things for some time, which reminded her of when she first started surgery.

“Don’t underestimate these surgical drapes. A senior once said that these drapes are the surgeon’s face,” Qi Yue smiled. “I used to…”

She stopped herself mid-sentence.

“Used to what?” Liu Pucheng asked.

In the past, being scolded mercilessly by the chief surgeon for improperly laid drapes was common. Later, she scolded quite a few young nurses herself…

Qi Yue smiled and glossed over it with a vague “nothing.”

Zhang Tong didn’t dare blink, staring intently to memorize everything, passing different sized drapes according to Qi Yue’s instructions.

“Is this the disinfection that you often emphasize?” Liu Pucheng asked from the side, seeing such detailed steps for the first time.

Treating patients and saving lives was always urgent and hurried. He had never seen such meticulous preparation work.

Were all these really necessary?

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, reducing bacterial infection is a very important step in treating injuries and saving lives,” she said.

Liu Pucheng nodded and said he was enlightened.

“Master, when my master and I see patients later, we also learned to do things like this,” Hu San eagerly added, then couldn’t help but smile. “Although everyone thinks doing this feels no different from before in terms of results, my master still requires everyone to do it this way.”

“Over time, you’ll see the difference,” Qi Yue smiled, once again nodding respectfully to Liu Pucheng.

Who said ancient people were conservative and feudal? This Doctor Liu from a thousand years ago, who had never encountered Western medicine, was so quick to accept new things.

“Now let’s begin. Doctor Liu, Hu San, you need to assist me with hemostasis, ligation, retraction, blood wiping, and suture cutting,” Qi Yue picked up the scalpel and positioned herself in front of the patient’s exposed surgical area, looking at Liu Pucheng and Hu San. “Have you ever seen human internal organs before?”

Hu San shook his head with frightened eyes, while Liu Pucheng was silent for a moment before nodding.

“We… sometimes buy unclaimed corpses…” he said quietly.

There was human dissection in ancient times?

“That’s excellent,” Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. “Then Doctor Liu surely won’t be afraid.”

“As doctors, what’s there to fear?” Liu Pucheng smiled.

“I’m not afraid either,” Hu San quickly said.

Qi Yue smiled and exhaled.

“Good, then let’s begin,” she said, lowering her head to make a steady, precise incision in the left upper abdomen, slightly off-center.

The skin parted. Though they had mentally prepared themselves, the three people in the room still tensed up. Knowing about it was one thing, but actually seeing a living person’s belly being cut open bit by bit, revealing flesh and blood, was quite another. Hu San and Zhang Tong felt their blood surge, while A’Ru forced herself not to look over, staring fixedly at the blood pressure gauge.

Liu Pucheng didn’t shift his gaze at all, watching Qi Yue’s every movement. The more he watched, the more amazed he became—such skilled movements, as if she were intimately familiar with the human body’s internal organs and meridians.

Watching these movements, Liu Pucheng could confirm without doubt that this woman was extremely familiar with human anatomy. But she was clearly not yet twenty years old—how could she be so familiar with human dissection at such a young age? Had she been exposed to this since childhood?

Liu Pucheng’s eyes couldn’t hide his shock. What kind of master was behind this woman?

When the abdominal cavity opened, even Liu Pucheng sucked in a cold breath.

Blood, blood everywhere…

Hu San turned and ran to the corner, vomiting into the spittoon, while Zhang Tong, responsible for watching the charcoal brazier and alcohol, was frightened pale.

“Use salt water-soaked cloth here… dry cloth here…” Qi Yue’s hands never stopped, nor did her mouth as she directed them.

Liu Pucheng’s movements, initially slow, quickly became steady, and Qi Yue’s actions became increasingly fluid as she reached in and extracted the spleen.

“Indeed, it’s a ruptured spleen,” she observed carefully.

Liu Pucheng also leaned over to look.

“Why is the spleen so enlarged?” he couldn’t help asking.

“There’s blood inside,” Qi Yue answered, quickly performing arterial ligation. “Fortunately, Doctor Liu, you gave him hemostatic herbal medicine beforehand, controlling the bleeding. Otherwise, before I could operate, he would have died from hemorrhagic shock.”

Liu Pucheng had no mind for her praise, nodding while keeping his eyes fixed on those skillful hands performing hemostasis and suturing. Scalpels, scissors, and many unknown instruments rapidly alternated. Every step and movement raised questions in Liu Pucheng’s mind, but he knew this wasn’t the time to ask. He just watched carefully while not forgetting his assistance duties.

“Suture cutting also requires attention to many details. The technique can be summarized in four words: close… smooth… oblique… cut… The same applies to daily external wound suturing,” Qi Yue explained simply to Liu Pucheng while working. A’Ru’s previous artificial respiration had shocked her. Though she no longer had those miraculous medicines, she still had extensive modern medical knowledge. Perhaps her casual sharing might prove useful someday and save many lives.

“I need to remove the spleen,” Qi Yue said. “The damage is too extensive—repair is no longer necessary. We don’t have time, and post-operative complications would be even more dangerous.”

She lifted her head and paused.

Hu San had finished vomiting and tremblingly returned to his position.

“I need to inform the family…” Qi Yue said, sweat beading on her forehead. She glanced at the water clock used for timing. “No, there’s no time…”

Organ removal was something that required extensive discussion with family members even in modern hospitals. To explain this to ancient people who had never encountered such procedures would take who knows how much effort.

“Let’s remove it first and explain later,” she murmured, gritting her teeth and lowering her head.

As she spoke, she had already completed pushing back, stretching, rotating, cutting, ligating, plugging with large gauze pads, and clearing tissue—a series of movements—placing the removed spleen on a tray beside her.

Hu San turned away and vomited again.

Liu Pucheng’s face also turned pale. He had been intensely focused and hadn’t heard Qi Yue’s muttering. Suddenly seeing an organ removed, he couldn’t help but shudder.

“Cut… cut out…” he finally couldn’t help but speak.
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Hearing Liu Pucheng’s exclamation, Qi Yue didn’t stop her movements.

“Pay attention to packing the gauze,” Qi Yue reminded him, having no time to explain anything to him.

After a moment of panic, Liu Pucheng collected himself and steadied his movements.

“Remember how many pieces of cloth you’ve used, so I can avoid leaving any inside the body when I suture,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Blood pressure is rising,” A’Ru called out from the side. “Young Madam, time is almost up…”

Qi Yue nodded and quickened her movements. Sweat covered her forehead, continuously dripping into her eyes and affecting her vision.

“Help me wipe the sweat,” Qi Yue said.

A trembling hand reached over and wiped her face with a cloth.

Only then did Qi Yue see it was Zhang Tong. It was rare that he hadn’t vomited uncontrollably like Hu San did when first witnessing surgery. He truly was worthy of being Liu Pucheng’s eldest disciple.

She smiled at him briefly to show her gratitude and praise.

“Give me the drainage tube,” Qi Yue said again.

Zhang Tong stumbled slightly as he turned to fetch two sterilized tubes. What had originally been one tube had become two, which had now been cut into three pieces. She estimated it wouldn’t be usable much longer. Qi Yue looked at it with some melancholy.

The things she had brought were becoming fewer and fewer. Perhaps one day only she herself would remain—no, this soul…

“How’s the heartbeat?” Qi Yue asked, having completed the drainage.

A’Ru hurriedly took the stethoscope and placed it in her ears.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. The heartbeat was stable.

After cutting the last suture thread, the sky had already grown dim. By the light of the lamp Hu San was holding, Qi Yue inserted the urinary catheter, and the surgery was finally completely finished.

Everyone was soaked with sweat, their faces pale, as if they had just come down from a battle.

When Qi Yue announced the surgery was complete, A’Ru, Hu San, and Zhang Tong couldn’t control themselves and sat down on the ground.

Though exhausted, everyone’s faces showed some relief and joy.

Qi Yue’s expression remained serious.

“Hey, I know everyone wants to catch their breath, but…” she said in a low voice, “…the real battle is just beginning now…”

What? Just beginning? Wasn’t it already over?

Everyone looked at Qi Yue in surprise.

When the courtyard gate opened, the first person Qi Yue saw was actually Chang Yuncheng.

He stood at the entrance like a door god, firmly guarding the gate. Facing him were the magistrate and his wife, along with Marquis Dingxi and his wife.

Although chairs and soft couches had been set up, not a single person was sitting. Instead, they were all tensely watching the courtyard.

When they heard the door open, the magistrate couple’s hearts had already jumped out of their chests. When they saw Qi Yue emerge, they almost stopped breathing.

“It’s done. The surgery went smoothly,” Qi Yue said, removing her mask.

The magistrate’s wife’s body went limp, collapsing into the arms of the women supporting her on both sides.

Qi Yue’s gaze fell on Chang Yuncheng. Although she saw that he had kept his back turned and hadn’t looked at her, she still noticed that when he heard those words, his upright posture relaxed slightly.

The magistrate couple, wiping their tears, were about to be helped into the courtyard by their servants.

“You can’t enter the room to see him yet. You can look through the window crack,” Qi Yue said, knowing they were desperate to see their son. This unprecedented treatment was truly too shocking—it was already quite remarkable that this couple had waited until now.

“Ah? Why?” the magistrate asked.

“Because he just finished surgery and his body is very weak. He needs quiet rest,” Qi Yue explained, trying to use the simplest words possible.

“We won’t disturb him. We’ll be very quiet,” the magistrate’s wife said hurriedly.

“Well, inside is very clean, and his body is weak. We…” Qi Yue gestured at herself, “…are not clean outside, which would be bad for him.”

The magistrate couple were completely bewildered by this explanation. Being told they were unclean was unprecedented. Everyone instinctively looked at themselves. These past two days, because of their child’s injury, they hadn’t had peace—no eating, no sleeping, no washing, no changing clothes. They had been crying and worrying, so indeed they weren’t very clean…

“I’ll go change,” the couple said hurriedly.

“Wait until tomorrow to see him. It’s really bad for his health,” Qi Yue urged. “I’ll watch over him constantly. You can rest assured.”

The magistrate couple wanted to say more, but Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and looked at them.

“Then, then we’ll look through the window,” the magistrate immediately said.

Qi Yue nodded and stepped aside to let them enter. After a moment’s hesitation, Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie followed them in.

Chang Yuncheng stood without moving.

“Thank you for standing there so long. You’ve worked hard,” Qi Yue said, looking at him.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at her, seeming somewhat unaccustomed to this, and raised his hand to touch his chin.

“What hardship did I endure?” he said, turning to leave. After walking a few steps, he stopped. “You worked hard.”

Qi Yue had already turned to enter the courtyard, but hearing this, she turned back in surprise.

Chang Yuncheng had already stridden away.

“Hey, I really did work hard. Thank you for understanding,” Qi Yue called out with a laugh, raising her voice.

When night fell deeply, the small courtyard was still lit with lamplight. Although they had agreed not to enter to see their son, the magistrate couple absolutely refused to leave this courtyard. Qi Yue knew she couldn’t be too demanding, so she had a room cleaned for the couple to rest.

“I’ll personally watch over him. I know how to provide care. What you need to do now is rest well. Once he passes the dangerous period, you’ll need to take care of him,” Qi Yue repeatedly persuaded.

The term “dangerous period” again stimulated the magistrate couple.

“Didn’t you say that… that… surgery went smoothly? How can it still be… dangerous?” the magistrate’s wife asked with a trembling voice, grasping Qi Yue’s hand.

“Generally, after surgery, there’s an observation period,” Qi Yue smiled, comforting them. “We simply call it the dangerous period. There might be danger, or there might not be. I can only guarantee I’ll do my best, but the outcome… I really can’t say for certain.”

These words, which were common in modern hospitals, left the magistrate couple even more confused.

“Then what exactly is this?” the magistrate’s wife cried. “Did you treat him or not?”

Qi Yue didn’t know what to say when Liu Pucheng opened the window.

“He was treated, sir and madam. The young master is only unconscious because the anesthesia hasn’t worn off yet,” he said, then called back to Zhang Tong.

Zhang Tong brought a bowl of medicinal soup and used a spout pot to feed it to the magistrate’s son. Then he lifted the sheet covering the makeshift support frame made from a flower stand.

The patient’s bandaged wound was exposed before the magistrate couple.

The magistrate’s wife immediately burst into tears, throwing herself against the window and calling her son’s name continuously.

The patient seemed to hear the calls and slowly moved his head, turning toward them.

“Mother…” he moved his lips, making a mumbling sound that only Zhang Tong, who was close by, could hear.

But this was enough for the magistrate couple.

“Those… those…” the magistrate, being a man, noticed more details. He pointed at the bandages on his son’s body and the tubes coming out of his body, asking tremblingly, “Did you really cut open his belly?”

“Of course, otherwise how could we cut…” Qi Yue said.

Before she could finish, Liu Pucheng coughed to interrupt her.

“Otherwise, how could we open the belly to repair the damaged internal organs?” he took over, glancing at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue hesitated briefly, understanding his look, and said no more, only nodding.

“Cut open the belly… really cut it open…” the magistrate muttered to himself, then looked at his son who had awakened from anesthesia—though still mentally confused, he was indeed alive. His expression was indescribably shocked.

With their minds somewhat at ease, the magistrate couple finally agreed to go to another room to rest briefly.

Qi Yue returned to the room.

“Doctor, why didn’t you let me tell the family that the spleen was…” she asked.

Liu Pucheng stopped her.

“Tong’er, go call Hu San,” he said.

Zhang Tong hurriedly responded and went to call him. A’Ru, who had gone to prepare medicine, and Hu San, who had been cleaning up surgical waste, both came hurrying over.

The door closed, and Liu Pucheng stood with them in the small alcove where medicine was prepared, looking at them.

“Remember, this time Miss Qi’s treatment of Young Master Huang was exactly the same method as treating that girl,” he said quietly.

The people in the room, including Qi Yue, didn’t understand what he meant.

“That is to say, it was just cutting open the belly to heal the wound. Nothing else—you’re not allowed to say anything else,” Liu Pucheng said again.

This time Qi Yue understood. She thought of the words Liu Pucheng had interrupted earlier.

“Doctor Liu, but this time was different from A’Hao’s case. This was a spleen removal. Not telling the family about this…” she said.

It was understandable to conceal a patient’s condition from the patient, but to conceal treatment details—especially something as major as removing internal organs…

A’Ru, Hu San, and Zhang Tong also understood and all looked at Liu Pucheng.

“Miss Qi, this matter cannot be spoken of,” Liu Pucheng said, looking at Qi Yue.

“Why can’t it be spoken of?” Qi Yue asked, puzzled. She had never done such a thing before—it was unthinkable.

Doctors had to record every step of surgery in detail, let alone something as major as removing a patient’s spleen. Not informing the patient would result in a lawsuit.

“Because I don’t want Miss Qi to end up like my master,” Liu Pucheng said gravely, his face showing a trace of sorrow. “There will always be people in this world who try new methods, but such attempts challenge people’s understanding. In people’s eyes, the unknown is as terrifying as demons. My master was beaten more than once while saving people. His clinic was destroyed more than once while he was saving people. If he saved a life, he would be beaten. If he couldn’t save a life, he would be beaten even more…”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Miss Qi, the body and hair are received from one’s parents. The matter of spleen removal is too shocking to speak of—at least, not now,” Liu Pucheng said to her solemnly. “I don’t want your excellent skills to be destroyed by endless questioning and explanations.”

Qi Yue looked at him, her nose tingling with emotion.

She naturally thought of how she would face the magistrate couple’s questioning after telling them about the spleen removal, and had prepared herself to bear their anger.

She just hadn’t expected that someone would stand up, willing to violate medical ethics to conceal this, just to spare her from facing these troubles.

“Doctor Liu, you…” she choked up slightly.

“Miss Qi, I believe in you. Everything you do is done with confidence, never reckless or impulsive. So, do what you want to do. As for other matters…” Liu Pucheng smiled slightly, “Healing the patient is your explanation to them.”

Chapter 84: Unsettled
Qi Yue was so moved she couldn’t speak.

What virtue did she have, what fortune did she possess!

Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng and said nothing, but bowed deeply.

“Teacher, thank you,” she said.

This form of address surprised Liu Pucheng somewhat, but he said nothing. Seeing Qi Yue’s complex expression, he simply smiled warmly and didn’t continue the topic.

He was a physician, and in his eyes, this woman before him was already a physician as well. Physicians all had their own rules to uphold, and he understood what complex feelings one would have when violating those rules.

Liu Pucheng looked again at A’Ru, Hu San, and Zhang Tong.

“Do you all remember?” he asked.

“We remember,” the three replied in unison.

“Good, go do what needs to be done,” Liu Pucheng said, nodding and smiling at them.

The three responded and went about their tasks.

“Master, this…” Zhang Tong held the removed spleen in a basin, asking quietly for instructions.

Liu Pucheng glanced at it.

“Put it away first. We’ll take it with us when we leave,” he said quietly.

Zhang Tong nodded.

Qi Yue took the second half of the night watch. When she came out of the room, she had no desire to sleep. After a day of rushing about and performing surgery, her mind was still in chaos. She walked leisurely and sat down on a stone bench in the courtyard.

A light cough came from nearby.

Qi Yue turned to look and saw Chang Yuncheng walking out of a room.

“How are you here?” Qi Yue asked, somewhat surprised.

“This is my home. What’s wrong with me being anywhere here?” Chang Yuncheng said indifferently.

Qi Yue laughed.

“You really don’t speak in a way that makes people like you,” she shook her head and laughed again. “No, or rather, you just don’t want to speak nicely to me.”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak, seemingly accepting this point.

A moment of silence.

“Not resting?” they both spoke at the same time, then both froze.

Qi Yue laughed first.

“No more resting. I couldn’t sleep anyway, and I’ll have to get up again soon,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng frowned slightly.

“Wasn’t it already successfully treated?” he said.

Qi Yue shook her head and sighed, looking at the night sky.

“The long march has only just begun its first step,” she said. “The surgery is actually the small matter—post-operative care is the big matter.”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand this and didn’t ask further.

The two fell silent again.

“Well, thank you for today,” Qi Yue said, rubbing her hands and looking at him.

“Thank me for nearly getting you killed?” Chang Yuncheng said with a twisted smile.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“I’ll settle that score with you later. For now, go rest quickly. I still need you to be this door god,” she said, patting Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder and standing up.

Speaking of rest, most people in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion were sleepless at this time.

Nanny Su helped Madam Xie up from the prayer cushion.

“Has Shumin rested?” she asked.

“Yes, Madam Huang drank the calming soup and finally lay down after much coaxing. She couldn’t hold out any longer,” Nanny Su said, helping Madam Xie sit down and bringing over a bowl of soup from the side.

Madam Xie took it and ate slowly.

“Shumin’s fate is also…” she said, finally sighing.

Nanny Su had a very strange feeling and suddenly didn’t know how to respond.

According to usual custom, she should have said something like “surely it can be cured” or “Madam Huang is still blessed…”

But now the key was that the person who could change Madam Huang’s fate from bad to good was precisely the one they hated to death…

To say Madam Huang was blessed would be to say something about the Young Madam…

Madam Xie was obviously conflicted as well, her hand involuntarily tightening around the spoon.

How could it be that wretched servant…

This made her not know how to pray before the Buddha. Madam Xie loved children very much and had tasted the pain of losing a child, so she empathized with Madam Huang’s current feelings. But if that woman really cured him…

“Has the Prince been with that woman all this time?” Madam Xie asked.

“Yes,” Nanny Su said quietly.

Madam Xie’s hand holding the spoon didn’t move for a long time.

“Go have someone tell Cheng-ge’er that I said he should go rest,” she said slowly after a moment of silence. “The body and hair are received from one’s parents. If he exhausts his body, his mother underground won’t be at peace either.”

Nanny Su responded and quietly withdrew.

The room flickered with lamplight, illuminating Madam Xie’s upright seated figure.

When Nanny Su personally came to this courtyard, she was first stopped by the guards at the gate.

“It’s me,” Nanny Su said hurriedly.

But those guards had no intention of letting her pass.

“I’m here to find the Prince. Madam sent me,” Nanny Su had to say. If it were servants of other people in the household blocking her way, she naturally wouldn’t be so good-tempered, but these were the Prince’s people. While others might not give the Prince face, she absolutely couldn’t fail to do so.

The guards hesitated for a moment, then relayed the message inside. The path was then cleared, and Nanny Su saw in the courtyard hung with large lanterns, a man and woman standing side by side. The woman was even laughing, while the Prince’s gaze fell on that woman’s face…

After hearing Nanny Su’s words, Chang Yuncheng’s face stiffened. His originally relaxed facial lines slowly tensed up, and a flash of dark sorrow passed through his eyes.

“It’s getting late. Go rest quickly. I should also go in and check,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng lifted his feet and walked away, not even glancing at her, as if he had completely forgotten her existence.

This child was having another episode…

Qi Yue shook her head, not taking it to heart, and also turned to go inside.

Only then did Nanny Su lift her feet to leave. When she reached the gate, she saw Chang Yuncheng, who had been striding ahead, stop. Her heart involuntarily clenched as she stared intently at Chang Yuncheng’s back.

It seemed like a long time passed, or perhaps just a blink of an eye, before Chang lifted his feet again and quickly walked away.

Nanny Su exhaled, but her heart suddenly sank.

When Madam Xie heard Nanny Su’s words, she said nothing, only waved her hand.

“It’s getting late. Go rest for a while. There will be much to do tomorrow,” she said.

Nanny Su helped Madam Xie put up the bed curtains, blew out the outside lamp, and withdrew.

After an unknown amount of time, the curtains were lifted, and Madam Xie, wearing only her undergarments, slowly walked to the prayer cushion and knelt down.

“Good and evil have their rewards. That wretched servant shouldn’t have such good fortune. Buddha protect us, she… cannot save him…”

Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng’s group didn’t sleep all night. A’Ru and Hu San were responsible for blood pressure and pulse, Zhang Tong prepared medicinal soup, and everyone was waiting for the moment when the patient would wake up.

Seeing A’Ru stand up and walk toward the patient, Hu San hurriedly followed.

“Sister A’Ru, is it time?” he asked quietly.

Qi Yue required observation of blood pressure and pulse every fifteen minutes, which was one ke.

A’Ru hummed and carefully checked the blood pressure gauge.

Hu San also quickly checked the pulse.

“No problems,” he said, watching A’Ru pick up a pen from the side and write it down on paper. “Sister A’Ru, teach me how to read it. I’ll watch while you sleep for a bit.”

“What’s one day without sleep,” A’Ru said quietly, head down while writing.

Hu San was somewhat embarrassed by this rebuff.

Meanwhile, Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng were also speaking quietly in the outer room.

“The source of qi and blood transformation—is it truly harmless to people after removal?” Liu Pucheng asked quietly.

“It can’t be said to be harmless,” Qi Yue said. “But it won’t be fatal. The immune system will just be weakened. But compared to not removing it and facing death, it still needs to be removed. Not just the spleen—many organs in the human body can be removed, transplanted, or repaired…”

Liu Pucheng’s expression became increasingly shocked, but more than that, he was excited.

“Opening the chest to explore the heart, exchanging them with each other…” he murmured. “So those divine physician stories recorded in ancient books were all true, all truly feasible…”

He trembled uncontrollably, looking at Qi Yue.

“Miss Qi, all these… you know all these…” he asked with a trembling voice.

“I do know them, but…” Qi Yue didn’t know what to say.

Liu Pucheng already knew what her “but” was about and interrupted her.

“Miss Qi, where exactly did you…” he couldn’t help asking.

“I can’t tell you where I learned this, but I can tell you that I’ve done such things before, more than once,” Qi Yue knew what he wanted to ask but couldn’t answer. She could only sigh.

“What were the results?” Liu Pucheng asked hurriedly, with some nervousness.

“No problems,” Qi Yue said with a bitter smile.

Liu Pucheng was somewhat puzzled by her expression. No problems meant everything was fine, right? Shouldn’t that be cause for joy?

“Back then, I had everything I needed. How is it like now, when I need everything but have nothing,” Qi Yue sighed. “I really don’t know if we can get through post-operative infection and complications.”

Although Liu Pucheng didn’t understand many of the terms Qi Yue mentioned, he understood her meaning.

From their first meeting until now, Liu Pucheng was very clear about this girl’s dependence on and anxiety about medicine.

But it was also understandable—such powerful medicine was simply not of this world, truly miraculous beyond measure…

“Whatever needs attention, we’ll watch together. Whatever illness arises, we’ll treat it. Don’t worry—even the best medicine is made by people, so in the end, people are more capable,” he smiled.

Qi Yue was grateful for his comfort and nodded with a smile, though the worry in her brow didn’t ease.

When dawn came, the anxious magistrate couple came to visit again, accompanied by Marquis Dingxi and his wife.

This time Qi Yue couldn’t prevent the family from visiting. After all, they had waited until now, which was already quite remarkable. She had A’Ru take them through disinfection before allowing them in, though other people were still refused visitation.

To avoid Qi Yue’s words being incomprehensible to the magistrate couple and causing more anxiety, Liu Pucheng explained the patient’s condition and surgical situation to them, while Qi Yue was detained by the intensely curious Marquis Dingxi for questioning.

“Yueniang, can you really cut open a person’s belly without killing them?” he asked.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Father, it’s not just randomly cutting people’s bellies,” she smiled. “The cutting is to treat illness and save lives, not to kill.”

“Then how can they not die? Cutting open the belly—some people can die from just a small wound, and the belly is so big…” Marquis Dingxi said with amazement and confusion.

“Father, it’s not that big, only this much,” Qi Yue laughed and gestured a length for him. “Besides, this isn’t so rare. Many physicians did this before.”

“Really? I don’t think so. Only the divine physician Bian Que could do this. How could ordinary physicians?” Marquis Dingxi shook his head. “Yueniang, you’re not a disciple of Bian Que’s lineage, are you?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Yes, I wonder who Yueniang learned from to acquire such skills?” Madam Xie said indifferently from the side.

Qi Yue glanced at her.

“I don’t know. My grandmother didn’t say,” she answered simply and directly.

Marquis Dingxi wasn’t interested in this. It was enough to shock him that his eldest daughter-in-law possessed such skills.

“Even the imperial physicians in the capital probably can’t do this,” he murmured, feeling feverish all over.

“That’s not necessarily true. The world is vast, and there are many experts. Many physicians might not be unable to do this, but rather they don’t easily display such skills,” Qi Yue sighed.

Take suturing, for example—Liu Pucheng’s master knew it. Suturing naturally appeared for the purpose of suturing, so it would naturally involve situations requiring surgical cutting. Perhaps, like Liu Pucheng’s master, they had encountered too many failures and had no choice but to give up.

She didn’t know what the result would be this time.

Chapter 85: Crisis Emerges
The magistrate couple emerged from the room, and compared to the anxiety when they entered, both now had barely concealed joy on their faces.

“Thank you, Young Madam.” The magistrate’s wife hurried over a few steps and bowed to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue quickly moved to support her.

“Thank you, Marquis, thank you, Madam.” The magistrate’s wife tearfully bowed again to Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie.

“What’s there to thank? That’s being too formal.” Marquis Dingxi said.

Madam Xie reached out to hold the magistrate’s wife’s hand, but somehow the words “How is the child?” just wouldn’t come out.

“Ziqiao has awakened and called for his parents.” The magistrate’s wife proactively told her, speaking with tears of joy, “Sister, this has saved both our mother and son’s lives.”

Madam Xie gripped the magistrate’s wife’s hand tightly.

“Heaven is watching everything, don’t worry, isn’t everything fine now?” she said softly.

“Yes.” The magistrate’s wife wiped her tears and turned to Qi Yue again, “Young Madam, Heaven has granted you to us as a benefactor, please accept my bow.”

She was about to kneel down, and the magistrate also came over to express thanks. Qi Yue quickly returned the courtesy and helped them up.

“Young Madam has worked hard, going a whole day and night without rest. We’ll take Ziqiao home now, Young Madam should rest well. We’ll come to thank you again in a few days.” The magistrate’s wife said chokingly, looking at Qi Yue’s weary face and eyes reddened from staying up all night.

“That won’t do.” Qi Yue was startled, “This kind of surgery requires at least half a month of hospitalization, how can he go home so soon?”

“Hospitalization?” The magistrate asked in confusion.

“His condition is very serious. Although he seems fine now, I can’t guarantee there won’t be complications, so I must watch him constantly to provide treatment at any time.” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

At these words, everyone present was stunned.

“Young Madam… are you saying… Ziqiao isn’t well yet?” The magistrate asked in shock.

“Yes.” Qi Yue said, “He’s still in the observation period. Whether he can recover fully cannot be determined yet.”

“But, but he’s already awake and can speak…” The magistrate couple couldn’t understand, stammering in disbelief.

“For now he seems fine, but we still need post-operative observation to see if there are any complications. These next few days are very critical.” Qi Yue said.

Everyone in the room fell silent at these words, and the magistrate’s wife’s tears immediately flowed again.

“Young Madam…” Her legs went weak and she was about to kneel, “Please…”

Qi Yue supported her and nodded.

“I know, I know, I also want to cure him. Don’t worry, I will definitely do my best.” She said solemnly.

“Yes, yes, don’t worry, with Yueniang here, Ziqiao will be fine.” Marquis Dingxi also said.

“Buddha protect us.” The magistrate’s wife tearfully chanted.

Madam Xie, who had been silent all along, also slowly pressed her palms together and lowered her eyes. Her expression was as anxious and tense as everyone else’s, but in her slightly opened eyes flashed a hint of excitement and anticipation.

Buddha protect us…

After seeing off the magistrate couple and others, Qi Yue re-disinfected and entered the room.

“How is it?” she asked.

Hu San and Zhang Tong were following her instructions to persuade the injured to change positions.

“You… these… bastards… I’m… in… so much… pain… how can I move!” The magistrate’s son cursed weakly, continuously groaning.

The anesthetic had worn off, and with such a large incision, it was naturally painful—extremely painful.

In modern times, a pain pump would be used, but now…

“Doctor Liu, use some of your pain medication on him.” Qi Yue pulled Liu Pucheng aside and said quietly.

“No, that medicine is addictive if used too much. Pain is one of human nature’s sensitivities. Besides, this is healing pain, not life-threatening pain. How can we use medicine every time there’s pain?” Liu Pucheng shook his head.

With advancing technology, there were more and more pain medications, and people’s tolerance was indeed getting weaker.

Qi Yue sighed and looked sympathetically at the magistrate’s young son groaning continuously on the bed.

Child, you were born a thousand years too early, so you can only suffer a bit.

“Then we can only rely on willpower to resist the pain.” Qi Yue said, looking at A’Ru, Hu San and others, “You need to talk to him more, distract his attention…”

Hu San and the others quickly responded yes.

“If he doesn’t move, his intestines will stick together, and then we’d have to open his belly again.” Qi Yue crouched by the bed again and said.

After the injured person woke up, when the magistrate couple came to visit, Liu Pucheng had explained the treatment process in detail. The child already knew his belly had been cut open to treat his injury, though he completely couldn’t understand how a belly could be cut open and sewn back up while still staying alive.

“So you… cut open… my belly?” He looked at Qi Yue and asked weakly.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Yes, what’s your name?” she asked, while checking the drainage tubes on his body. Good, all normal.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but recite a Buddhist prayer in her heart, then smiled bitterly after finishing. She never expected that Qi Yue, known as the “Little Quick Knife of Chest Surgery,” would have a day of relying on gods and Buddha.

“Are you… Yuncheng’s… wife?” The magistrate’s son asked weakly, “You look… pretty good.”

How was this kid talking? Hu San and the others were somewhat embarrassed.

“Thank you, thank you.” Qi Yue laughed, “Come, let’s turn over. I know you’re in pain, but you’re a real man—you dared to have your belly cut open, are you afraid of this little pain?”

Young men loved hearing this kind of talk. The magistrate’s son immediately perked up. Thinking about how he had his belly cut open and still lived, what great conversation material that would be in the future. With Hu San and Zhang Tong’s help, he sat up halfway, then Qi Yue stayed with him talking—how old are you, what do you usually like to do?

“Why do you… woman… love talking… to men so much?” The magistrate’s son said weakly, “…Not following womanly virtue.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“You little brat.” She laughed.

“You’re the brat!” The little brat was very dissatisfied. Though his whole body hurt and he had no strength, he still struggled to shout.

The movement was too much, and he couldn’t help but gasp.

“Hey, don’t be afraid of pain, cough more, breathe deeply.” Qi Yue said, demonstrating deep breathing, “This can prevent lung collapse…”

“You’re not the one… in pain… easy for you to say.” The magistrate’s son said weakly, his forehead covered in cold sweat from pain. He wanted to stop breathing altogether, let alone breathe deeply!

The child was weak after surgery, and after being encouraged to talk so much, he soon fell into a drowsy sleep.

“His spirits seem good.” Liu Pucheng said with a smile.

Qi Yue didn’t have the relaxed manner she showed in front of the child, still frowning.

“I hope so.” She muttered.

“Miss Qi, don’t be so tense.” Liu Pucheng shook his head and smiled helplessly.

“I’m just nervous.” Qi Yue sighed, anxiety clearly visible in her eyes as she rubbed her face.

Performing a splenectomy in an environment with nothing available was simply unimaginable.

“Young Master Huang seems to be recovering well, it’ll be fine.” Liu Pucheng said again.

“When he’s fine is when I’m nervous.” Qi Yue muttered.

Liu Pucheng laughed at her words.

“According to your meaning, you’d only not be nervous if something went wrong?” He laughed.

Whether it was Liu Pucheng’s words proving prophetic or Madam Xie’s prayers taking effect, that very night Qi Yue, who had just fallen asleep after taking a brief rest, was awakened by a panicked A’Ru.

“Young Madam, Young Master Huang is not well,” she said tremblingly, still tightly clutching a thermometer in her hand.

Qi Yue leaped up and grabbed the thermometer from A’Ru’s hand.

39°C…

The commotion on Qi Yue’s side quickly spread, and the magistrate couple, who had been restless and worried, immediately came over, but they were still blocked outside the courtyard gate.

“What’s wrong with Ziqiao?” The magistrate’s wife shouted anxiously, “Let me in to see him.”

“The doctor is treating him, he just has some fever, don’t worry.” Hu San stammered an explanation.

Everyone inside was busy, so only he was pushed out to do the explaining. But dear heaven, he himself didn’t understand what was happening.

“Let me in.” The magistrate’s wife panicked upon hearing this and tried to rush inside.

“No, you can’t disturb the doctor right now. Wait a while, the doctor will let you in to visit.” Hu San shouted, reaching out to block the door.

“You lowly thing, get out of my way.” The magistrate’s wife, frantic with worry, raised her hand and struck Hu San.

Hu San took the slap without moving a step.

“If you go in now, it will actually be bad for the young master. If you really care about him, please wait a bit longer.” He didn’t dare push the magistrate’s wife, only using both hands to brace the door and block it.

The magistrate’s wife, disregarding all propriety and the separation between men and women, rushed forward to kick and hit Hu San.

“If the madam dares to step one foot into this courtyard, I dare to immediately send the young master out.” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from behind.

The fighting and noise immediately stopped.

The magistrate couple turned around to see Chang Yuncheng walking over step by step.

“Does the madam believe me?” he said.

These words were too excessive, and the magistrate’s face looked very ugly.

“Lord, there’s no such reasoning in this world. We came to seek treatment, and it’s one thing not to let us watch, but how can we not even be allowed to know about life and death?” He said in a deep voice, with suppressed anger.

He had long heard that the heir of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was unruly and acted without restraint. Since he was of a younger generation and they had no dealings, he had assumed it was just the common failing of wealthy young men. Only after these few days of contact did he realize that those words were not only not exaggerated, but were said too mildly.

This boy was simply unreasonable!

“Since you came for treatment, you’ve entrusted your lives to the doctor. Whether he lives or dies, she will always give you an explanation.” Chang Yuncheng said, waving his hand.

The guards scattered around stepped forward.

“Madam, please wait here.” Chang Yuncheng said to the magistrate’s wife.

Seeing the approaching guards, the magistrate’s wife could only step back.

“Sir.” She turned and grabbed the magistrate’s arm, crying loudly, worried and angry and anxious all at once.

The magistrate gripped her hand tightly.

“Fine, we’ll wait.” He gritted out these words through his teeth, his face livid as he stared deadly at the courtyard gate, “Wait for her to give us an explanation!”

Chapter 86: Continuing
After pacifying the magistrate couple, Chang Yuncheng said nothing more and instructed servants to bring seating arrangements and warming stoves.

Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie also rushed over upon hearing the news.

“What exactly happened? Wasn’t it said that he was fine?” Marquis Dingxi asked anxiously.

He had already planned how to promote his miraculous doctor daughter-in-law after this incident. Those who mocked him for being blind and bewitched into marrying a daughter-in-law of such background—may you never fall ill in your lifetime!

He had thought through how to be proudly elated yet modest and restrained without losing scholarly elegance. Was this all just empty joy?

No one answered his question. Hu San had turned and run inside when the situation was brought under control. Though the door was open, no one dared to go in and ask.

“Good, the heir is here, they won’t come in now.” Hu San said as he entered.

“Get out.” A’Ru was carrying a basin of water past the door and immediately turned to glare at him and shout.

Hu San snapped to attention at the scolding, quickly raised his hands in apology and retreated, running to another room to change clothes and wash his hands and face before coming back.

“How is it?” he asked carefully.

Zhang Tong stood to the side, watching with him as Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng gathered around the injured person.

“Not good.” Zhang Tong said. “High fever won’t break, he’s already started talking nonsense.”

Hu San felt sweat pouring from his head and couldn’t help but raise his hand to wipe it.

“Master must be terrified, right?” he murmured, thinking of how that woman had not had a moment’s peace since taking over the treatment. They had found her restlessness somewhat inexplicable, but now the boulder hanging over their heads had finally fallen. Would that woman be crushed by it?

Whether Qi Yue was crushed or not, she didn’t know herself. In any case, she was somewhat numb now.

The most feared wound infection hadn’t appeared—no abdominal pain, no headache, no limb swelling, nothing at all. But why, why was this happening?

What exactly was wrong?

“What exactly is wrong? If it were splenic heat, these symptoms wouldn’t appear.” Qi Yue murmured.

Rising blood pressure, rising body temperature, unconsciousness. Qi Yue looked at the only two tools in her hands and suddenly had the urge to cry.

“Pulse is rapid and weak, tongue is dark crimson, lips are black and nails are blue.” Liu Pucheng said while taking the pulse.

Though A’Ru’s face was pale and her expression panicked, she still quickly recorded Liu Pucheng’s words.

“Miss Qi.” Liu Pucheng glanced at A’Ru, then looked at Qi Yue, his voice suddenly rising several notches. “Look at this girl, then look at yourself.”

Qi Yue was brought back to her senses by this shout and looked at Liu Pucheng.

“She’s also afraid, but she still remembers what she needs to do.” Liu Pucheng scolded in a deep voice. “And you? What are you doing?”

Qi Yue’s body trembled slightly as she looked at A’Ru.

A’Ru’s face was half-covered by a mask, revealing slightly reddened eyes. A water basin was placed beside her, and she had put down her pen and paper to wring out a towel soaking in the basin. She stopped in place at Liu Pucheng’s shout.

“What are you doing? What are you afraid of? Why are you panicking?” Liu Pucheng continued shouting. “Didn’t you know early on that this situation would arise? Now that it has, then treat it.”

Qi Yue’s expression was agitated.

“I don’t know how to treat it.” She clenched her hands tightly and said, “I can’t.”

“How can you not know?” Liu Pucheng shouted, stepping forward. “You can perform abdominal surgery and suturing, you can disinfect, you can observe conditions, you can comfort patients, you can provide care. You keep saying you can’t, you can’t—how can you not know? What does ‘can’t’ mean?! Those who practice medicine encounter countless diseases they’ve never seen. Does meeting one unfamiliar case mean you should say you can’t? If you can’t, then think! Think how you can, think how to treat it. What’s the big deal?! Do your utmost—if you can cure it, cure it; if you can’t, it’s Heaven not sparing this life. What’s the big deal? Look at yourself now! You haven’t even tried, and you’re already panicking. Like this, like this—are you worthy of your skills?”

The voice rolled like thunder through the ears.

Everyone in the room was stunned. Since they’d known this old man, he had always been gentle and calm, never even raising his voice. They never expected him to suddenly shout these words with such agitation.

Zhang Tong, Hu San, and even A’Ru all stared at Liu Pucheng in shock, not daring to move or speak.

Qi Yue’s expression gradually returned to normal.

“Yes.” She responded loudly, picked up the stethoscope hanging in front of her, took a deep breath, and stood before the injured person to begin examination. “Heart sounds are irregular, but there’s no fluid accumulation. The high fever isn’t caused by this. No infection below the diaphragm, no lung collapse—”

She paused and looked at Liu Pucheng.

“Currently, the patient shows signs of heart failure.” She said, while taking a towel from the basin beside her and wringing it out to wipe the patient’s body. “As for why these symptoms appeared, I haven’t thought of it yet.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“This person has symptoms of yang collapse.” He shook his sleeves and returned to his usual gentleness, as if the previous incident had never happened. He turned to Zhang Tong, who was still stunned, and said, “Use roasted licorice, cinnamon twig, ginger, plus fresh rehmannia, donkey-hide gelatin, cannabis seed, ginseng, dwarf lilyturf, and jujube, with wine as the guide.”

Zhang Tong snapped back to attention, loudly responded yes, and immediately ran to another room where various medicinal materials and preparation tools had been prepared in advance.

“I’ll go help senior brother.” Hu San said.

“Your senior brother can handle it himself. Hu San, come help me cool down the patient.” Qi Yue called out.

Hu San loudly responded yes and quickly ran over.

A’Ru quickly recorded the conversation between Liu Pucheng and Qi Yue, then continued wringing towels to place on the patient’s forehead.

The sky gradually darkened, and lamps in the courtyard were lit one by one, illuminating the people still waiting outside the gate.

Because it was cold at night, Madam Xie instructed servants to bring thick cloaks for the magistrate couple.

The magistrate couple numbly allowed themselves to be attended to.

“Not eating or drinking, how much longer must we wait?” Madam Xie looked worried and frowned, glancing toward the courtyard. “How can they not let us go in to see? It’s not like they’re doing something shameful.”

“Don’t speak nonsense about things you don’t understand.” Marquis Dingxi said in a low voice.

Madam Xie snorted coldly.

“Does the Marquis understand?” she said indifferently.

Marquis Dingxi glared at her.

Madam Xie ignored him and walked toward Chang Yuncheng with a bowl of hot soup.

“Thank you, Mother.” Chang Yuncheng said, accepting it.

Madam Xie smiled slightly.

“Why did you suddenly lock up those girls yesterday?” she asked in a low voice, remembering something.

“It has to do with Yueniang’s incident, and it’s among those girls.” Chang Yuncheng also answered in a low voice.

Madam Xie suddenly realized and remembered—there was still that matter, which had been forgotten in the commotion with the magistrate couple.

“In your opinion, who did it?” she asked hurriedly in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng was about to say something when he suddenly stopped, his gaze fixed on the courtyard gate as he stood up abruptly.

Madam Xie was startled and followed his gaze, her expression involuntarily darkening.

Qi Yue stood at the courtyard gate, having removed her mask.

Everyone’s hearts leaped to their throats. When Qi Yue hadn’t come out, they had countless questions to ask, but when this woman actually stood before them, they found they couldn’t say a single word.

“The young master’s condition is not very good.” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said.

At these words, the magistrate’s wife’s body went limp, unable to catch her breath, making an unclear “ah” sound from her throat.

“How can this be?” The magistrate rushed forward in one stride.

But someone was faster than him. Chang Yuncheng stood in front of Qi Yue—though he wasn’t facing her, but had turned to face the crowd surging forward.

“However, we will work hard to treat him. Though the situation isn’t very good, it’s still within our control.” Qi Yue said loudly. “You must believe that we won’t give up. Now you can go in to see him—from the window, of course. Doctor Liu will answer your questions.”

Before she finished speaking, the magistrate pushed past her and rushed in, followed closely by the magistrate’s wife being supported by others. Marquis Dingxi hesitated a moment, then followed.

Madam Xie remained in place, quietly watching Qi Yue at the gate and Chang Yuncheng standing very close to her in an obviously protective posture.

Qi Yue didn’t go in and didn’t hear how Liu Pucheng comforted and explained to the magistrate couple. In any case, after a while, the magistrate couple left with tears, and naturally everyone else followed. The courtyard inside and out returned to quiet, though everyone’s hearts were boiling with unrest like water in a pot.

Liu Pucheng’s herbal medicine was poured down, and the patient’s condition improved slightly—but only slightly. He remained unconscious.

Sunlight illuminated the room, and a new day had arrived.

“Urine is slightly yellow.” Qi Yue crouched down to examine the chamber pot.

A’Ru picked up her pen to record.

Qi Yue stood up and took the thermometer from under the patient’s armpit.

“Forty degrees.” She said while sighing. “The temperature is up again.”

When he had just taken the herbal medicine, the patient had sweated and his temperature had dropped somewhat. Not long after, it had risen again.

“Pulse is still rapid, weak, and powerless.” Liu Pucheng said, lowering his sleeve and withdrawing his hand.

Qi Yue looked at the patient thoughtfully and reached out to gently press and feel below his ribs. A’Ru tensely held her breath, afraid of disturbing her.

“Though I can’t see it, I’m certain there’s fluid accumulation here.” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng also reached out to examine upon hearing this.

The unconscious patient moaned.

“Percussion causes pain.” Qi Yue added.

A’Ru carefully recorded this.

The room fell silent except for the patient’s rapid breathing.

“Both qi and yin are injured, so the spleen is deficient and water stagnates.” Liu Pucheng paced back and forth a few times and said, “Use roasted raw astragalus, white atractylodes, angelica, polygonatum, poria, boiled in water.”

Zhang Tong quickly responded yes and left.

“Also.” Qi Yue was looking at A’Ru’s continuous records when she noticed something and spoke up. “The patient’s temperature is highest in the afternoon.”

Liu Pucheng looked at her, somewhat puzzled.

“That is to say, he has irregular fever.” Qi Yue said, while flipping through the records again.

Liu Pucheng stood with his hands behind his back, deep in thought.

“Also add anemarrhena, tree peony bark, plantain seed, and lycium bark.” He clapped his hands and said.

Zhang Tong responded and stood still.

“Why aren’t you going?” Liu Pucheng frowned at him.

“Master, is there more?” Zhang Tong asked hopefully.

Qi Yue was amused by him.

“If there is, we’ll naturally tell you. Don’t be too clever, go quickly.” Liu Pucheng also laughed.

Only then did Zhang Tong smile and respond as he left.

The heavy atmosphere in the room was immediately relieved.

“Bring salt water, I’ll do oral care for him.” Qi Yue said, while washing her hands in the basin beside her.

Hu San responded and skillfully went to get the salt water. Several people stood to the side, watching as Qi Yue carefully rinsed the mouth and wiped the face of the unconscious magistrate’s son.

With her calm and steady movements, the tense and depressed atmosphere in the room seemed to ease as well.

Chapter 87: Concerns
In the middle of the night, Qi Yue walked out of the room during her shift rotation.

“I’ll go get some water for Young Madam to soak her feet and relieve fatigue.” A’Ru said in a low voice.

“You’re also exhausted, don’t worry about it, go rest quickly. You’ll need to replace them later.” Qi Yue shook her head and said.

“I’m not tired, it’s just washing and wiping. Young Madam, you and Doctor Liu are mentally exhausted—that’s the most tiring.” A’Ru said, then went to call the servants.

Qi Yue stood in the courtyard, feeling tired and weary all over, but had no sleepiness.

She simply sat down on the steps.

“Get up, how can you sit here?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from the side.

Qi Yue was startled and quickly looked in the direction of the voice.

“Why are you here?” she asked in surprise, then laughed at herself as soon as the words left her mouth. “Look at me forgetting again—this is your home.”

Chang Yuncheng walked out from under the corridor.

“Why aren’t you resting? It’s so late.” Qi Yue stood up, moved her hands and feet, stretched her muscles and bones, and asked.

“Was busy with some matters.” Chang Yuncheng said.

He didn’t say what matters, and Qi Yue naturally wouldn’t ask. The two fell into silence.

“Why don’t you ask how the patient is doing?” Qi Yue smiled.

“Do your best and leave the rest to fate—what’s there to ask?” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue smiled. This child had never asked about how the injured person was being treated from beginning to end, probably not wanting to add pressure to her.

“Thank you.” she said. “You don’t need to worry, and you don’t need to blame yourself. I won’t hold this matter against you.”

Chang Yuncheng snorted with laughter.

“Really…” he turned his head away and said, “Self-righteous.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Though you’re very annoying, you’re still an honest scoundrel.” she said with a grin. “But don’t think too much about my thanks—it’s just dealing with matters as they come, one thing at a time.”

Chang Yuncheng looked down at her.

“You’re the one overthinking.” he frowned and said. “Better sleep early and clear your head.”

As they were talking, A’Ru brought servants with hot water.

Qi Yue leaned against the corridor pillar, looked up at the cold night sky, and exhaled.

“You go wash first, I’ll come over in a moment.” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru hesitated, glanced at Chang Yuncheng who was still standing with no intention of leaving, then nodded and responded yes, leading the servants into the room.

What a beautiful starry sky.

In the past, working night shifts or having surgeries go until midnight was common, but there had never been a chance to look at the stars. Or rather, she had never thought to look at the starry sky.

What was the point of looking at stars? Her relatives, friends, and colleagues were all by her side, not under different starry skies.

“When those two girls came to see you, what did they say?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly asked.

Qi Yue, lost in thought, was startled by the question.

“What?” She withdrew her gaze and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“When you were staying at the estate, both Mother and Concubine Zhou sent girls to see you. What did they say?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and asked.

Oh, that’s what he meant. Qi Yue raised her hand to rub her nose, dispelling the slight stiffness from the cold.

“One advised separation, one advised reconciliation.” she laughed, then looked at Chang Yuncheng with raised eyebrows. “Guess which one advised what?”

Chang Yuncheng snorted, expressing his disdain for her question.

“You’re investigating my attack, aren’t you? How’s it going?” Qi Yue asked with some curiosity.

“As long as I want to do something, nothing can’t be done.” Chang Yuncheng said with some arrogance, raising his head.

Qi Yue shook her head and chuckled.

“Easy to say. Some things in this world don’t have results just because you work hard.” she said, somehow feeling her nose tingle as she spoke these words. Like treating patients and saving lives…

“What exactly are you being sentimental about?” Chang Yuncheng frowned at her. “It’s just treating an illness. Why do you look like you’re going to die? Really disgusting.”

This time, this woman didn’t fly into a rage and argue back as before.

Qi Yue still leaned against the pillar, holding her arms in an ungraceful posture unbecoming of a woman, her gaze still on the night sky.

“Treating illness—two simple words, but they relate to life. Others entrust their lives to you…” she smiled bitterly, “But you can’t do it. This feeling, you wouldn’t understand.”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing.

The surroundings fell into nighttime tranquility again, with only the occasional moans of the injured person from the room behind them and the soft footsteps of Hu San and others.

“Three years ago, I was responsible for a forward reconnaissance mission.” Chang Yuncheng suddenly spoke.

This was the first time the boy had initiated conversation with her, and it seemed to be about the past.

Qi Yue glanced at him without speaking.

“This was my first time being so close to the Eastern barbarians.” Chang Yuncheng wasn’t looking at her, also gazing at the night sky, his voice heavy. “I sent out a twenty-man squad, all carefully selected by me. These soldiers had followed me for a long time, they were my trusted men. I believed we would definitely achieve great victory this time.”

He paused here, seeming to immerse himself in memories.

Qi Yue straightened up against the corridor pillar.

“I determined the reconnaissance route based on intelligence obtained beforehand, then ordered them to set out.” Chang Yuncheng paused for a moment, then continued.

He stopped speaking again.

“Then what?” Qi Yue asked.

“Then there was no ‘then.'” Chang Yuncheng said, his voice calm.

“Huh?” Qi Yue asked in confusion.

Chang Yuncheng turned his gaze to her.

“I made an error in judgment. The route I determined for their advance not only failed to gather intelligence, but led them into an ambush. Total annihilation, no survivors.” he said, his expression and voice showing no change, as if discussing what he had for dinner.

Qi Yue stared at him blankly.

“You mean they all died?” she blurted out, thinking she had misheard.

“Yes, they all died.” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled in response.

“Then… then…” Qi Yue looked at him, stammering, not knowing what to say.

“You’re wondering how I’m fine, how I can still live so happily now, right?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled. “What else could I do? Should I have died too? If I died, would they come back to life? Instead of wasting time in grief and regret, better to live well, kill more enemies, win more battles. That way their deaths wouldn’t be in vain.”

Though his expression remained calm as he spoke, his voice trembled slightly, suggesting he was struggling to control his emotions.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“I’m sorry.” she said after a moment’s hesitation. “For making you remember this…”

“You woman are always inexplicable. You never apologize when you should, and apologize when you shouldn’t. Incomprehensible.” Chang Yuncheng sneered, then strode down the steps and walked away.

“It’s just courtesy, why think so much about it?” Qi Yue said, shaking her head at his retreating figure.

The night wind blew, and Qi Yue shivered. She looked up at the starry sky once more.

At this time, under that same starry sky, her colleagues working night shifts probably weren’t sleeping either, each busy with their own tasks.

When encountering such patient complications, they probably wouldn’t feel as much pressure as she did.

You guys don’t have my good fortune to encounter such challenges!

Qi Yue smiled.

“Good, rest a bit, then continue.” She waved her hand, rotated her stiff neck, and walked toward the rest room…
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Chapter 88: Targeted Treatment
Three days had passed in the blink of an eye, and still no good news came from the treatment in the courtyard. Qi Yue, Liu Pucheng, and others had been worn down to an inhuman state.

The magistrate couple had been allowed into the room and spent each day accompanying their son, who was either unconscious or delirious. The husband and wife had cried all their tears dry.

“I’ll go back first, I should prepare.” The magistrate said woodenly.

Seeing him like this, Marquis Dingxi felt very sad.

“Don’t be anxious, they’re still treating him…” he said, not daring to say the words “it’ll be fine” anymore.

“What use is there left?” The magistrate murmured, his gaze turning toward the room where Qi Yue was busily working. “If this is his fate, I shouldn’t force it. Instead, I’m making the child suffer more. Let him go early, let him be free early.”

Marquis Dingxi sighed, not knowing what to say, and followed his gaze inside.

“Ziqiao, Ziqiao, how do you feel?” Qi Yue leaned close to the patient’s ear and called.

The patient was unconscious and unresponsive.

“Young Madam.” A’Ru, holding her notebook, looked sorrowful as she watched Qi Yue’s serious expression showing no signs of giving up or despair. She wanted to say something but ultimately said nothing, biting her lower lip and lowering her head to continue recording.

“High fever isn’t frightening.” Qi Yue straightened up and said. “What’s frightening is the loss of consciousness.”

“High fever isn’t frightening?” Liu Pucheng asked in confusion.

“Right, after this kind of surgery, fever symptoms basically always appear. We still can’t find the cause…” Qi Yue said.

We? Liu Pucheng keenly caught these two words. He opened his mouth but said nothing.

“…But why do symptoms of unconsciousness appear? Explosive infection?” Qi Yue exhaled. How much fluid accumulation was there? Was there bleeding in other areas? What about platelets? Ultrasound! Blood tests! If only she could use them once…

Liu Pucheng stroked his beard and pondered for a moment.

“Zhang Tong, add ten more pieces of roasted raw astragalus. Also add roasted barley malt and tangerine peel.” he said.

Zhang Tong responded and hurried to prepare the medicine.

Qi Yue supported herself against the table and chair, slowly sitting down, watching as the herbal medicine was poured down with a spouted kettle.

Everything that could be done had been done. Besides waiting, there was only waiting.

Although the magistrate’s son hadn’t been cured yet, Qi Yue, as the attending physician, had already become famous.

Of course, this was limited to the doctors in Yongqing Prefecture.

Compared to the tension inside Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, the doctors outside were even more tense.

Regarding abdominal surgery for treating injuries, these professional doctors had more composure than ordinary people—after all, they had seen it in books, and theoretically it was feasible. It’s just that none had personally performed or witnessed it.

“…I still remember when someone punctured a boil, and what should have been a condition requiring just some rest suddenly deteriorated. In less than three days, the whole body turned black and blue and died… This time they actually performed abdominal surgery…”

“Truly ignorant and fearless…”

“What background does this young madam of the marquis mansion have? From a famous medical family?”

“I asked around—she’s a beggar, no famous family. Her origins are completely unclear…”

“What? How is that possible?”

“How is it not possible? It’s been years since then, the whole city knew about it.”

The topic shifted from abdominal surgery to the beggar girl’s rise to prominence.

A doctor coughed.

“But now, she really did perform the abdominal surgery.”

“But we were driven out and can’t see anything. Who knows if it’s real or fake?” someone questioned.

That was also true. Everyone fell silent.

“Real or fake, just wait and see if the magistrate’s son lives or dies to know.” one person said.

Everyone agreed and couldn’t help but look toward Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

So many days had passed with no news—it seemed more likely to end badly…

Inside the room, Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng, one sitting and one standing, were both deep in concentrated thought. A’Ru, Hu San, and others were helping to turn the patient.

“The condition has improved at times. This shows the medicine is targeting the symptoms.” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“But why can’t it take full effect? There are always relapses.” She sighed.

The two fell into contemplation again.

“A’Ru, the salt water you wanted…” Hu San said in a low voice, holding salt water.

A’Ru nodded and put down her transcribed notes.

Hu San followed her over and attentively took out a clean mask.

“No need to wear this, I’m just rinsing his mouth.” A’Ru said.

“Better wear it.” Hu San said quietly. “When I was turning him over just now, I smelled how foul his mouth was…”

“You shouldn’t be disgusted by that—he’s ill.” A’Ru was unhappy and glared at him.

Hu San smiled awkwardly. Since the Yuan Bao incident, he had been constantly trying to please A’Ru, but her attitude toward him hadn’t improved much.

“Don’t talk here.” Zhang Tong said quietly, pointing to Liu Pucheng and Qi Yue who were deep in thought nearby.

Hu San shrank back, and A’Ru also stopped talking.

“Foul?” Qi Yue suddenly murmured, looking at Hu San. “What did you say?”

Hu San quickly waved his hands.

“I didn’t say anything…” he said somewhat frantically.

“No, you did say something. What about foul?” Qi Yue stood up and asked.

Seeing this wasn’t a scolding, Hu San relaxed.

“Well, the patient has bad breath…” he pointed to the sickbed behind him, saying with some embarrassment.

As a doctor, being disgusted by a patient’s filth really wasn’t proper…

“Bad breath?” Qi Yue murmured, then her eyes suddenly lit up as she rushed over.

A’Ru, who was about to clean the patient’s mouth, was pushed aside.

Everyone watched in astonishment as Qi Yue bent down and smelled around the patient’s mouth, nose, and face.

“Liver odor!” Qi Yue raised her head and shouted excitedly. “It’s liver odor!”

Liver odor?

Liu Pucheng walked over.

“It’s hepatic coma, it’s hepatic coma!” Qi Yue looked at him and said, her face flushed with excitement, her voice trembling. “Teacher, it’s hepatic coma! Angong Niuhuang Pills! Quick, get Angong Niuhuang Pills!”

Though she didn’t understand traditional Chinese medicine, she knew the famous name and uses of Angong Niuhuang Pills, one of the three emergency medicines in traditional Chinese medicine.

The room immediately became busy.

This commotion reached outside, and the servants who saw it shook their heads and sighed. After dragging on so long, the person was finally failing…

In the evening, Madam Xie came over.

“Pack up and send Young Master Huang out.” she said indifferently.

“That won’t do, he can’t be sent back now.” Qi Yue firmly refused.

Madam Xie sneered.

“So you insist on having him die in our house?” she said mockingly. “You’ve already tormented this child for so long—won’t you even let him die in peace?”

“It’s too early to say it won’t work. He’s still alive.” Qi Yue said.

Madam Xie scoffed.

“Alive? You call this being alive?” She glanced into the inner room and laughed mockingly.

Just as her words ended, an exclamation came from the inner room.

See? He’s about to die, isn’t he?

Madam Xie’s face showed restrained excitement.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, he’s awake, he’s awake…” A’Ru’s sharp voice came out.

Qi Yue immediately rushed in, while Madam Xie stood frozen in place. Through the swaying beaded curtain, she saw the patient on the bed slowly moving his head and neck.

“Where… am I… where is this?” the patient spoke in a weak voice.

This voice was undoubtedly the most beautiful sound Qi Yue and the others had ever heard in their lives.

He was awake, awake. Qi Yue couldn’t help but cover her mouth with her hand, blocking the cheer that was about to burst out, but couldn’t stop the tears of joy spinning in her eyes.

Dad, did you see what I did…

Dad, do you believe what I did…

Chapter 89: Recovery
When dawn broke the next day, the magistrate couple had already been sitting by the sickbed for quite a while.

“…Mother… I’m hungry…” the magistrate’s son said weakly.

“Good, good, quick, quickly go make the young master’s favorite duck soup…” the magistrate’s wife said tremblingly, urging as she spoke.

“He can’t eat that right now.” Qi Yue walked over with a smile, bending down to check the drainage tubes. “Start with some rice porridge. After four or five more days, he can eat a little meat.”

“I just… like to eat…” Though weak, the magistrate’s son quickly protested.

“Good, good, quickly go make rice porridge.” The magistrate’s wife interrupted her son and immediately said.

“Mother…” the magistrate’s son whined in dissatisfaction.

The magistrate’s wife now obeyed Qi Yue’s every word, ignoring her son and looking at Qi Yue with gratitude and caution.

“Is there anything else Young Madam needs to instruct?” she asked.

Qi Yue smiled and patted the magistrate’s son’s shoulder.

“Lie down properly, call someone when you need to turn over, don’t try to be tough, and do more deep breathing.” she said with a smile.

The magistrate’s wife memorized this carefully and thanked her again. Qi Yue smiled and walked out, letting the mother and son talk.

Liu Pucheng was nearby considering a prescription. Qi Yue walked over and seriously watched him write.

“…add patrinia…” Liu Pucheng finished writing with his brush, seeing Qi Yue watching intently, he couldn’t help but smile. “Does Young Madam think this will work?”

Qi Yue laughed.

“How would I understand this? Don’t tease me, Teacher.” she laughed, then sighed again, “Traditional Chinese medicine is truly miraculous.”

Liu Pucheng handed the prescription to Zhang Tong and stood up.

“Is Young Madam at ease now?” he asked with a smile.

Qi Yue didn’t understand at first.

“Not afraid of running out of medicine?” Liu Pucheng smiled.

Qi Yue smiled somewhat embarrassedly.

“Doctor Liu, thank you.” She stopped smiling and looked at Liu Pucheng, formally bowing.

“There you go again.” Liu Pucheng shook his head. “How can this old man deserve your thanks? Being able to witness Young Madam’s divine skills with my own eyes, letting this old man know that the ancients truly did not deceive me—there really are only things unimaginable in this world, nothing impossible to achieve. This old man has no regrets in this lifetime. I should be thanking Young Madam instead.”

Saying this, he truly bent down to bow.

Qi Yue quickly supported him.

“Whether skills are good or bad, ultimately it depends on whether the illness can be cured. Though I know this technique, without Doctor Liu’s assistance, it would be useless.” she said.

“You two stop thanking each other back and forth—we’re the ones who should be grateful.” The magistrate’s voice came from the side.

Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng quickly looked over to see the magistrate indeed bowing deeply to them.

“We dare not, we dare not.” Both hurried to support him.

“This is a physician’s duty…”

“This is what I should do…”

They said simultaneously.

“Sir, you mustn’t perform such grand ceremony.”

“Alright, then let’s all stop being so polite.” The magistrate laughed, looking at these two people who had been worn down to an unrecognizable state. “Then I’ll take my son home now. Young Madam, Doctor Liu, you should go back and rest well. These past days have been hard on you both.”

Doctor, you’ve worked hard.

Qi Yue had heard these words many times before—so many that she’d become numb to them. But hearing them now, her heart surged with warmth. She seemed to return to the first time she stepped through the hospital doors as an intern, seeing her first patient, hearing the patient’s gratitude.

“However, that’s not possible right now.” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The magistrate was startled by these words again.

“How… how is there still…” he was so tense he couldn’t speak clearly.

This torment still wasn’t over?

“Though he’s past the danger period, his vitality has been affected after all. Better to observe for a while longer. Here, it’s convenient for me to watch over him. After another week…” Qi Yue quickly said.

“A week?” The magistrate interrupted her in confusion.

“Oh, after another seven or eight days, then let him go home to recuperate.” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Only then did the magistrate breathe a little easier, nodding to express his gratitude.

“As for the young master’s meals, I’ll arrange them. Others needn’t worry about it, and don’t randomly use those nourishing supplements for now.” Qi Yue instructed again.

The magistrate quickly agreed.

“This is truly hard on Young Madam. Such great kindness cannot be repaid… We husband and wife don’t know how to…” His emotions were somewhat excited as he sighed.

“I should also thank Sir for trusting me—this is also Sir’s self-rescue.” Qi Yue smiled.

These words made the magistrate feel warm and happy inside.

“Those people who laughed at the Marquis behind his back are truly ridiculous…” he said to Marquis Dingxi after going out. “Young Madam has such divine skills, and is so intelligent and clever, eloquent, virtuous and kind…”

His string of praise made Marquis Dingxi laugh heartily.

“…What family background or status matters? There are plenty of wealthy families in the world, but how many divine doctors are there?” The magistrate said with feeling, looking at Marquis Dingxi. “Marquis, Young Madam is truly a divine person. Your family is blessed.”

“Not at all, not at all. She’s just a child, can’t deserve such praise…” Marquis Dingxi laughed loudly, being modest with his words, but his face was written all over with ‘that’s right, please say more, praise her more…’

Madam Xie coldly glanced at Marquis Dingxi, who was laughing like a blooming flower, slowly lowered her gaze, and clenched her hands tightly on her lap.

“So hot…”

A’Ru placed the soup bowl on the tray, quickly pinching her earlobes with her hands.

“Miss A’Ru, let me do it.” A servant woman in the kitchen eagerly offered to carry it.

“It’s fine, I’ll do it. You watch over these steamed vegetable buns.” A’Ru said, personally carrying the bowl of soup out.

In the room, Qi Yue was watching Hu San and Zhang Tong help the patient get out of bed.

“It hurts to death. I had my belly cut open, how can I walk so soon?” the magistrate’s son complained, afraid to put his feet on the ground.

He looked pleadingly at the magistrate’s wife, whose face was tense with worry.

But the magistrate’s wife looked at Qi Yue instead.

“Walk a little, just a few steps, don’t be afraid. Otherwise the intestines in your belly will stick together.” Qi Yue said.

This frightened the magistrate’s son somewhat. Seeing his mother wouldn’t speak up for him, he had no choice but to grit his teeth and walk a few steps.

Qi Yue had Hu San help him lie back down on the bed.

“The mushroom soup is ready.” A’Ru then brought over the soup bowl.

“Is there meat in it?” The magistrate’s son quickly asked, smelling the aroma.

“If you want to eat meat, wait a few more days.” Qi Yue smiled, taking the soup bowl.

“Young Madam, we dare not trouble you.” The magistrate’s wife quickly reached out to take it.

The magistrate’s son had no choice but to drink the mushroom soup his mother fed him. Originally frowning with disgust, after one sip his eyebrows raised.

“Oh.” he said, clearly opening his mouth wider for the second spoonful.

“Our Young Madam made it herself.” A’Ru said from the side.

“How is it? Not bad, right?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

The magistrate’s son hummed without answering. The magistrate’s wife quickly quietly scolded him to be polite.

Just then a servant outside said the buns were ready, but didn’t come in.

A’Ru quickly turned to get them.

After washing her hands, Qi Yue personally broke off a small piece to feed the magistrate’s son.

“I made this myself too. Try it. It’s even better than those meat dishes.” she said with a smile.

The magistrate’s son wanted to be reserved, but he was still a half-grown child who had been fasting for so many days. How could he resist such tempting aromas? He opened his mouth and ate.

“Really, making Young Madam work personally, we truly…” The magistrate’s wife was full of gratitude, not knowing what to say.

“I’m a doctor.” Qi Yue smiled, breaking off another small piece to feed the magistrate’s son. “I worked so hard to cure him, of course I want to see it through to the end. Pre-surgery is important, but post-surgery care is equally important. Not the slightest carelessness is allowed.”

The magistrate’s son was weak after all, and with the earlier activity, his wound began to hurt again. He stopped eating halfway through and lay on the bed moaning.

“Talk to him. Talk more. Distract his attention.” Qi Yue instructed the magistrate’s wife.

“Doesn’t Doctor Liu have medicine that can stop pain? Why not use some more?” The magistrate’s wife felt sorry for her child and pleaded.

“Pain shows the wound is healing. Better not to use medicine.” Liu Pucheng’s voice came from the outer room as he walked in.

Everyone quickly greeted him.

After resting, Liu Pucheng appeared much more energetic, though the red streaks in his eyes hadn’t completely disappeared.

“Young Madam, go rest for a while. I’ll watch over him.” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded.

Though past the danger period, the two of them still didn’t dare be careless, strictly ensuring that one of them was always by the patient’s side.

“A’Ru, you and Hu San go too. Zhang Tong and I will stay here.” Liu Pucheng said.

A’Ru nodded and followed Qi Yue out.

“Young Madam, I’ll get water for you to soak your feet.” she said.

“No need anymore. Take care of yourself. These days have been tiring enough for you too.” Qi Yue smiled, looking at A’Ru who had obviously lost weight.

“Not tired.” A’Ru shook her head with bright eyes. “Young Madam, I know why you never refuse to save lives.”

“Oh? Why?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“Because saving people feels really good.” A’Ru said.

“You might not be able to save them, and then it wouldn’t feel so good. It would scare you to death.” Qi Yue smiled.

“But the feeling of trying hard feels really good.” A’Ru said with firm expression.

Qi Yue looked at her and nodded. Yes, the feeling of doing something with all your heart and effort felt really good.

“A’Ru will definitely be a good doctor in the future.” she said.

“How could this servant learn this well?” A’Ru lowered her head somewhat embarrassedly, but then raised it again. “This servant will definitely study hard, so I can help Young Madam—that would be enough.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Then A’Ru will definitely be a good nurse.” she said.

Nurse—this was the first time A’Ru heard this word, but miraculously she seemed to understand its meaning. She smiled at Qi Yue with some shyness.

This was the first time in days that Qi Yue slept completely soundly…

Chapter 90: A Dream?
Qi Yue was awakened by an alarm clock.

This was her specially-made alarm for night shifts, all too familiar…

“Am I on duty today?” She rubbed her head and sat up, everything bright and white before her eyes.

White lights, white walls, white desk, and on the desk a messy pile of books, pens, medical records, and a stack of instant noodle cups.

This was her… office!

“Dr. Qi…” Someone knocked on the door while pushing it open. “There’s an emergency…”

Qi Yue stared blankly at the person entering.

This person was twenty-four or twenty-five, chubby, with shoulder-length short hair, wearing a nurse’s uniform, and holding IV equipment, clearly busy.

“Xiao Huang?” she called out. “How are you here too?”

“Sister Qi, we’re on the same shift.” Xiao Huang smiled, looking at her in confusion. “Are you okay?”

Qi Yue suddenly stood up from the bed.

Really…

I’m back! I’m back!

She laughed heartily, walked over in a few steps and hugged Xiao Huang.

“Sister Qi, are you really okay?” Xiao Huang asked, somewhat frightened and amused, holding up the IV equipment. “Be careful of the needle…”

“Xiao Huang, you don’t know, I had a dream that scared me to death…” Qi Yue said, patting her chest and laughing, looking around fondly. This was her office at Beijing Hospital, everything so familiar…

Wait… but…

“Wasn’t I in the countryside…” she said dazedly.

“Hurry up, there’s an emergency.” Xiao Huang had already walked away quickly, calling to her as she went.

Qi Yue nodded. Everything gives way to emergencies. She put on the white coat hanging by the bed and rushed out.

The hospital corridor was quiet at night. Qi Yue ran toward the emergency room, knowing the way by heart.

From far away she could see nurses and doctors pushing a gurney, running toward her.

Qi Yue hurried to meet them.

“What’s the situation?” she called out loudly, reaching out to take the gurney.

The gurney and people quickly rushed toward her, then passed right through her body.

Qi Yue stood frozen in disbelief, staring at her hands.

Noisy sounds came from behind her. Qi Yue spun around and stared wide-eyed at the crowd that had already entered the emergency room.

I… this is…

“Dr. Qi… Dr. Qi…” someone called loudly.

Qi Yue responded loudly and ran toward the emergency room.

The emergency room door opened, and she could see the busy scene inside.

“Dr. Qi, the patient has a history of heart disease, blood pressure is dropping severely…” a doctor said loudly, urging anxiously. “Dr. Qi, Dr. Qi, please come quickly, please come quickly, hurry!”

Qi Yue felt her heart pounding violently. She responded loudly and rushed toward the door.

The door suddenly slammed shut. Qi Yue instinctively raised her hand to block it, felt her body shudder, and suddenly opened her eyes.

The room was pitch black—the kind of darkness impossible in modern society’s light-polluted environment.

She raised her hand, breathing heavily.

“Xiao Huang?” she called out.

No one answered.

Qi Yue got up from bed, trying to adapt to the darkness. A sudden thunderclap made her cry out in fright.

Lightning split the night sky, illuminating the room like daylight.

Qi Yue could clearly see the ancient, simple furnishings around her that definitely didn’t belong to the modern era.

So it was a dream…

After the thunder passed, Qi Yue got up and lit a lamp.

Another rumble of thunder rolled through the sky.

“Why is there thunder in the middle of winter?” she couldn’t help saying, while putting on her clothes.

After the thunder passed, noisy sounds came from outside.

“Fire… fire…” shouts seemed both far and near.

Fire? Did that mean a fire? Qi Yue suddenly remembered this phrase from Dream of the Red Chamber, and she hurriedly ran out.

Stepping out of her room, she saw half the western sky indeed glowing with firelight, smoke filling the air, and the noise growing more intense.

“How did a fire start out of nowhere?” she couldn’t help shouting loudly.

A servant woman stood dazedly in the courtyard, looking toward the fire and praying with clasped hands. Hearing the question, she looked over.

“Young Madam, I don’t know…” she answered.

Qi Yue looked in that direction. What were ancient firefighting measures like? Fire casualties must be severe…

“Where is it? Did people get out?” she asked hurriedly.

“It’s fine, no one’s there. It’s over by Qiu Tong’s courtyard—no one lives there. Young Madam, don’t be afraid, it’s already under control, the fire won’t reach here…” the servant woman answered loudly.

As she spoke, another thunderclap rolled through the sky, drowning out her words.

“What did you say? Where’s the fire?” Qi Yue heard vaguely but seemed to catch it, feeling her breathing catch, and couldn’t help shouting loudly.

“It’s Qiu Tong’s courtyard…” the servant woman replied loudly.

As soon as she finished speaking, she saw Qi Yue lift her feet and rush outside.

Qiu Tong’s courtyard! Qiu Tong’s courtyard! My God!

Another flash of lightning passed.

“Heavens, why such loud thunder in the middle of winter?” The servant woman was so frightened she knelt on the ground trembling, calling out.

Thunder…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but look up. She was breathing heavily. Right, this thunder… she had seen this thunder before, just when she fell down the mountain, there was thunder in the sky…

This meant she could go back, right? If she rushed to Qiu Tong’s courtyard now?

Qi Yue felt her whole body trembling, hair standing on end.

Just now in the dream, the hospital was calling her, calling her back…

I’m going back, I can go back…

Qi Yue almost fell crossing the threshold. She supported herself against the door and continued running, stumbling.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, something’s wrong!” A’Ru’s voice came from behind.

Qi Yue’s steps involuntarily paused, and she turned back to look.

“Young Madam, Young Master Huang has a fever again!” A’Ru was rushing out from the sickroom, her face anxious in the light of the corridor lanterns.

What? Qi Yue was stunned.

“How again…?” she asked loudly.

“He started running a fever this afternoon. Doctor Liu said it was nothing and didn’t want to wake you, but it still hasn’t gone down…” A’Ru ran over saying.

She also looked up at the firelight.

“A’Ru, it’s Qiu Tong’s courtyard that’s on fire.” Qi Yue said, looking at her with rapid breathing.

A’Ru was stunned. She knew there was a fire, but since she was told it wouldn’t reach here and was busy caring for the patient, she hadn’t asked where.

Qiu Tong’s courtyard?!

“I… I want to go over and see if I can go back…” Qi Yue said in a low voice, suppressing her excitement.

A’Ru looked at her, her expression instantly complex.

“Young Madam, but how can a fire…” A’Ru stammered, looking at Qi Yue with eyes full of worry.

Had she gone mad from wanting to return?

“Look at this thunder.” Qi Yue pointed at the sky.

As she pointed, a thunderclap struck nearby with a deafening sound.

A’Ru couldn’t help but cover her ears and scream.

“When I came, it was thundering like this.” Qi Yue said in a hoarse voice from excitement and tension. “It was also… winter…”

Really?

“Then… then you should go quickly…” A’Ru looked at Qi Yue and said dryly.

Qi Yue looked at her deeply, reached out and hugged her.

“A’Ru, take care of yourself.” she said softly.

A’Ru nodded, tears streaming down.

Qi Yue released her, turned around and ran with big strides.

“A’Ru, quickly, did you wake Young Madam? He’s started vomiting! Young Master Huang is vomiting…” Hu San rushed out from the sickroom door shouting loudly.

Qi Yue’s running feet suddenly stopped.

“Still let Doctor Liu think of a solution…” A’Ru turned around and said chokingly.

Hu San was stunned by her words, then saw Qi Yue who had already run to the door.

“Young Madam is awake? Where is Young Madam going?” he asked.

Fever, vomiting…

Qi Yue breathed rapidly, feeling her heart about to jump out of her throat. She looked up at the thunder still rolling through the sky, then at the bright firelight to the west.

Damn…

She spat out this word heavily.

As soon as Hu San finished speaking, he saw Qi Yue turn around and run back.

A’Ru stared blankly as Qi Yue ran past her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked loudly, taking several steps up the stairs and rushing into the room.

When dawn was breaking, Qi Yue finally stood before Qiu Tong’s courtyard. In front of her were the broken walls and ruins still smoking black smoke from the fire.

The thunder was gone…

The house was gone…

Gone…

Gone…

Half of Qiu Tong’s courtyard had been burned down. People responsible for firefighting were still continuously spraying water on it, with crowds of people all around and noise everywhere.

Qi Yue, wearing the white cloth doctor’s coat, stood here particularly conspicuous.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, quickly don’t come here, it’s very dangerous…” The servants who recognized her all ran over to tell her.

Qi Yue paid no attention, seeming unable to hear or see. She just stared blankly at the half-ruined wasteland in front of her, where charred beams constantly fell down, stirring up smoke, ash, and sparks.

“Young Madam, you can’t go this way. The heat hasn’t dissipated yet, you mustn’t go in.” A’Ru held tightly onto Qi Yue’s arm and shouted.

The other servants were also terrified, not understanding why Young Madam suddenly came here. In this situation, everyone in the household, master and servant alike, would avoid such a place. Why did Young Madam run over to stand here like she was stunned, and now even wanted to rush inside?

“Don’t stop me, everyone move aside, move aside.” Being blocked, Qi Yue instinctively struggled free. Her gaze only focused on the broken walls and ruins before her, seeing nothing else.

Can’t go back…

Can’t go back…

This dream will never end…

“Young Madam, we can’t go in to look now. Wait a bit, wait and A’Ru will go in with you to look…” A’Ru held onto her tightly, crying.

More commotion came from the distance.

“What are you doing here?” Chang Yuncheng shouted, looking at the woman who couldn’t be restrained by A’Ru and was instead dragging her toward the burned ruins.

Qi Yue turned a deaf ear.

She had always thought this was a dream, that one day she would wake up, and after waking she would still be herself, living a familiar life, complaining about various things, working hard, earning money, or maybe starting another romance, getting married and having children. What Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, what wives and concubines, what heartless and wayward heir husband—none of it had anything to do with her.

That’s why she could be so happy and carefree, watching with interest as these people performed these dramas of crying, fighting, love, and hate before her. But at this moment she suddenly realized she wasn’t watching the play—she was acting in it, she was part of this play…

Or perhaps she should have realized this long ago, just didn’t want to admit it.

Actually, she could never go back from the moment she woke up here…

But she didn’t want to give up this hope, didn’t want to believe this fact, stubbornly clinging to this thought to escape this terrible reality.

Never seeing her family again, never returning to her familiar living environment, alone in this strange time and space, living in loneliness until dying in loneliness—this was the reality.

I want to go home…

I want to go home…

I don’t want to be here alone…

“Let go, let me go.” Qi Yue shouted loudly, forcefully shaking off the force blocking her from rushing toward Qiu Tong’s courtyard.

A’Ru couldn’t withstand her nearly mad strength and was flung aside.

Having lost the obstruction, Qi Yue felt unrestrained as she rushed forward.

A great force grabbed her arm.

“What madness are you having again!” Chang Yuncheng shouted, pulling Qi Yue to his side.

The sharp pain in her wrist made Qi Yue’s consciousness clearer. She turned to look at the person before her.

This man before her was handsome and spirited…

This was a living person, a real person, not a character created in a game, not a phantom conjured in dreams. He would never disappear according to her will…

Everything was real, not a dream. Wake up, fool.

Chapter 91: Acceptance
“I…” Qi Yue slowly began to speak, her voice hoarse.

As soon as she opened her mouth, Chang Yuncheng’s expression eased slightly.

“I… I want to rest for a while,” Qi Yue said slowly.

These words somewhat surprised Chang Yuncheng. He scrutinized the woman before him—mentally haggard, with a dazed expression…

This woman’s gaze fell on his face, yet she seemed not to be looking at him at all. Gone completely was the complex mixture of curiosity, disdain, ease, and unbridled freedom that used to flow from her eyes when looking at him. Instead, there was strangeness and avoidance…

Avoidance? This woman would avoid him?

Chang Yuncheng secretly mocked himself and dismissed the thought.

She must be too exhausted from these past few days…

“Then go rest quickly. What are you wandering around for?” He darkened his face and scolded, though his hand didn’t let go.

A’Ru carefully supported Qi Yue’s other arm and gently shook it, calling out softly.

“Oh, alright.” Qi Yue nodded, a smile appearing at the corner of her mouth as she looked at Chang Yuncheng. “Thank you.”

Chang Yuncheng frowned even deeper but said nothing and released his grip.

Qi Yue indeed lifted her foot to step forward, though her gait was somewhat stiff.

A’Ru carefully supported her, but Qi Yue walked faster and faster. A’Ru could only keep up by jogging, and no longer needed to help support her.

Chang Yuncheng stood in place, watching Qi Yue’s retreating figure the entire time. What was this woman doing? Why did she seem so strange…

Then he pressed his lips together again.

This woman had always seemed strange, completely different from all the women he knew and had encountered…

“Lord, that person won’t survive. We can’t find out who ordered this,” someone hurriedly approached and said in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze and looked at the courtyard that had been burned to charred earth.

“Destroying evidence?” He smiled coldly. “Do they think destroying evidence will let them sleep peacefully and remain unharmed?”

The afternoon sunlight shone through the window lattice into the room. Hu San stepped forward and closed the half-open window.

Turning around, he saw A’Ru taking out a thermometer.

This tiny thing was truly miraculous. Hu San had thought more than once about examining it properly, wondering what it was made of. However, A’Ru guarded Qi Yue’s belongings very strictly—even Liu Pucheng couldn’t easily get a look at them.

“How is it? Has the fever gone down?” Hu San walked over and asked in a low voice.

A’Ru shook her head.

“But it’s fine. The young madam said as long as it doesn’t exceed thirty-nine degrees, it’s normal spleen fever,” she said.

“I want water,” the prefect’s son called out from the bed.

Hu San quickly responded and went to pour water.

“You stinking man, stay away from me,” the prefect’s son glared at him. Though his strength was still weak, his attitude had recovered. He pointed at A’Ru, “Let this woman come. I won’t eat anything fed by a man.”

Hu San was scolded and pursed his lips. The words “When you were unconscious, this young master helped you rinse your mouth and catheterize you” naturally didn’t dare leave his mouth.

A’Ru took the water and sat beside the bed.

“The young madam is here. Why don’t you rest more? I’m fine here,” Liu Pucheng’s voice came from the outer room.

Qi Yue had been pulled away from Qiu Tong’s courtyard and went straight to her room to sleep, not even eating lunch. A’Ru was very worried, so hearing that she had come out on her own, she felt very excited.

In her excitement, she suddenly stood up, and the prefect’s son who was waiting with his mouth open to drink water got a noseful of water.

“You stinking little wench…” he cursed loudly.

Only then did A’Ru realize what happened and hurriedly knelt down to wipe him clean, but was pushed away by the prefect’s son.

Qi Yue walked in and pulled A’Ru to her feet.

The prefect’s son was still cursing loudly.

Qi Yue looked at him without speaking. When she didn’t speak, everyone else in the room also fell silent. Under this eerie quiet, the prefect’s son’s cursing gradually diminished.

“What are you looking at?” The prefect’s son looked at Qi Yue, feeling somewhat unnerved by this woman’s gaze, and shouted with feigned ferocity.

“To save you, we have barely slept these past few days…” Qi Yue said. “Though this is a doctor’s duty, it truly hasn’t been easy.”

The prefect’s son glared. Though young, he understood this woman was standing up for her maid.

“Why are you telling me this!” He snorted. “Besides, being able to serve this young master is that slave’s good fortune…”

“That you have the life to be served by her is your good fortune,” Qi Yue said. “She may be a slave, but she’s not your slave—she’s my slave. Young Master Huang, are you saying that my saving you is my good fortune?”

Just a slave—the prefect’s son was getting angry. In his daily life, not to mention beating and scolding, gifting slaves to each other was common. Besides, he hadn’t done anything excessive, just cursed a few times. And it was the slave who made the mistake first.

“Have you taken the wrong medicine?” Young Master Huang said angrily. “Just a servant…”

“What about servants?” Qi Yue interrupted him, raising her voice. “She’s served you day and night for so long—would it kill you to show a little respect? Is it so hard for you people to show others a little respect?”

Everyone in the room, including the prefect’s son, was startled by her sudden agitation and stared at her blankly.

“Young madam, young madam, it’s fine, it’s fine. It was this slave’s oversight first. It’s really not Young Master Huang’s fault…” A’Ru quickly reached out to grab her arm and said.

Liu Pucheng coughed and looked at Qi Yue, whose chest was heaving, face flushed with excitement, and forehead covered in a fine layer of sweat. He reached out to check her pulse.

After her outburst, Qi Yue also came to her senses and slowly lowered her gaze.

“The young madam is too tired. Go sit for a while. I’ll have Zhang Tong brew some lotus seed heart tea for you,” Liu Pucheng said, releasing her wrist.

Hearing the commotion, the prefect and his wife also hurried over.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” The prefect’s wife asked in a rush.

“Mother, this woman is sick…” the prefect’s son shouted angrily, pointing at Qi Yue.

The prefect’s wife was startled and quickly reached out to knock down her son’s hand.

“How dare you speak like that?” She darkened her face and scolded. “Apologize to the young madam.”

The prefect’s son snorted and turned his head away without speaking.

“It’s nothing. I was too agitated,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said with a smile. “I’ve disturbed you, madam.”

Hearing her say this, the prefect’s wife felt even more uneasy.

“It’s all for our sake. The young madam has worked so hard…” She took Qi Yue’s hand and said earnestly, “Our Ziqiao has been spoiled and is unruly. Please forgive any offenses, young madam.”

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head.

“I’ll step out for a moment. Please have him drink some water,” she said.

The prefect and his wife nodded.

Qi Yue sat on the stone bench outside the courtyard, gazing into the distance in a slight daze.

“Young madam, the lotus seed heart tea is ready,” A’Ru came over carrying a soup bowl.

“A’Ru, I’m going to spend my whole life here…” Qi Yue sighed and murmured. “Actually, I should have known long ago…”

“Young madam, it’s all this slave’s fault. I shouldn’t have called out to stop you then,” A’Ru said in a low, choking voice.

Qi Yue shook her head and smiled.

“Even if you hadn’t called out to stop me, I still couldn’t have gone back,” she laughed with some self-mockery. “How could there be such lucky coincidences? Time travel isn’t like taking a train—being lucky enough to experience it once is already cause for burning incense in gratitude. I was just deceiving myself all along, unwilling to admit it.”

A’Ru looked at her, not knowing what to say.

Having one’s hopes shattered must be very painful. Though she had never had hope herself…

“This is good too. It’s time to sober up and face reality,” Qi Yue waved her arms and stretched her back.

Her face wore a forced lightness that made it even more heartbreaking to see.

“Young madam, please don’t be sad…” A’Ru felt her heart ache and said with a choked voice, “Don’t be afraid…”

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“I’m not afraid,” she nodded. “I’m just a little unaccustomed to it.”

She said this while showing A’Ru a smile.

“But I’ll definitely get used to it quickly,” she said, taking the soup bowl from A’Ru’s hands, gently blowing on it, and drinking it in large gulps.

“Master…”

Seeing Qi Yue walk in, Hu San quickly greeted her.

Qi Yue had already put on her outer robe and nodded at him with a smile in greeting.

“I’m taking over the shift. I’ve already told Doctor Liu to rest, and you should rest too. A’Ru and I will handle this,” she said.

“I’m not tired. I want to follow Master to learn more,” Hu San said with a grin.

“There’s no rush to learn everything at once. When there’s time, I’ll teach you properly,” Qi Yue smiled. “When it’s time to rest, you must rest. Only then can you have the energy to treat patients properly.”

Hu San was overjoyed by these words. This was the first time Qi Yue had said she would teach him properly, which meant she acknowledged him as a disciple. His thick-skinned persistence these past days had finally paid off.

“Yes, yes,” he quickly bowed respectfully and withdrew.

The prefect’s wife was personally keeping watch here. After they finished talking, she walked over and carefully studied Qi Yue’s expression.

“Young madam, Ziqiao is alright now, isn’t he?” she asked softly.

Qi Yue glanced at the inner room and saw the prefect’s son was asleep.

“He’s fine for now,” she answered with a smile.

“But he’s still running a fever,” the prefect’s wife said with concern.

“It’s fine. That’s because…” Qi Yue began to speak, nearly blurting out “spleen removal surgery” before catching herself at the last moment, “…his vitality was injured. It’s self-limiting fever…”

The prefect’s wife couldn’t understand and looked at her in confusion.

“In any case, Doctor Liu is preparing medicine. It will resolve on its own in ten days to two weeks,” Qi Yue explained simply.

Liu Pucheng had told her this before, but the prefect’s wife trusted it more coming from Qi Yue’s mouth. She breathed a sigh of relief, nodded, and thanked her again.

Soon the prefect’s son woke up, and A’Ru brought the herbal medicine.

“Let me do it,” the prefect’s wife said quickly.

“This slave will do it,” A’Ru said with a bow.

“No need, no need. You’re with the young madam doing important work. Don’t trouble yourself with these small, trivial matters,” the prefect’s wife said with a smile.

A’Ru was made to feel anxious and fearful by these words, but Qi Yue understood that the prefect’s wife was apologizing on behalf of her son.

“Thank you for your consideration, madam. She’s currently my only assistant. Though it’s not any great matter, nursing care is very important for a patient’s recovery. Moreover, this feeding, drinking, wiping, and washing also serves to observe the patient’s condition,” she said with a smile.

She calmly accepted the prefect’s wife’s courtesy.

This maid is indeed special in the young madam’s eyes, the prefect’s wife confirmed her thoughts again. Her husband was right—it was like the imperial court. You might offend a high official beside the emperor temporarily without much consequence, but if you offended the emperor’s personal attendants, that would be trouble.

“You’re treating an illness here. She saved your life,” she took advantage of when no one was around to thoroughly scold her son again.

“I didn’t do anything to her…” the prefect’s son protested angrily.

“Regardless, you must treat her with respect,” the prefect’s wife said, darkening her face. “This young madam is a divine physician. Who can go through life without needing a doctor? Making friends with a good doctor is a blessing that extends one’s life. Son, you scared your mother to death this time. If anything had happened to you, mother wouldn’t have been able to live either…”

The prefect’s son was, after all, still a half-grown child. From initially experiencing that life-and-death agony to now having his belly cut open, thinking back on it all made his face turn pale with fright. He was just putting on a brave face, but was actually terrified inside. Hearing his mother speak this way, he couldn’t help but want to cry.

“Mother, your son is unfilial for frightening you,” he said in a muffled voice.

Mother and son sighed and lamented together.

“Young madam, you didn’t need to do that for this slave,” A’Ru said softly as she followed Qi Yue outside.

Qi Yue looked back at her and smiled.

“I told you, I’m protective of my own,” she laughed.

“How can a person not suffer some grievances?” A’Ru said with a pursed smile.

Qi Yue waved her hands and stretched her back.

“I can’t control what happens to others, but…” she turned to A’Ru again with a bright smile, “let’s try not to suffer them ourselves. However we live, it’s still a lifetime—we might as well make ourselves comfortable.”

Chapter 92: Settled
On the fifteenth day, Qi Yue issued the discharge notice.

“These are the things to pay attention to—what to eat, what to avoid, what symptoms to watch for and how to handle them, and so on.” She handed the prefect’s wife two densely written sheets of paper.

In the end, she still hadn’t told the prefect’s wife about the spleen removal. Qi Yue’s heart felt as if a boulder was pressing down on it.

“The young master underwent major surgery, and his spleen was severely damaged and has basically lost its function,” she said, carefully choosing words that the ancients could accept to inform the prefect and his wife. “So his body will not be as robust as before, especially in the coming years. He must pay attention to his health.”

“Will it be very serious?” the prefect’s wife asked somewhat fearfully.

“There’s no need to be overly anxious. He still needs to exercise regularly, which will help his body recover quickly. It’s just that since he did undergo major surgery, he absolutely cannot engage in strenuous activity initially…” Qi Yue explained.

The prefect and his wife nodded with half-understanding.

“It’s still better than those who injure their arms or break their legs and become disabled. He’s perfectly intact. People need to recuperate even after minor illnesses, let alone after making a trip to death’s door,” the prefect’s wife nodded and said to Qi Yue with a grateful expression.

Seeing that she understood to some extent, Qi Yue felt relieved.

“Remember, if any of the symptoms I mentioned above occur, come find me or Doctor Liu immediately,” she emphasized again.

Seeing Qi Yue’s solemn expression, the prefect’s wife treated the papers like a precious family heirloom. She didn’t even entrust them to the servants beside her, but carefully tucked them away close to her body.

“This is the prescription. Have the pharmacy prepare ten doses according to this formula first,” Liu Pucheng also brought over the prescription he had written.

The prefect’s wife quickly took this and put it away as well.

“Thank you both for your hard work,” she said with gratitude.

Meanwhile, the prefect was also bowing deeply to thank Marquis Dingxi.

“I’ve troubled the Marquis. I truly feel in my heart…” he said, his voice trembling slightly. It was clearly genuine emotion that words couldn’t express.

Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily, then pretended to be annoyed.

“Don’t be so formal! Don’t say such things again,” he declared righteously.

The prefect bowed deeply to him again.

“Great kindness needs no words of thanks,” he said solemnly as he raised his head.

Marquis Dingxi was blooming with joy inside. He knew that whether in the eyes of princes and nobles of equal standing, or in the eyes of important court officials and the refined elite, he was just a waste living off his ancestors’ glory. If not for his son Chang Yuncheng carrying on the ancestral ambitions by rejoining the military, the foundation laid by the old Marquis Dingxi would have rotted in his own hands. No one had ever shown him such heartfelt respect before.

Of course, compared to ancestral glory, this time it was thanks to his daughter-in-law’s divine skills…

But what did it matter? In any case, this heartfelt respect from the prefect was real and substantial.

The main gate of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion rarely opened, and even the side gates were seldom opened. No idle people were allowed to linger in front of the gate, and several yards around had to be kept quiet.

But from some point on, many idle people had gathered several yards away. They didn’t approach, but stood or sat there day and night without rest, watching the main gate of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

“Where are you from?” A young man squatting in the corner was bored and suddenly called out to another young man across from him.

The other young man glanced at him.

Having waited here for so many days, everyone had become familiar with each other’s faces.

“Huiren Hall,” the young man said, jerking his chin toward him. “You’re from Baohe Hall?”

The first young man nodded, moved a few steps closer, chewing on a piece of dead grass.

“Tell me, what’s the point of the shopkeeper having us watch this Marquis Dingxi’s mansion day after day?” he said, glancing toward the mansion. “Do you believe what they say? That there’s really a divine physician who can perform abdominal surgery?”

The Huiren Hall clerk shrugged his shoulders and snorted.

“The abdominal surgery part is probably believable,” he said, trying to sound profound.

The Baohe Hall clerk stared at him with wide eyes and admiration, wondering if this young clerk was some kind of expert…

“It’s just that whether the person lives or dies after being cut open is another matter,” the Huiren Hall clerk said with a wink and a laugh.

Only then did the Baohe Hall clerk realize he’d been played, and he burst out laughing.

“Really don’t know why the shopkeepers believed it and had us come here to watch…” he said, chewing on the dead grass.

“Who cares? At least we get one wen per day. Better than nothing,” the Huiren Hall clerk said with a shrug, sitting down in the corner.

Next to them was a food stall, and a young clerk jumped out from the doorway, waving a towel at them.

“Go, go, stinking beggars, don’t dirty my master’s ground,” he shouted.

After being exposed to wind and sun for several days, they indeed looked somewhat disheveled. The two clerks spat at him irritably.

“Scram, you’re the stinking beggar,” they cursed in unison.

The food stall clerk, seeing that these beggars were so arrogant, got fired up too. Both sides exchanged words back and forth, and just as things were getting heated, the Huiren Hall clerk suddenly exclaimed “Aiya!”

“What are those guys running for?” he said, looking at several other young men similar to himself on the other side.

Those young men were scattering in all directions through the streets like they were flying.

“Quitting?” he muttered to himself, instinctively looking toward the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

“They’re coming out!” The Baohe Hall clerk also looked over, spat out the dead grass, and without saying another word, took off running.

The somewhat slower-reacting Huiren Hall clerk was still looking at the two carriages emerging from the side gate of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

A line of servants and maids carefully protected them, looking as if they wished they could carry the carriages. The driver wasn’t really driving either, but walking and leading the horses, taking three steps for every one.

The carriages moved slowly to the middle of the road and accidentally hit a small stone.

“You’re courting death! Are you blind? If you jostle the young master, do you want to keep your worthless life?” the steward immediately scolded angrily.

The driver apologized fearfully.

“My heavens…” the Huiren Hall clerk stared at this scene in amazement, slapped his thigh, and shouted, then turned and ran.

Watching both of them run off one after the other, the food stall clerk felt quite accomplished.

“Good thing you ran fast. A bit slower and this young master would have knocked your teeth out…” he shouted triumphantly, waving his towel.

Meanwhile, Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng watched the prefect’s family leave until they were out of sight.

Qi Yue let out a heavy sigh, feeling that the weight on her heart from these past days had finally lightened somewhat.

“Doctor Liu has worked hard these past days,” she said, bowing gratefully to Liu Pucheng.

“I wasn’t the one who worked hard—you were the one who worked hard, young madam,” Liu Pucheng smiled and returned the bow.

“If it weren’t for you, Doctor Liu, my surgery would have certainly failed,” Qi Yue said emotionally. Moreover, Doctor Liu had helped her with much more than just this…

There was also the mental support, the faith, and the care.

“If it weren’t for you, young madam, there wouldn’t have been this treatment at all. This old man has gained much,” Liu Pucheng also sighed.

This time he had truly broadened his horizons. How many physicians in the world today could personally witness and participate in abdominal surgery? Just thinking about it made his whole body feel feverish.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Then I won’t say the polite words. In any case, this time, it was a pleasant cooperation,” she laughed, once again showing a smile with a hint of playfulness.

Liu Pucheng smiled and nodded.

Zhang Tong and Hu San were packing up the medicinal materials and instruments. These past days they had lived here without leaving for a single step, hadn’t returned home once, let alone gone to Qianjin Hall to make house calls or hold consultations.

“But after all, it has delayed Qianjin Hall’s business…” Qi Yue sighed, speaking with some guilt.

Liu Pucheng shook his head.

“How can healing and saving people be called business?” he said, glancing at Qi Yue with some disapproval.

“Yes, yes, I was being vulgar,” Qi Yue quickly admitted her mistake.

“A’Ru, tell Master not to worry—this time the business really paid off big,” Hu San, who had overheard, whispered to A’Ru who was helping them pack. “The prefect has already had someone deliver a hefty consultation fee, and besides, many people know that our Master was treating the prefect’s son who had been declared incurable. His reputation has soared. Every day the pharmacy is packed with people. Even though Master isn’t there, they’re willing to let the other senior brothers treat them. It’s really booming… I’ll definitely get more money this month…”

A’Ru glanced at him, picked up her things, and walked away, leaving only Hu San standing there with an animated expression.

“…Miss A’Ru, whatever you want that’s inconvenient for you to go out and buy, I can buy it and bring it to you…” he mumbled, finishing his unfinished sentence, and awkwardly closed his gaping mouth.

Zhang Tong reached out and patted his head.

“Hurry up and pack your things. We’re leaving,” he said with a glare.

Qi Yue accompanied Liu Pucheng and the others all the way to the mansion gate before stopping.

“Master,” she couldn’t help calling out, “can I learn traditional Chinese medicine from you?”

This call of “Master” made Liu Pucheng somewhat alarmed.

“Miss Qi, whatever you want to learn, I’ll teach you. But this title of Master—I absolutely dare not accept it,” he quickly said with a serious expression.

You naturally deserve it. What you’ve taught me these past days is more than I’ve learned in all my years as a doctor.

Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng with a smile and bowed again.

Liu Pucheng’s group’s carriage disappeared into the street, and the area in front of the gate returned to quiet.

Qi Yue stood motionless at the gate. The gatekeepers didn’t dare hurry her and respectfully stood with their hands at their sides.

Winter days grew dark early, and it seemed that in a blink of an eye, the sky became dim and hazy.

“Young madam, let’s go back,” A’Ru knew that Qi Yue was spacing out again and reminded her softly.

Though she said she had accepted the reality of not being able to return, compared to before, this woman would still stare blankly at unexpected moments, and there would be a flash of confusion in her eyes.

“Oh, alright,” Qi Yue came back to her senses and smiled at her.

The master and servant walked back to the courtyard where they had been treating patients. Aside from the strong smell of Chinese medicine, the place was now empty.

“Young madam, where would you like your meal served?” Two women approached respectfully and asked.

It was time for dinner.

Where should it be served? Nowhere was her home…

“Here will be fine,” Qi Yue said.

The women didn’t dare ask any questions and respectfully acknowledged before hurrying away.

Soon, a sumptuous meal was laid out.

“Why is there more than the usual portions?” Qi Yue glanced over and asked.

During the busy days before, she had eaten hurriedly, barely taking a glance, not even knowing what she was eating.

“The Marquis said that the young madam has worked hard these past days, so he had the kitchen prepare special meals for you. There’s ginseng soup simmering in the kitchen that will be brought over soon,” said the serving woman, who was the kitchen manager. Although she too had been promoted by Qi Yue, she had never shown such respectful and flattering expression as she did today.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I don’t need to eat that,” she said, looking at A’Ru. “You can go thank the Marquis for me later.”

A’Ru nodded.

“Should we pack up the young madam’s things?” another servant respectfully interjected.

Qi Yue’s chopsticks paused.

“Pack up? Go where?” she asked.

This question left the servants somewhat stunned.

Now that the patient had left, naturally the young madam didn’t need to continue staying in this makeshift arrangement.

After asking, Qi Yue came to her senses and smiled, shaking her head.

The place she wanted to go no longer existed…

“No need. Moving back and forth is troublesome. I’ll just stay here,” she said, lowering her head to slowly eat the rice in her bowl, saying nothing more.

When the meal was first served, Chang Yuncheng didn’t think much of it, but when the lanterns were lit one by one, he frowned.

Chapter 93: Vexation
The courtyard was filled with the low laughter and chatter of the maids, adding some cheer to this winter night.

“Where is everyone? What are they all doing?” Chang Yuncheng slammed down the book he hadn’t turned a single page of and said.

The laughter and chatter outside immediately stopped, and the maids who never dared enter to serve without being summoned came in upon hearing his voice.

“What are your orders, Lord?” Qiu Xiang said with a bow.

After waiting for a long while without hearing Chang Yuncheng’s voice, Qiu Xiang couldn’t help but look up.

Chang Yuncheng clutched the book in his hand and brooded for another moment.

“Since you have nothing to do, go clean up that place over there,” he said.

Qiu Xiang was completely bewildered.

“Lord… are you ready to rest?” she could only ask tentatively.

“What time is it to rest!” Chang Yuncheng glared at her.

Qiu Xiang looked at the water clock in the room.

It was getting quite late…

What was wrong with the Lord today? These past days he had been eating dinner at the madam’s place, but today he suddenly returned. His expression had looked off during dinner, and after eating he had unusually stayed in his room to read…

She had never known the Lord enjoyed reading so much…

“Have you cleaned up the young madam’s room?” Chang Yuncheng put down his book and said with a deep breath.

Qiu Xiang’s color changed slightly in surprise and shock. Was the Lord saying the young madam was coming to stay?

“Then, then this slave will go clean it up right away,” she didn’t dare ask more questions, lowered her head to take her leave, her steps somewhat flustered, nearly knocking into the flower vase by the partition door.

“When it’s time to lock up, lock up. Don’t delay rest for just one person,” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice again. “I don’t have such bad rules here…”

These words, taken literally, were quite face-losing. But Qiu Xiang wouldn’t think of it that way at all. To her ears, it was just someone who had admitted defeat putting on a tough act to save some face.

The young madam had won again, just as she had said when she first stepped into this courtyard. Her courtyard. She could live there whenever she wanted. Even if she was driven out, she would ultimately be invited back.

Now it was spreading throughout the mansion that the young madam was a divine physician’s disciple, whose skills could snatch lives from the King of Hell. Otherwise, why would the old madam have treated her so well from the beginning?

Then the legend about the young madam making a trip to the gates of hell and drinking Meng Po’s soup must also be true…

A divine physician’s disciple—the Palace of the King of Hell indeed wouldn’t dare keep her.

Qiu Xiang had completely lost her former contempt and underestimation. The young madam’s position in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion would absolutely never fall.

Qiu Xiang walked out the door and looked at the maids standing anxiously in the corridor waiting for orders.

“What are you all standing around for? Hurry up and clean out the young madam’s room,” she said with a wave of her hand, looking dissatisfied and anxious. “What time is it? Don’t you know the young madam has been working so hard all these days…”

The maids all looked at her in shock, as if they hadn’t understood what she was saying.

“You little hussies, you’ve all gotten too spoiled, haven’t you? Hurry up and clean out the young madam’s room,” Qiu Xiang stamped her foot and ran off first, heading straight for the room where Qi Yue had temporarily lived before.

Only then did the maids come to their senses. The maids serving the Lord naturally reacted faster, immediately understanding what was happening. They all bit their tongues in shock and amazement, but none dared slow their steps as they all surged toward that room.

The commotion in the courtyard outside made Chang Yuncheng even more irritated. He felt stifled and reached up to loosen his outer robe, standing up and walking a few steps before feeling slightly more comfortable.

This time it was keeping a gentleman’s promise. It wasn’t anything shameful. It would be best if this woman could read the situation. If she dared to get cocky and arrogant again…

Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly. He wouldn’t mind letting her know who was boss again!

The night was deep, and the cold winter wind shuttled between the houses and treetops, making a whooshing sound.

The maids in the courtyard pulled their cotton clothes tighter and tried to retreat to the corners under the corridors. Usually at this time, except for the night-duty maids, everyone else would already be lying in warm beds, but at this moment, they were all still here in neat rows, none daring to leave.

Qiu Xiang came running hurriedly from outside, stamping her feet.

The maids immediately gathered around her.

“Sister, how was it?” they asked in low voices.

“The young madam has already rested, and that side has been locked up…” Qiu Xiang said softly, her expression complex in the swaying lamp shadows.

The maids let out a chorus of low “ahs.”

Just then the door was suddenly thrown open, and the maids in the courtyard were so frightened they quickly fell silent.

“Close the door and lock up,” Chang Yuncheng said coldly.

Qiu Xiang quickly responded, hurriedly urging the off-duty maids to leave quickly, and there was a flurry of messy footsteps in the courtyard.

Chang Yuncheng slammed the door shut with a bang, and the lights in the room were extinguished.

When it was broad daylight, A’Ru couldn’t resist her inner worry any longer and gently lifted the thick door curtain of the bedroom to peek inside.

Qi Yue was lying on the bed in only her undergarments, hands behind her head, legs crossed, gazing at the bed canopy.

A’Ru hadn’t expected to see such a scene and was momentarily stunned, then felt somewhat embarrassed.

“Oh my, A’Ru, you really underestimate me…” Qi Yue laughed heartily and sat up on the bed, but didn’t get down. Instead, she sat cross-legged. “Why do you always assume I don’t want to live…”

A’Ru was embarrassed at having her thoughts seen through.

“I wasn’t doing that. I was just checking if you were awake, young madam,” she said, walking in openly and reaching to roll up the window curtains. “It’s getting quite late. You should get up too, young madam.”

“There’s nothing to do anyway, so why get up?” Qi Yue laughed and flopped back down on the bed, patting the soft bedding. “Sleeping until I naturally wake up, not having to worry about food and daily necessities, having clothes handed to me and food brought to my mouth—this is the life I and many others have dreamed of. I never thought there would actually be a day when it would come true…”

Another incomprehensible statement. A’Ru smiled without responding, instead taking warm water from the stove and bringing it to her.

“Well then, young madam, you still have to reach out your hand and open your mouth,” she said. “Just lying there like this won’t do.”

Qi Yue took the water cup and looked at A’Ru with surprise.

“A’Ru, so you can joke too,” she said with amazement.

A’Ru smiled without speaking and took a cloud shoulder wrap from the side to help Qi Yue get up.

“This slave will do your hair, something simple so you can lie down anytime without messing it up,” she said.

Speaking of hair, Qi Yue thought of someone.

“A’Ru, I wonder how A’Hao is doing?” she said as she got out of bed.

A’Ru shook her head.

Since returning, they had been busy until yesterday without a break. They hadn’t even left this courtyard. And other servants and maids weren’t allowed to enter, so they couldn’t find out any news, and they really hadn’t thought to inquire about anything.

“She must be terrified,” Qi Yue said with a shake of her head and a smile.

“This slave will go check on her later,” A’Ru said while skillfully pinning up Qi Yue’s hair.

“Have her come back,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru paused, somewhat surprised.

“Before, I always thought I would leave, so I wanted to arrange good escape routes for you all. But now, I can protect you all for a lifetime,” Qi Yue said to the mirror with a smile.

Early morning wasn’t a busy time for the storeroom, so after eating, the servants gathered in twos and threes with cleaning tools in their hands to chat idly, talking about nothing more than who won how much and who lost how much the night before, or whose children wanted to seek some kind of position—typical household gossip.

A little maid came running over.

“The concubine wants a bolt of fabric to make clothes,” she said with some impatience, tossing over the token in her hand. “Hurry up. I haven’t eaten yet, and they’re waiting for it over there.”

Several servants looked at this little maid, and one of them slowly took the token and glanced at it.

“This won’t work. The token doesn’t match,” she said lazily.

The little maid glared.

“What do you mean it doesn’t match? Are you drunk and confused? This is the madam’s token,” she said with her hands on her hips.

The servants laughed, making the little maid somewhat angry.

“I naturally recognize this as the madam’s token, but since the young madam has returned, to take things from the storeroom, we still need to see if there’s the young madam’s token…” one of them said gently with a warm smile.

The little maid was stunned by these words.

“What?” Nanny Su’s face immediately darkened upon hearing the little maid’s tearful complaint. “That’s what they said?”

The little maid nodded rapidly.

“Then Nanny Su, you go get a token from the young madam. Our concubine is really waiting to use it,” she said. “If I’m late getting back, I’ll get another good beating. Our concubine’s temper gets worse the further along she gets…”

Nanny Su was so angry at these words that she laughed.

This Concubine Zhu had dreamed a few days ago that she swallowed a big melon whole into her belly, and had been going around everywhere claiming this child was a boy. Combined with the fact that the chamber maid Su Mei had regained the Marquis’s favor, the household staff had gradually become more and more unruly.

“How can this old face of mine go? You should go instead. Your concubine is pregnant now and carries weight—she can say anything she wants,” she said with a laugh.

The little maid said “oh.”

“So from now on, if we need anything, we just go directly to the young madam, right? I understand,” she said, then ran off with a patter of feet, leaving Nanny Su choking with anger.

“Where is everyone?” Nanny Su snapped irritably, looking at the few servants scattered around the courtyard. “What time is it? Have you all really become masters and mistresses? Not even showing your faces anymore?”

One servant stepped forward hesitantly.

“Nanny Su, they, they’ve all gone to the young madam’s place…” she said.

Nanny Su was stunned, truly choking with anger this time.

That’s right, that woman had returned.

Thinking back to when this woman had stood up to take charge of the household, everyone had already felt quite shocked, but looking at the situation now, it was even more earth-shattering than that time.

This woman did nothing until she acted, and when she acted, it was terrifying. Who knew what kind of major incident she would cause next time…

These vexing days were about to begin again…

Qi Yue stretched her hands and feet in the courtyard, watching A’Ru go to open the door.

“Don’t let them bring so much food again. I only need plain porridge and small dishes,” Qi Yue instructed.

A’Ru nodded and opened the door, then immediately froze.

“You, you all…” she said, startled by the mass of people standing outside the door.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue asked, rotating her wrists as she came over.

“Young madam, you’ve finally returned,” a maid cried out with tears in her voice as she rushed in.

A’Ru was knocked backward by her impact and reached out to steady her.

“It’s Que Zhi,” Qi Yue said with a smile as she recognized the maid. Then she saw a crowd of people surge in behind Que Zhi, some familiar and some unfamiliar.

“Young madam, we’ve come for the morning meeting,” they said in a chaotic but respectful and flattering chorus…

Chapter 94: Inside and Outside
Right, she had also taken on a major responsibility. This wasn’t a dream either—the things she had done wouldn’t just disappear after a night’s sleep as if nothing had happened.

Qi Yue looked at the courtyard full of servants and maids and shook her head with a smile.

“Meeting or no meeting, we haven’t seen each other for a while. Let’s just chat casually, don’t be formal,” she said with a laugh.

The courtyard became lively.

“Young madam, you rest well. You must be exhausted—you’ve lost a whole circle of weight…” the eloquent women pushed forward to speak.

“Young madam, you don’t need to worry about the duties. If there’s even the slightest mistake, this old slave will slap herself and roll out of here,” the less articulate women said seriously from the side.

“Young madam, we missed you to death,” Que Zhi said, pulling at Qi Yue’s sleeve, crying and laughing at the same time.

In the chaos, A’Ru was pushed aside.

She said nothing, watching Qi Yue surrounded by everyone, and also smiled.

Whether anyone was willing or not, after this incident, the young madam’s position in the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was rock solid. Unless she wanted to leave, no one could drive her away.

This thought flashed through her mind, and A’Ru unconsciously paused, feeling something strange in her heart, but she couldn’t figure out what was strange. Just then, Qi Yue let out a hearty laugh at something someone said, and A’Ru dismissed the thought and looked back over there.

While Qi Yue’s side was lively, Liu Pucheng’s Qianjin Hall was even more lively.

“Stop making noise. My master isn’t here. Please, seniors, come back another day.”

Liu Pucheng’s second disciple was sweating profusely as he spoke to the roomful of people.

Patients peeked in from outside the door and were startled to see this—how had all the doctors from Yongqing Prefecture gathered here?

“Is this a doctors’ meeting?” everyone asked.

The place was packed with people, making it impossible to see patients normally in the hall.

“When will Doctor Liu come?”

Some impatient people asked directly. Others who were more reserved just watched without speaking, but showed no intention of leaving.

“My master is too exhausted, so he needs to rest at home. When he comes, this disciple will certainly pass along the message,” the second disciple said, wiping his sweat.

“What about the others? Didn’t they say two people from your hall went? Where are they? It would be good to see them too,” someone shouted.

The second disciple smiled apologetically.

“They’re also tired. Master told them to rest for a few days too…” he said. Before he could finish, another person walked in from outside the hall.

At this point, the second disciple’s eyes were full of people—one more or one less made no difference. He glanced over and then looked away. Then he paused and looked back again. This person…

“Look at this mess,” Hu San said, leaning on the counter with a dissatisfied expression, speaking to the clerk preparing medicine. “A place for treating patients—how did it become like a temple fair…”

The medicine clerk stared wide-eyed at Hu San before him.

Hu San was wearing a new robe, a new hat, and carrying a new medicine box on his back.

The second disciple also stared with his mouth agape. Others noticed the commotion and followed his gaze.

“Which family does this pretentious poor scholar belong to?”

They all asked.

“Hu…” the medicine clerk was about to call out “Hu San” as usual, but the words changed unconsciously at his lips, “…Senior Brother… why are you here?”

“What? I’m not allowed to come?” Hu San glared.

The medicine clerk immediately put on a respectful smile and used a towel from nearby to flatteringly pat Hu San’s arm.

“Senior Brother, I meant you’ve worked hard. Why didn’t you rest a few more days?” he said with a smile.

Hu San shook his head with a modest expression.

“What hardship did I endure? It was all Master and Senior Brother working hard. I just assisted my master a little…” he said. “They worked hard and are resting. I should come to the shop to work early. I couldn’t help with the abdominal surgery to save lives, but I can’t be useless in the shop too…”

When the words “abdominal surgery to save lives” reached the ears of everyone present, the scene first fell silent, then erupted in an uproar as Hu San was surrounded.

“So you went too…?”

“…You saw it with your own eyes?”

“Was it really abdominal surgery?”

“Is it true that your master is really that young madam from the marquis’s mansion?”

“Is the prefect’s son dead or alive?”

Countless questions and shouts bombarded Hu San. The noise was chaotic, voices boiling over, and saliva flying. The medicine clerk and the second disciple standing nearby couldn’t help but cover their ears and try to escape.

But when Hu San was engulfed by these probing, focused, excited gazes and these chaotic, continuous waves of questions, he felt all his hair standing on end, as if he had jumped into hot, steaming water in the dead of winter—so comfortable he almost wanted to cry.

Father, grandfather, and great-grandfather, did you see? I, Hu San, finally have my day! Our Hu family finally has its day!

“Don’t make noise, don’t make noise. If you have something to say, come to the back to talk. Don’t disturb people seeing patients and asking about diagnoses,” he waved his hand and shouted loudly.

His words immediately quieted the noisy crowd.

This feeling was absolutely fantastic! Hu San’s heart was bubbling with joy.

“…Please come to the back,” he straightened his brand-new clothes, once again feeling wise about his decision to spend money on new clothes. Otherwise, how shabby it would have been to wear old clothes during this first moment when he, Hu San, was remembered by the crowd.

Hu San walked over first.

“You better tone down the bragging,” the second disciple said to him in a low voice, unable to bear watching.

“I know, I know,” Hu San chuckled.

Watching Hu San walk into the back courtyard, the remaining people all followed in a rush.

Accompanied by Hu San’s narration, the originally chattering voices of inquiry gradually died down, until finally only Hu San’s voice remained.

“…Speaking of that time, it was truly dangerous…” Hu San basked in these countless burning gazes, feeling so hot he was sweating all over. He rolled up his sleeves, took off his hat, and made exaggerated gestures while speaking to the crowd.

“…The knife cut like this…”

The onlookers couldn’t help but hold their breath. Although they were all doctors or apprentices who had seen plenty of blood and flesh, hearing Hu San’s account still made everyone’s spine tingle involuntarily.

Cut open the belly! That was a person’s belly!

“After cutting it open, we found the broken place and sewed it up with needle and thread like this. Then it was done,” Hu San said.

Having been kept in suspense so long, being dismissed with just this one sentence left everyone looking frustrated.

“How did you find it? How did you sew it? The belly was obviously cut open—how could the person not die?” everyone asked in a babel of voices.

Hu San chuckled.

“Well, that’s a trade secret,” he said, putting on a profound air.

Everyone simultaneously made sounds of disdain.

“What trade secret? You just don’t know anything…”

“…You’re making this up. Anyone can say these things—I could say them too…”

“…You obviously didn’t see anything…”

“…What trade, what trade? What kind of trade are you part of…”

“…Who are you trying to claim as your master, you stinking laborer…”

No matter what they said, Hu San just maintained his profound, calm demeanor, looking at everyone with a smile but saying nothing, not revealing another word about the surgery details despite all their threats and bribes.

After talking nonsense for a while without getting anything interesting, everyone gradually left.

“However,” one of the more serious ones glanced at Hu San and said to the others, “we can be certain that there really was abdominal surgery.”

They had all seen the prefect’s son’s illness. It was indeed incurable—only legendary divine physicians like Bian Que or Hua Tuo could have treated it.

“There really are such highly skilled masters in the world,” everyone sighed, all looking toward the direction of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. “What background does that young madam really have…”

A beggar’s background, who leaped to become a noble lady of a marquis’s mansion, capable of performing the abdominal surgery techniques of divine physicians like Bian Que…

“If beggars could really be like this, I’d rather be a beggar for eight lifetimes!” someone murmured.

Compared to Hu San feeling refreshed after dealing with so many people, Qi Yue felt somewhat tired and stretched lazily after the managing women finally took their leave.

“Talking too much is also quite tiring,” she said with a smile.

“Young madam, you spoke much less today than before. How can you say you talked too much?” Que Zhi whispered to A’Ru.

Because her state of mind is different, A’Ru thought silently, glancing at Qi Yue.

Before, this woman had shown curious and inquisitive expressions toward the people and things here. But now, these were no longer on her face. Instead, she showed detachment.

Really trying to treat a dream as reality to live through—it must be difficult to get used to.

“Since you’re all here, tidy up this place again. Get the young madam’s bedding and grooming items from the storeroom,” A’Ru said, not discussing this topic with her.

Que Zhi paused.

“Living here?” she asked.

A’Ru looked at her.

“Qiu Tong’s courtyard burned down, and other courtyards need to be cleaned up,” she said.

“Well, Sister A’Ru, I heard…” Que Zhi said hurriedly in a low voice, “the Lord has already prepared a room for the young madam…”

A’Ru paused and couldn’t help but glance at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue was gazing at the sky, lost in thought, her expression leisurely and carefree.

“A’Ru,” she suddenly looked over and called.

A’Ru quickly responded.

“Come with me to pay a visit,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru was somewhat surprised but didn’t ask anything and nodded.

“It’s cold outside. I’ll get a cloak,” she said, walking past Que Zhi. “Do as I said.”

Que Zhi said “oh” and watched the two leave.

“Young madam, where are you going?” A’Ru asked.

“To…” Qi Yue thought for a moment before saying, “to visit the Second Madam.”

Second Madam? The West Mansion?

A’Ru was very surprised.

The West Mansion was even more surprised. This was the first time the young madam had set foot in the West Mansion. Even when the old madam was alive, the Second Madam had invited her for holidays and festivals, but she had never gone due to various reasons.

The servants at the gate hurriedly personally escorted her over, and everyone secretly observed this long-famous but rarely seen young madam.

Looking at this woman with her high chignon, wearing a moon-white jacket with pink trim and cross-collar, draped in a bright red phoenix-feather cloak, tall and slender, quiet and serene, with elegant bearing.

Not to mention her overall bearing—no wonder the old madam had loved her so much. Now that it was spread throughout the mansion that the young madam was a divine physician’s disciple, anyone who said she was of beggar origin would absolutely be laughed at.

A beggar? Have you ever seen such a beggar? Never mind such beauty—just with those medical skills, would she need to beg? Countless people would probably compete to give her money…

This young madam must have a great background…

When Qi Yue entered Second Madam Chen Shi’s courtyard, Chen Shi was already standing in the corridor, supported by two maids, her frail face showing a mixture of shock and joy. Only when she saw Qi Yue step through the door did she seem to believe the news was real.

“Yueniang…” she walked forward a few steps and called out, “Why did you come over?”

Whether from excitement or physical weakness, her body went soft and she nearly fell, fortunately held firmly by the maids on both sides.

Qi Yue quickly walked over and reached out to support her.

Indeed, only this woman showed genuine, heartfelt concern for Qi Yueniang.

Chapter 95: Concern
“Aunt, your anemia is too severe,” Qi Yue said directly as she sat down, watching the Second Madam being carefully helped to lie down by the maids, covered with thick blankets, and given hand warmers and foot warmers.

She frowned, thinking of how cold the Second Madam’s hands had been when she held them, and looking at that abnormally pale complexion from such close distance.

After this arrangement, the Second Madam finally caught her breath and smiled at Qi Yue.

“Yueniang truly is a divine physician,” she said with a smile.

Qi Yue simply stood up and walked to her side, taking her hand to carefully examine her nail beds, scrutinizing her complexion, and lifting her hand to gently pull down her eyelid.

It seemed even more serious than she had thought. Qi Yue’s heart sank slightly, but she didn’t show it on her face.

“Aunt, let me look at your legs,” she said.

Throughout these actions, the Second Madam remained smiling and silent, allowing her to do as she pleased.

Upon hearing this, Cai Qing, a maid nearby, looked somewhat worried.

“Young madam, our mistress is afraid of the cold. To lift the blankets and clothes…” she couldn’t help but say.

“It’s fine,” the Second Madam said to her with a smile, looking at Qi Yue with gentle eyes. “This is Yueniang’s kind intention.”

Qi Yue nodded and smiled at her without saying anything, watching as Cai Qing lifted the blanket and skirt, revealing a pair of pale legs.

Seeing Qi Yue frown slightly, the Second Madam smiled faintly.

“I’m old. Did I frighten you, Yueniang?” she said.

Qi Yue smiled, looking at the legs before her. Though swollen, with dry skin and showing signs of age, they still revealed their former beauty.

“Not at all. Aunt’s legs are really beautiful,” she said while gently pressing and massaging the Second Madam’s legs.

The Second Madam’s expression froze slightly, looking at Qi Yue with a somewhat dazed expression, as if seeing another person through her.

“You… also said this?” she murmured.

Qi Yue didn’t hear clearly and looked up at her.

“What did you say, Aunt?”

The Second Madam came back to herself and smiled.

“I said I’m old. What’s beautiful or ugly about it anymore,” she said.

“Everyone grows old, and everyone has their youth. Just because you’re old doesn’t erase the fact that you were once beautiful,” Qi Yue said with a smile, signaling Cai Qing to cover the Second Madam. “Besides, Aunt is still young.”

The Second Madam wasn’t even forty yet. In modern times, this would still be the prime of life.

She sat down and thought for a moment.

“Aunt…”

“Yueniang…”

Both spoke at the same time, and upon hearing each other, they looked at each other and laughed.

“You speak first,” the Second Madam said with a smile.

“Aunt, you can’t eat properly, can you?” Qi Yue asked.

The Second Madam hadn’t expected her to ask this and laughed.

“Yes, I eat very little,” she still answered obediently.

“Recently she basically doesn’t eat anything,” Cai Qing couldn’t help but say, looking at Qi Yue with some hope.

She could see that the young madam was truly examining the Second Madam’s condition. She had naturally heard about the young madam’s affairs. Though she found it incredibly unbelievable, she couldn’t help but believe it given the facts before her.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment and nodded.

“How do you sleep?” she asked again.

“Fairly well,” the Second Madam answered.

“What do you mean fairly well? She hardly sleeps at all,” Cai Qing said hurriedly.

The Second Madam glanced at Cai Qing and put away her smile.

“Go get the dim sum that Young Master Sheng brought back yesterday,” she said.

Cai Qing knew this was to send her away and lowered her head with some grievance, acknowledging the order.

“Aunt, don’t trouble yourself. I won’t eat anything—I just came out after eating to digest,” Qi Yue said quickly.

Cai Qing still went out.

“Aunt, you often feel dizzy, don’t you?” Qi Yue continued asking.

The Second Madam smiled at her and took her hand to pat it.

“Thank you for your concern,” she said. “I know my own body. Don’t trouble yourself.”

These words were not what Qi Yue wanted to hear.

“How can I not be concerned…” she was about to argue.

The Second Madam interrupted her.

“Let’s not talk about this. If you hadn’t come, I was thinking of going to see you. I heard you were harmed at that estate?” she asked with some worry. “Tell me quickly, what happened?”

This news had reached here too? Logically, Chang Yuncheng and the others should have suppressed this kind of family scandal, but the Second Madam was family after all, so telling her about it wasn’t inappropriate.

Qi Yue told her about it.

The Second Madam’s expression was solemn as she silently pondered.

“I’m also investigating. I must find out who these evildoers are,” she said slowly.

Her voice was gentle, but hearing these words now gave them a sense of power.

“No need, Aunt. Don’t worry yourself. Chang Yuncheng… the Lord is investigating,” Qi Yue said quickly.

“I know he’s investigating,” the Second Madam said, breathing slightly heavily. “I’m just afraid he won’t find anything…”

“How could that be…” Qi Yue shook her head with a smile. That boy had a mischievous nature and wasn’t a good person, but evil people were usually dealt with by other evil people. He should be able to find out, otherwise he’d be too useless, having put on such an arrogant attitude as if he had everything under control…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile.

Seeing Qi Yue’s smile, the Second Madam’s expression darkened slightly.

“He can find out? If he could find out, he wouldn’t have just started getting clues when there was a fire that burned all those women and maids to death,” she said slowly.

Qi Yue was very surprised to hear this, but not in the way the Second Madam had hoped.

“Fire? The fire at Qiu Tong’s courtyard?” she asked.

That day, a fire had burned her hopes. Afterward, she hadn’t had the energy or interest to inquire about how the fire started, only knowing that the area around Qiu Tong’s courtyard in the marquis’s mansion needed to be rebuilt.

“They were keeping people confined in Qiu Tong’s courtyard, and then there was a fire in the middle of the night. All the maids and women in the rooms were burned to death,” the Second Madam said with a cold smile. “How could it be such a coincidence? Just when they were about to get answers, people died.”

“People died?” Qi Yue’s focus again diverged from the Second Madam’s expectations. She sighed. “Human life here really isn’t worth much…”

Too terrible—people just died like that.

The Second Madam looked at her and abandoned this topic.

“Yueniang, did you come today for some particular reason?” she asked.

“Nothing special. I just came to let you see that I’m fine, so you wouldn’t worry,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A relieved and somewhat excited smile appeared on the Second Madam’s face.

“Good, good,” she said, holding Qi Yue’s hand. “I see it. I’m at ease now.”

Cai Qing’s voice came from outside.

“Mistress, the eldest young master and the Lord are here,” she said.

Both the Second Madam and Qi Yue were somewhat surprised.

The eldest young master was naturally the Second Madam’s eldest son, so coming to see his mother wasn’t surprising, but Chang Yuncheng had come too?

Before Cai Qing finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng and Chang Yunsheng had already lifted the curtain and entered.

“Mother, I heard that sister-in-law came?” Chang Yunsheng said with surprise and excitement, stepping forward as he spoke. Seeing Qi Yue standing up, he quickly stepped forward to bow and called her sister-in-law.

Qi Yue looked at this young man. She had seen him twice during the Mid-Autumn Festival and had some impression of him.

Then her gaze fell on Chang Yuncheng, who was slowly following behind Chang Yunsheng.

He was wearing a casual light blue cross-collar robe, with a black gold sash, and a dark blue cloak draped over his arm.

He didn’t look at Qi Yue, as if she didn’t exist in the room. He tossed the cloak in his hand to a maid who came forward to receive it, then went directly to bow and greet the Second Madam.

Qi Yue secretly pursed her lips and stopped looking at him.

Here, Chang Yunsheng looked at Qi Yue with excitement.

“Sister-in-law, did you really perform abdominal surgery to save that Young Master Huang?” he asked.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Actually, it was Doctor Liu’s credit. Otherwise, I couldn’t have saved him,” she said.

“Sister-in-law, did you really cut open Young Master Huang’s belly?” Chang Yunsheng didn’t care about this and asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, but it wasn’t that big. Not what you’re thinking—just a small incision,” she said, roughly gesturing with her hand.

This was enough to amaze Chang Yunsheng, and even the Second Madam was somewhat surprised.

“Cutting open the belly and not dying?” he paced back and forth excitedly. “Cutting open the belly and not dying. Usually when people cut their arms or legs or whatever, they’re still half-dead…”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“That’s different,” she said with a smile, not knowing how to explain it to him.

Fortunately, Chang Yunsheng didn’t need an explanation. He only needed to confirm this fact.

“My heavens, sister-in-law is actually a divine physician,” he said excitedly, rubbing his hands together, seeming not to know what to say. “Composing poetry spontaneously, witty in conversation…”

He repeated these phrases over and over, making both Qi Yue and the Second Madam laugh.

“Lord, you’re simply too blessed to have married sister-in-law!” Chang Yunsheng simply reached out and slapped Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder, exclaiming loudly.

Chang Yuncheng hadn’t expected him to suddenly say this and was immediately stunned. His originally wooden expression became lively.

Surprise, embarrassment, anger, and even a flash of shyness passed by.

According to his nature, he would naturally have responded with sarcasm, but he opened his mouth.

“Haven’t seen you in a few years—your strength has really grown,” he said, rubbing his shoulder and looking at Chang Yunsheng.

Qi Yue couldn’t hold back and laughed out loud.

Chang Yuncheng finally looked at her, with some warning in his gaze.

Qi Yue grinned at him and covered her mouth with her hand.

Seeing the expressions of these two, the Second Madam’s smile slowly faded.

After confirming the abdominal surgery, Chang Yunsheng was quickly called away. With their father gone, as the eldest son of the family, he was responsible for various household affairs and social obligations, making him very busy.

“Lord, would you like to come to my study for tea?” he invited Chang Yuncheng before leaving, worried that Chang Yuncheng might feel uncomfortable in the women’s quarters.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“I just came out for a while and will be leaving soon. You go about your business. We’ll drink tea another day,” he said.

Chang Yunsheng said no more, apologized a few times, and left.

The Second Madam said nothing and lowered her head to drink tea. Qi Yue didn’t know what to say and remained silent. Chang Yuncheng naturally wouldn’t take the initiative to speak. The room fell into an awkward silence.

In this silence, Chang Yuncheng stood up.

“Are you leaving, Lord?” the Second Madam put down her teacup and said gently. Without waiting for Chang Yuncheng to answer, she called to the maids and women, “Please see the Lord off properly for me, and send that package of blood bird’s nest I received the other day to the madam.”

Chang Yuncheng stood in place and could only bow and take his leave.

Here, Qi Yue stood up but didn’t step forward.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, and his hands hanging at his sides unconsciously clenched into fists. Finally, he spoke to her.

“Aren’t you going back yet?” he said in a muffled voice with some displeasure. “Aunt isn’t feeling well. Don’t disturb her too long.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment. Indeed, the Second Madam obviously wasn’t in good spirits. She was about to take her leave when the Second Madam spoke first.

“Yueniang, stay and talk with me a bit more. I have some health issues I’d like to consult with her about,” she said with a smile, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “You go back first and give my regards to your mother.”

Chang Yuncheng’s hands hanging at his sides relaxed. He bowed to the Second Madam, turned, and left without looking at Qi Yue again.

Chapter 96: Misdirected Anger
Chang Yuncheng left, and Qi Yue sat down again. Turning her head, she saw the Second Madam examining her.

“Aunt, what do you want to ask me?” She smiled and said.

The Second Madam withdrew her gaze, her expression becoming gentle.

Here, Qi Yue had already begun speaking herself.

“It’s definitely anemia, but what’s causing the anemia still needs to be examined…” She spoke with some contemplation. The Second Madam’s leg swelling—if only she could do a urine test, that would be good…

“I know, it’s nothing. I’m taking medicine, and a physician comes to examine me every month,” the Second Madam said with a smile.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. If that was the case, then those traditional Chinese doctors were even more capable.

“Then Aunt must take good care of herself. This cannot be taken lightly,” she said.

The Second Madam nodded.

“You came to find me today—is there something you need me to do?” she asked.

Qi Yue shook her head with a smile.

“No, I just came out for a walk. Thinking that you were concerned about me, I came over to let you see me, so you could feel at ease,” she said.

The Second Madam looked at her, her expression somewhat excited, and there was even a faint glimmer of tears in her eyes.

“Good, I feel at ease now,” she said.

The conversation didn’t continue further. She asked Qi Yue where she had learned her medical skills, and Qi Yue again used the story of encountering various extraordinary people while begging on the road to deflect the question. The Second Madam didn’t mind this and didn’t pursue it further, nor did she show any suspicion.

The Second Madam’s health was indeed exceptionally poor. Although she seemed to be in good spirits, this vitality was actually a false state propped up by emotional excitement. If it continued, it could easily lead to collapse.

Qi Yue soon rose to take her leave, so the Second Madam could rest well.

The Second Madam showed some reluctance to part.

“Come see me when you have time,” she said.

“Good. When I go tell Mother that I won’t manage household affairs anymore, I’ll come every day to chat with Aunt,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

This was the first time she had mentioned not managing household affairs. A’Ru showed a surprised expression at the side.

The Second Madam’s expression remained calm, as if she had already known, but the smile in her eyes deepened.

“Good,” she said.

Walking out of the Western Residence gate, declining the servants’ offer to send a carriage, Qi Yue and A’Ru walked slowly along the corridor.

“Young Madam, you’re not managing the household anymore?” A’Ru asked.

“Not anymore. It wasn’t something I should have been managing in the first place. I can’t just mess around,” Qi Yue said casually, walking with her hands tucked in her sleeves.

She wasn’t originally Qi Yueniang after all…

A’Ru didn’t know what to say for a moment.

“The Prince…” She thought of something and changed the topic, “Did he come specifically to find you, Young Madam?”

Qi Yue laughed.

“You really dare to think such things,” she said, turning to look at A’Ru with a smile.

“Well, it’s true. Otherwise, why would the Prince come just as we arrived? He doesn’t usually like to visit…” A’Ru said hurriedly.

“Enough, A’Ru. People are most afraid of deceiving themselves,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru bit her lower lip.

“Actually…” She quickened her pace to catch up with Qi Yue and said quietly, “The Prince… isn’t bad… You… you are the Young Madam after all, for the rest of your life…”

Qi Yue looked at her with a smile that made A’Ru blush and unable to continue.

“A lifetime can be long or short. One should think carefully about how to live it,” Qi Yue said with a smile after A’Ru stopped talking.

It would probably be difficult for her to accept immediately. After all, the Prince was a stranger to her. They could take it slowly. A’Ru nodded and smiled again.

Seeing Qi Yue approaching, the servants at the second gate hurried over from afar.

“Young Madam, why are you walking…”

“…should have called for a carriage…”

Qi Yue smiled and responded to each of them, then stepped into the courtyard.

Watching the woman walk away slowly, the servants at the gate finally withdrew their gazes.

“The Young Madam is truly intelligent and capable…”

“And such a good person. She’s kind and gentle to all of us…”

“That’s right. She can even treat illnesses and save lives…”

“So many physicians couldn’t save the patient, but the Young Madam succeeded with one try…”

Everyone seemed to have forgotten what kind of person the Young Madam in their eyes and words had been just a few months ago.

“Young Madam, actually the household is all sorted out now, and those people definitely won’t deliberately cause trouble anymore,” A’Ru said quietly. Why give up the responsibility…

“Some things can be managed, but some things are better left alone,” Qi Yue said. “I still say the same thing—our goal is to eat well, drink well, and sleep well. Since we can live such a life without doing anything, why bother with extra worries?”

She looked at A’Ru with a toothy smile.

“Actually, I’m very lazy,” she said.

A’Ru couldn’t help but giggle at her words.

She was about to say something when she saw something ahead and froze.

“Oh, isn’t that the Prince?” she said.

Qi Yue looked in the direction of her gaze and indeed saw a person standing ahead.

Chang Yuncheng had a cloak draped over him and turned to look at the two approaching women.

“Is the Prince waiting for me?” Qi Yue asked with some surprise. “Is there something wrong?”

“You’re quite idle? Going visiting so early in the morning,” Chang Yuncheng said with a frown, not directly refuting Qi Yue’s somewhat ego-bruising guess but deflecting with other words.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Not bad,” she said with a smile, not answering his question but picking up the thread, “The Prince isn’t busy, is he? I was just thinking of finding you to talk about something.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression softened slightly.

“I’m not as idle as you,” he said, turning to walk forward.

Qi Yue smiled and followed. A’Ru hesitated for a moment and fell back a few steps.

“Let’s not talk about past matters,” Qi Yue said, catching up with him. “Although this trouble was caused by you…”

Chang Yuncheng stopped and frowned at her.

“Who caused trouble? Can’t you woman’s brain be a bit clearer?” he said.

Qi Yue frowned at him.

The atmosphere became tense for a moment.

“Never mind. For me, it’s not really a bad thing anyway—breaking before rebuilding,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and stepped back. “Otherwise, I don’t know how long I would have continued in that muddled state.”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t quite understand what she was muttering about, but he was slightly surprised. How come this woman didn’t explode like a hedgehog at the slightest touch as she used to?

“You kept your word. You also contributed greatly to saving lives this time. Without you firmly standing on my side, that person probably couldn’t have been saved,” Qi Yue said with another smile, cupping her hands to him. “Thank you, gentleman.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression became somewhat stiff, as if he was very unaccustomed to her attitude. He simply turned his head and continued walking.

Qi Yue lifted her feet to follow.

“Since you kept your promise, I’ll keep mine too,” she said. “I’ve thought it over. You see, I originally said I would go live in Qiu Tong’s courtyard. But unfortunately, it’s gone…”

Hearing her say this, Chang Yuncheng, who had been walking with his head up and taking big strides, pressed his lips together, showing a smile that wasn’t quite a smile.

Going in circles. Don’t you just want me to invite you…

“…I won’t choose another place to live either. I’ll just live in that courtyard where I treated the patient,” Qi Yue said. “That place is similar to Qiu Tong’s courtyard, quite secluded, and some distance from where you live. This way, you won’t have to see me all the time…”

As she spoke, Chang Yuncheng stopped walking.

Qi Yue didn’t notice and walked two more steps before realizing. She quickly stopped and turned back to look at him questioningly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, feeling a surge of stifled anger rise from his feet straight to the top of his head.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue looked at him with confusion. Why did this person’s face become so unpleasant? Of course, his face wasn’t pleasant most of the time…

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and finally gave a cold laugh.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let you disgust me,” he said. After saying this, he strode away.

Qi Yue was baffled.

“Hey, what’s wrong with you now?” she called out, taking a few quick steps to catch up with Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng walked briskly like the wind, with no intention of acknowledging her anymore. He quickly left her behind and walked away.

Qi Yue didn’t chase after him, standing in place and sighing.

“This person… really…” she said, shaking her head while looking at A’Ru approaching.

A’Ru looked worried.

“Don’t look at me like that. My attitude was very good—I didn’t deliberately provoke or anger him at all,” Qi Yue said, frowning. “I think he should find a physician to check if there’s something wrong with him, like his thyroid or something.”

A’Ru looked at her.

“Young Madam, you still say you didn’t anger the Prince…” she said, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“I didn’t say this to his face,” she said, putting her finger to her lips to shush, while glancing in the direction Chang Yuncheng had gone and shrugging. “I really don’t understand him. Whatever. I’ll just do as he wishes—stay far away from him and not bother or provoke him.”

A’Ru silently followed her, suddenly remembering what Que Zhi had said when they left.

“Young Madam, does the Prince want you to come live there?” she hurried to catch up and said.

Qi Yue turned to look at her.

“Well, A’Ru, your thoughts are becoming more and more bold,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru stamped her foot at her teasing.

“Young Madam, I’m being serious. Que Zhi said that the Prince seemed to have tidied up the room that day,” she said.

Qi Yue continued to smile.

“Even if that were true,” she said, “when people show a bit of courtesy, we can’t just shamelessly go over.”

“But,” A’Ru said, keeping up with her, “since the Prince has the intention, why do you have to…”

Qi Yue shook her head with a smile and looked up at the distant sky.

This azure, unpolluted sky—she could enjoy it for a lifetime.

“If he has the intention today, what if he has no intention tomorrow?” Qi Yue said to A’Ru with a smile. “I still prefer to make my own decisions rather than being at someone’s beck and call.”

Chang Yuncheng kicked open the door with one foot. The maids who had been chatting and laughing in the courtyard were startled.

“Prince…” Qiu Xiang and the others quickly bowed, while coming forward to attend to him.

Chang Yuncheng waved his hand with some impatience, ignoring them and going straight into the room.

Qiu Xiang and the others looked at each other, none daring to follow him in.

“Sister Qiu Xiang, what’s wrong with the Prince these days? Who in the household dares to make him angry? Why is he always…” a maid said quietly.

It wasn’t that there was no one in the household who dared to make the Prince angry, but whoever made the Prince angry would receive the same or even more anger in return. Over time, no one dared to provoke him. Even the Marquis often suffered setbacks in front of the Prince, which was why the Marquis didn’t favor the Prince very much.

Qiu Xiang signaled her to be quiet, waved her hand, and everyone tiptoed away.

Chang Yuncheng stood in front of the desk, heavily setting down his teacup. After drinking a cup of cold tea, he felt the stifled anger in his chest ease slightly.

That damn woman…

His gaze turned toward the window, where he could see that room.

“Qiu Xiang,” he suddenly called out loudly, “that room is yours to use now.”

Qiu Xiang, who had been about to leave with the other maids in the courtyard, turned back upon hearing this. She saw the window open with Chang Yuncheng standing by it, nodding toward a direction.

Which room? Qiu Xiang couldn’t help but look in the direction of Chang Yuncheng’s gaze.

The room where the Young Madam had lived…

Chapter 97: Plans
The news that Chang Yuncheng had rewarded a room to his head maid for her exclusive use quickly spread.

Qi Yue didn’t know about it, because when Que Zhi tried to relay this news to A’Ru, it was intercepted.

“Que Zhi.” A’Ru put down the work in her hands.

“I can’t go for this—the Young Madam must go. As long as the Young Madam goes…” Que Zhi said hurriedly.

“We won’t go,” A’Ru interrupted her, looking at her. “If you want to go, you can go yourself. Just know that if anything happens, that’s your own business. I guarantee I won’t say a single good word for you.”

Que Zhi was stunned. This was the first time she had heard A’Ru speak to her like this.

Wasn’t this head maid beside the Young Madam always quiet and timid, standing behind the Young Madam?

These words were direct, blunt, and harsh, without any beating around the bush.

It was said that the Old Marchioness used to be like this—when she spoke harsh words, they came down like a storm, so the maids she brought up were the same way.

Oh, that’s right, this A’Ru was also a maid who came from the Old Marchioness’s side.

Que Zhi’s expression became awkward, then somewhat ashamed and annoyed.

I didn’t say anything wrong…

“I came specially to tell you about such an important matter, all for the Young Madam’s sake,” she said, biting her lip.

A’Ru looked at her with a smile.

“For the Young Madam’s sake?” she questioned.

Que Zhi looked at her. How did this girl suddenly become so fond of tearing people’s faces? Didn’t she only know how to smile and cry?

“Yes, I’m also doing it for myself. The Young Madam said before that we’re grasshoppers on the same rope. Doing it for myself is naturally also for the Young Madam,” she said excitedly. “You don’t care. You follow the Young Madam, so no matter how difficult it gets, no one will do anything to you. What about us? Last time when the Young Madam was suddenly driven out, we maids suffered greatly. Now the Young Madam has finally returned, and it’s only been a few days, but that side has had such an incident. What if the Young Madam…”

“If you’re worried about this, I can tell you—don’t worry,” A’Ru interrupted her and said calmly. “The Young Madam will absolutely be fine, and you’ll be fine too.”

“But if the Prince has a new favorite, then the Young Madam…” Que Zhi said anxiously with furrowed brows.

“I said there’s no problem. Even if the Prince doesn’t like the Young Madam, the Young Madam is still the Young Madam,” A’Ru interrupted her again and stood up. “The Young Madam’s current position doesn’t depend on the Prince.”

“Ah?” Que Zhi looked at A’Ru blankly. If the Young Madam didn’t rely on the Prince, then what kind of Young Madam was she?

Even with the Marquis’s favor, a daughter-in-law was still a daughter-in-law. How could a father-in-law manage his son’s household affairs? Besides, could he manage it for a lifetime? The Young Madam had to spend her whole life with the Prince!

“Alright, Que Zhi, now that life is good, you should live it well,” A’Ru said, walking out a few steps before turning back to look at her. “You also know that once you’re used to good days, going back to bad days doesn’t feel very good.”

Que Zhi watched A’Ru walk away in a daze.

Not a single word or syllable of what she said had any warning intent, but hearing it, every word and tone was full of warning.

“So formidable… she was just pretending to be a quail before,” Que Zhi muttered to herself after coming back to her senses.

On the Young Madam’s side, things were calm and peaceful, not the aggressive storm everyone expected.

“She’s changed her nature this time,” Concubine Zhou said to A’Jin with a laugh, while poking at the ashes in the charcoal stove. “Before, when no one took her seriously, she made such a fuss. Now when everyone in the mansion wants to elevate her to the heavens, she’s become well-behaved instead. Such a big slap in the face, yet she didn’t even make a sound.”

A’Jin felt something strange about these words.

“The Young Madam has come to understand,” she said hurriedly. “Going along with the Prince in everything—being harmonious like this is best. It’s not worth hurting the peace over a maid. Besides, given the Prince’s temperament, you have to go along with him, not oppose him.”

Concubine Zhou chuckled and continued poking at the fire.

“Tell me, does the Young Madam really know medical skills?” she changed the topic.

“It shouldn’t be fake. The person was carried in half-dead and carried out alive. When the magistrate’s family came, they were grieving, but when they left, they were overjoyed—that must mean she was cured,” A’Jin said, while clasping her hands and reciting Buddha’s name. “I really didn’t expect that the Young Madam truly knew medical skills. When the Old Marchioness said she saved her life, we all didn’t believe it.”

“Really? Could it be that she conspired with that doctor to put on a show?” Concubine Zhou still looked doubtful, holding the fire tongs motionless for a long time. “Maybe the doctor cured her, and she was just putting on an act.”

A’Jin looked at Concubine Zhou, not knowing what to say.

“Mistress, I think this kind of thing would be hard to fake,” she said. “She could fake it once, but if more people come, how could she keep faking it?”

“Just find that doctor again,” Concubine Zhou said.

A’Jin smiled awkwardly.

Concubine Zhou glanced at her and also smiled, picking up the fire tongs again.

“Alright, our Young Madam has now become famous in one battle. From now on, no one in the household will dare to look down on her,” she said with a laugh.

“This is good. Everyone’s life will finally be better,” A’Jin nodded and smiled.

Concubine Zhou smiled and nodded.

“Yes, everyone’s life will be better,” she said with a pursed smile, picking up a piece of charcoal. “It’s just that Madam’s life won’t be so good.”

A’Jin couldn’t help but sigh softly.

“Actually, it would be good if Madam also liked the Young Madam,” she murmured.

Concubine Zhou glanced at her, lowered her gaze, and a faint smile appeared at the corner of her mouth.

Suddenly, there was a commotion outside.

“Mistress, something’s wrong, Mistress, something’s wrong!” A maid rushed in shouting urgently.

“What are you shouting about?” A’Jin stepped forward to scold.

The little maid was so frightened her face turned white and she trembled.

“What’s wrong?” Concubine Zhou asked slowly.

She didn’t lose her temper or order the maid to be slapped. A’Jin breathed a sigh of relief—it seemed that with the Young Madam’s high-profile return, the mistress was very happy inside, so her temper had improved too.

“…The Prince has ordered people to search Sister A’Jin’s room,” the maid stammered.

A’Jin didn’t understand.

“What?” she asked.

“Why search a room for no reason?” Concubine Zhou asked from inside. “What does he think this household is?”

“I don’t know,” the little maid said in a trembling voice. “Those people didn’t say…”

Concubine Zhou stood up. A’Jin quickly spoke first.

“It’s nothing, Mistress, please rest. You don’t need to worry about it,” she said, while waving for the maid to leave.

“I’m going to ask the Marquis. What is this supposed to mean?” Concubine Zhou said with a dark expression. “Searching my maid’s room—he might as well come search mine directly.”

A’Jin quickly stopped her.

“Mistress, don’t be angry. It’s not a big deal. I think it’s because of those maids who were burned to death,” she said quietly.

Concubine Zhou’s expression showed slight surprise.

“Wasn’t it a candle that fell over and started a fire? What does it have to do with anyone else? Instead of punishing those supervising servants, what’s all this fuss about?” she said with a frown.

“No, it’s not that.” A’Jin waved her hand and helped her sit down. “It seems someone set the fire…”

Concubine Zhou looked shocked and stood up again.

“Arson?” She covered her mouth with her handkerchief, her face full of terror. “How could such a thing happen?”

A’Jin quickly helped her sit down and personally poured tea to calm her nerves.

“So the Prince is investigating,” she said.

Concubine Zhou drank some tea, and her complexion improved slightly.

“But why search your room? What does it have to do with us?” she said, holding A’Jin’s hand with worry, anger, and dissatisfaction.

“It’s nothing. They probably have to search everyone’s rooms. My room has nothing to hide—let them search,” A’Jin said with a smile, while carefully tending to the charcoal stove and covering it.

Concubine Zhou watched her busy figure in front of her, her expression complex as she slowly closed her eyes.

Compared to the quiet on Qi Yue’s side and the speculation on Concubine Zhou’s side, Madam Xie’s side was full of joy.

“Madam, can you rest easy now?” Nanny Su brought her ginseng tea with a smile.

Madam Xie’s face was full of smiles.

“It’s just that the girl isn’t particularly good-looking…” she said with a frown.

“Good-looking or not, as long as she’s devoted to our Prince, that’s what matters. So what if she’s good-looking?” Nanny Su laughed. “Isn’t she still living outside?”

Madam Xie never tired of hearing these words.

“So don’t overthink it. The way the Prince protected her the other day was ultimately for the sake of our Marquis residence’s reputation,” Nanny Su said, while sitting on a small stool and gently massaging Madam Xie’s legs. “She boasted so arrogantly—if something went wrong, we’d still have to clean up the mess. Even you would have no face to see the magistrate’s wife again. The Prince was still thinking of you.”

Madam Xie breathed out with a smile and leaned back against the cushion.

“That woman is constantly causing trouble for Cheng-ge’er,” she said. “Since I can’t divorce her, I can only find someone who pleases Cheng-ge’er.”

“And she must be from a good family,” Nanny Su quickly added. “He should take a noble concubine—no, several of them.”

Madam Xie laughed out loud at her words.

“It’s not easy to find daughters from good families who would be concubines,” she sighed.

“Not necessarily. With you in the household, and the Prince, and the Marquis…” Nanny Su smiled with pursed lips. “It’s manageable. As long as the new lady is good-looking, who cares if she’s technically a concubine—who could suppress her?”

Madam Xie felt pleased hearing this and nodded.

“Do you remember last time when the Grand Concubine of Prince Huai’an mentioned a girl from her maternal family…” Nanny Su said, thinking of something.

Madam Xie straightened up, about to say something when a maid’s report came from outside.

“Madam, the Young Madam is here.”

Madam Xie’s good mood immediately vanished.

“What is she here for?” she said irritably. “I won’t see her.”

The maid outside remained silent.

“Mother, are you busy?” Qi Yue’s voice came from outside.

Madam Xie immediately sat up in anger.

This was really turning the world upside down! Were those servants outside all courting death? How dare they let this woman in directly!

Just because she treated an illness and saved someone, have all these servants gone mad?

Do they still have any respect for her as the Marchioness!

Qi Yue had already stepped inside, followed by A’Ru.

“Mother,” she called out while bowing.

Nanny Su quickly bowed to her.

Madam Xie sat without moving, gave a cold “hmm,” and didn’t even lift her eyelids.

This was the second time the two had faced each other like this since Qi Yue’s attempt to gain household management rights.

Chapter 98: How Dare
The people hadn’t changed, but their mindsets had completely transformed.

Yet when they spoke, they were still equally direct.

“After working so hard for so long, rest more when there’s nothing to do. Go back to your courtyard and take good care of yourself,” Madam Xie said slowly.

“Yes, I was just coming to tell Mother about this,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Madam Xie lifted her eyelids to glance at her.

“What is there for you to tell me? Don’t you make all the decisions about household matters?” she said with a half-smile.

Qi Yue smiled and was about to speak when another maid’s report came from outside.

“Madam, the Prince is here.”

What a coincidence—they met again.

Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng entering the door with a smile as a greeting.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze swept past her and settled on Madam Xie.

“Mother, what did you call me here for?” he asked while casually sitting down.

“How was the steamed pigeon I had sent to you last night?” Madam Xie asked with a smile.

“Just a bit too sweet,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Madam Xie looked toward Nanny Su.

“Remember to tell the kitchen staff,” she said.

The mother and son asked and answered each other, completely ignoring Qi Yue in the room.

Qi Yue pursed her lips.

“I was saying…” she began speaking without courtesy.

Madam Xie looked at her first.

“Since you’re both here, perfect,” she interrupted Qi Yue. “I have something to say.”

Both Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“That maid of yours should be taken as a concubine. After all, she’s the first to serve you—she should be given the proper respect,” Madam Xie said to Chang Yuncheng.

Both Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue showed surprised expressions.

“What are you talking about, Mother?” Chang Yuncheng asked with a slight frown, instinctively glancing at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue frowned momentarily—it was always about chamber maids and concubines. Women, how tedious—then regained her composure.

“Qiu Xiang,” Madam Xie said.

Chang Yuncheng immediately felt uncomfortable.

“Her? What about her?” he said.

“What about her? Is there anything you can’t tell me? Since you like her, you can naturally take her as a concubine. You’re already so old, and still no heir,” Madam Xie said with a sigh.

“I don’t intend to take her,” Chang Yuncheng shook his head, unconsciously glancing at Qi Yue again. Seeing this woman standing there with a smile, watching them talk—was she enjoying his embarrassment? “I just rewarded her with a room to live in.”

Madam Xie’s expression darkened as she glanced at Qi Yue.

“Daughter-in-law, what do you think of this girl Qiu Xiang?” she asked.

“She’s quite good,” Qi Yue replied with a smile, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “Very nice.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression didn’t change; instead, he showed a knowing smile.

This woman was indeed still the same, relying on power, relying on the promise he had made to her, preparing to watch the show.

What show was there to watch?

“Alright, Mother, you’ve misunderstood,” he stood up and said. “I just thought she served well, and since there are many empty rooms in the courtyard, I let the maids avoid crowding together. There’s no other meaning.”

Madam Xie looked up at him with a surprised expression.

During the conversation, he kept looking at that woman…

Did he care about her…

So…

“Even if it’s not her, you should add someone to your quarters,” Madam Xie said with a darkened expression, looking at Chang Yuncheng.

“Mother, I don’t want to discuss this now,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Then when do you plan to discuss it?” Madam Xie said, looking at him with a face full of insistence.

If it were anyone else, Chang Yuncheng would have already stormed out with a flick of his sleeve. Although this impulse kept surging in his heart, looking at Madam Xie, he still forcibly suppressed it.

Qi Yue coughed, seeing that Chang Yuncheng was really in an awkward position, so she stepped in to help.

“Mother, this matter isn’t urgent. We should at least find someone who appeals to the Prince’s heart,” she said with a smile.

“Someone who appeals to your heart, right?” Madam Xie directed all her resentment at her, saying coldly.

“This has nothing to do with her,” Chang Yuncheng said hurriedly.

Qi Yue glanced at him. Silly child, when mother-in-law and daughter-in-law are talking, you absolutely cannot interrupt, especially with words that obviously protect the daughter-in-law.

Eh? This boy would protect me? Qi Yue was stunned again.

Madam Xie looked at Chang Yuncheng, her face iron-blue, lips trembling slightly.

She wanted to believe she had misheard—her Cheng-ge’er would actually speak up for this woman!

But everything before her told her she hadn’t misheard!

Her expression frightened Chang Yuncheng.

“Mother, what’s wrong?” he hurried over a few steps to ask.

Qi Yue put her hand to her forehead, while Nanny Su and A’Luan also lowered their heads.

Madam Xie looked at Chang Yuncheng, then glanced at Qi Yue, who stood there as if nothing had happened.

“Get out,” she uttered two words.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, only now realizing that Madam Xie was angry.

“Mother, you…” he began to inquire.

Madam Xie looked at Chang Yuncheng’s worried and confused expression. Her son was honest—he must have been bewitched by that woman behind the scenes. She couldn’t embarrass him in public; she’d explain everything to him later. He would definitely still listen to her.

“I’m tired now and don’t want to talk. You all go out,” Madam Xie took a deep breath, finally suppressing her boiling emotions, and said slowly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie’s expression. His mother didn’t like Qi Yueniang—over the years, she had seen her only a handful of times, so naturally she wouldn’t want to talk to her much. He nodded and didn’t insist.

“Alright, I’ll come again this evening,” he said, lifting his feet to leave. After walking a few steps, he saw Qi Yue still standing there unmoved. “Why aren’t you leaving? Are you staying here to anger Mother?”

The one angering your mother isn’t me, Qi Yue glanced at him without speaking.

“It’s like this—I came to tell Mother that I, as a daughter-in-law, am young and don’t understand things. Household matters should still trouble Mother,” she said.

Qi Yue knew that Madam Xie was unhappy now, very unhappy. Saying this now was undoubtedly adding fuel to the fire, but she had no mood to wait for Madam Xie to be in a good mood. Moreover, as long as she was here, Madam Xie would never be in a good mood.

Madam Xie, still angry, seemed not to understand and looked up at her.

“What did you say?” she asked.

“I said the matter of managing the household should still be handled by Mother,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

These words stunned everyone in the room.

Before, when she had no power or support, she jumped out to fight for household management. Now that she had power and support, she didn’t want to manage it?

This Young Madam’s thinking was really different from ordinary people…

Madam Xie laughed angrily.

“Do you think this is a game?” she looked at Qi Yue and sneered. “You want it when you want it, and throw it away when you don’t? What do you take me for?”

Qi Yue was about to say something when Chang Yuncheng strode over and grabbed her wrist.

“Mother is not feeling well. She said she’s tired and wants to rest. Did you not hear, or what?” he said through gritted teeth, veins bulging on his forehead, clearly controlling his anger with great effort.

After saying this, he dragged her outside.

The curtain lifted and fell, blocking the muffled sound from inside the room—it seemed like a teacup had been thrown onto the carpet.

Qi Yue was dragged by Chang Yuncheng’s grip all the way out of Rong’an Courtyard, with maids and servants along the way lowering their eyes and avoiding direct eye contact.

“Enough, my hand hurts,” Qi Yue called out.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng let go of her.

“What are you making trouble about now?” he demanded.

Was this woman stupid? Didn’t she know Mother disliked her? Yet she insisted on adding fuel to the fire!

“I wasn’t making trouble,” Qi Yue said, rubbing her wrist and looking up at him. “Like you, I’m also fulfilling my promise.”

Chang Yuncheng gave a cold laugh.

“What am I fulfilling? Do you think I disagreed with Mother’s words for your sake?” he said.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Whatever it is,” she said. “In any case, since I’ve returned, I’ll do as I said before—no longer manage the household, no longer cause trouble, and live honestly and peacefully.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her without speaking.

“Also, actually,” Qi Yue looked up at him with a smile, “if you like any woman, you can feel free. That was just a joke at the time—you don’t need to take it too seriously.”

Chang Yuncheng’s face suddenly became ugly.

“Is that so?” he said slowly.

“Yes,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

This woman was indeed different from before. Chang Yuncheng’s eyes showed slight surprise. That’s right—before, her smiles were mostly provocative and curious, as if she were admiring some rare object, or like dealing with a caged beast, occasionally poking it with a small stick for amusement. But now, she was also smiling, yet that smile contained distance.

“Then I’ll go first,” Qi Yue said, seeing that he hadn’t spoken for a long time. She bowed slightly and turned to leave.

“You…” Chang Yuncheng called out, following a few steps.

Qi Yue turned back.

“Oh yes, since we’re both fulfilling our promises, I hope…” she raised her hand, showing the mark from being grabbed, “next time, please show some respect. I’m not a thing or a puppy or kitten. This really hurts. If you don’t believe me, try it on yourself.”

Chang Yuncheng stopped in his tracks, his face iron-blue.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue waved her hand, smiled slightly and nodded, then turned and walked away.

A’Ru bowed slightly to Chang Yuncheng and followed.

“Young Madam, what if Madam doesn’t agree to you not managing the household?” A’Ru asked quietly.

“Whether she agrees or not has nothing to do with me,” Qi Yue laughed. “I just came to tell her.”

A’Ru was stunned by her words, then realized she was following Qi Yue around a corner—this wasn’t the way back to their current courtyard.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“To find my backing,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

A’Ru made a confused sound, completely bewildered.

Hearing that Qi Yue had come to request an audience, Marquis Dingxi, who was in his study admiring a newly acquired painting, hurriedly had her invited in.

“After working so hard for so many days, why don’t you rest more?” Marquis Dingxi said with hearty laughter.

“I’m actually not tired,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “I knew the patient’s condition and had confidence in my heart. It’s not like you, Father, who knew nothing and worried—that’s what’s truly exhausting.”

Look, look at that! You blind fools who still laughed at me and mocked me! Which of your families could find such a daughter-in-law? I’d call you my ancestors!

Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily.

“However, there is one matter that troubles Father,” Qi Yue said.

“What trouble? Just tell me what it is,” Marquis Dingxi said with feigned displeasure.

“It’s like this—although saving people isn’t tiring, this time I also saw my own shortcomings. Because I hadn’t practiced for a long time, my medical skills had deteriorated. If not for Doctor Liu’s assistance, I would have made a fool of myself this time,” Qi Yue said with a sigh. “Moreover, after this incident, I might encounter other requests for medical treatment. To avoid embarrassing Father and the family, I want to quietly study medicine again.”

“Good, good! Being humble and eager to learn—learning is endless,” Marquis Dingxi, being a cultured man, loved the pursuit of learning above all. Learning anything was learning, and medical skills were naturally included. He looked at Qi Yue with a face full of praise.

What a pity she was born a daughter! If she were a son, she might have great achievements! Surgical treatment! Even being head of the Imperial Medical Academy wouldn’t be impossible!

“So regarding household management, I think Mother should continue to be troubled with it,” Qi Yue said.

“What trouble? It should have been her responsibility all along. Don’t worry about it—go busy yourself with your studies,” Marquis Dingxi said with a wave of his hand.

When the news reached Madam Xie, she swept all the beauty vases off the table.

The sound of shattering frightened the maids in the room, who quickly retreated.

“Troubled? Should be my responsibility? It wasn’t my responsibility before, but now it’s become my responsibility again!” Madam Xie trembled with rage, shouting hoarsely.

This was too much bullying! Was there such a way to bully people!

“What if I just don’t manage it! That slut can say whatever she wants! Why should I!” She stood up to go outside.

Nanny Su grabbed her arm.

“Madam, you can’t! If you tell the Marquis you won’t manage it, there are plenty of people waiting to take over,” she said hurriedly.

That slut Concubine Zhou was probably waiting for this day…

With the Marquis’s muddled brain, he couldn’t withstand a few coaxing words and might really do it…

Maybe this was exactly what that slut Concubine Zhou had calculated…

Madam Xie collapsed back into her seat.

Why?

Because that Qi Yueniang had backup, while she had none…

Chapter 99: Ideas
“I do have backing, so why should I create trouble for myself?” Qi Yue said to A’Ru with a smile. “I can live well without relying on household management, so why should I rack my brains over it? When you have backing, you should rely on it. When you have power, you should borrow it. What’s there to be embarrassed about? If I don’t use it now, am I waiting for it to expire?”

It was no longer a situation where she would wake up and everything would be irrelevant to her…

A’Ru giggled.

“But Madam will be very angry,” she said worriedly.

“A’Ru, you still don’t understand,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “When someone dislikes another person, that won’t change easily. The more you try to please her, the more she’ll dislike you. Rather than wasting smiles on someone who dislikes you, it’s better to be kinder to those who don’t dislike you. Life is short—cherish what should be cherished.”

“But Young Madam, Madam is your mother-in-law in name…” A’Ru said quietly.

To the Young Madam before her, the Marchioness was a completely unrelated person, but in fact, she was Qi Yueniang in everyone’s eyes.

“So I’m not causing trouble anymore,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “I’m giving her all the household management and other duties that belong to a mother-in-law.”

That was true… A’Ru smiled wryly, but the process of this obviously good thing for the Marchioness was really unpleasant. If she had gone to the Marchioness the first time not to demand household management rights, but to decline them like this, it would have been much better.

“That would have been impossible,” Qi Yue shook her head. “After being bullied like that, how could I still stick my face out to be slapped?”

A’Ru laughed.

“Alright, Young Madam, everything you say is right. Whatever you say to do, we’ll do. This servant will listen to you,” she said with a smile.

“I won’t cause trouble, but of course, no one should bully me either,” Qi Yue said. “If everyone minds their own business, we’ll all be at peace.”

After saying this, she clapped her hands.

“Now that the minor matters are all resolved, let’s hurry and do the serious business.”

So all of this wasn’t serious business? A’Ru felt exasperated.

“Young Madam, after walking so much, rest for a while first,” she urged.

The Young Madam didn’t like to ride in carriages or sedan chairs, always preferring to walk herself. Among all the young ladies and madams she knew, none were as fond of walking as she was.

How tiring it must be.

“I’m not tired. Being a doctor requires good physical strength. Sometimes a surgery can take more than ten hours. Without some strength, you can’t even stand, let alone treat patients and save lives,” Qi Yue said with a smile, patting A’Ru. “Come, let’s go to Qianjin Hall to see how I should start learning medical skills.”

“Why learn more? Don’t you already know everything?” A’Ru said with a smile.

“To learn what I don’t know,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru didn’t say anything more and smiled as she called to a passing servant, asking her to arrange for a carriage. Going out definitely required a carriage now—otherwise, having the distinguished Young Madam of the Marquis residence walking on the street would really be…

The servant didn’t question her instructions at all and hurried off cheerfully.

Because of Hu San’s irresponsible storytelling, the people who had gathered around Qianjin Hall wanting to learn the details had all dispersed, so Qi Yue didn’t see a chaotic scene when she entered.

Qianjin Hall was still as usual, except there were more people seeking consultations and getting prescriptions.

“Isn’t Huichun Hall right next to your house? Why come here to get medicine?”

“Let me tell you… I heard this from my nephew. He’s an apprentice at Huiren Hall. He says the best doctor in our Yongqing Prefecture is at this Qianjin Hall…”

“Really? Your nephew isn’t a spy for Qianjin Hall, is he?”

“Bah, believe it or not.”

The two people at the entrance were talking quietly when they felt someone approaching from behind, about to pass them.

“Hey, hey, get in line,” one of them quickly reached out to stop them.

“I’m not here to see a doctor,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru had already stepped in front of her, blocking the man’s arm.

“What are you doing? Are you blind?” she said quietly but sternly.

Only then did the man see a beautiful young woman standing before him, dressed in clothes and accessories he had never seen before. He was immediately frightened and quickly stepped aside.

Following his movement, others also turned to look and were all startled, then hurriedly made way for a path.

Which family’s young lady was this? Such grandeur wasn’t from an ordinary household, but wealthy families usually had doctors come to them—who would personally come to a medical hall?

The workers at Qianjin Hall saw Qi Yue and, after a moment of stunned silence, became flustered.

“Miss Qi is here!” they shouted loudly. Some ran over to greet her, while others hurried inside to report.

Only three people here knew Qi Yue’s identity: Liu Pucheng, Zhang Tong, and Hu San. The others still only knew that Miss Qi was Miss Qi, a doctor from the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

Qi Yue smiled and greeted them all.

“Miss Qi, you were really amazing this time…”

A bold disciple mustered the courage to speak.

They knew that the magistrate’s son had been cured at the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, and since he was cured there, it could only have been Miss Qi, the doctor there. Although they hadn’t personally witnessed how this doctor performed abdominal surgery, they had seen with their own eyes how Miss Qi sutured large-area wounds.

Qi Yue looked at these faces, most of which she couldn’t recognize, but their eyes were full of awe and admiration. She couldn’t help but stop and chat with them with a smile.

“Everyone has their strengths. You know things I don’t—everyone is capable,” she said with a smile.

Such a humble doctor was rare in the world. Despite already having such divine skills, she still praised them. All the disciples who had gathered around were extremely excited.

“Master, you’re here,” Hu San rushed over from the back hall, shouting loudly.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“Master is seeing patients. Come in and sit for a while first,” Hu San said, respectfully leading the way.

He called her “Master” smoothly, but Qi Yue understood it represented something different.

“Go, go, what are you all looking at? Get back to work,” Hu San glared and waved at the disciples who were still following, shooing them away like chickens.

The disciples at Qianjin Hall were very familiar with such words and actions, except what was unfamiliar was that the person who used to be among those being shooed away had now become the one doing the shooing.

This seemed like a change that happened in the blink of an eye, but surprisingly, no one felt uncomfortable with it.

Comfortable? What was there to be uncomfortable about? Look at the two masters he could call! If you could call them that too, you’d be just as domineering.

Liu Pucheng had a patient, so Qi Yue followed Hu San to the adjacent room.

Zhang Tong personally brought tea.

“There’s no good tea here. Please forgive me, Young Madam,” he said embarrassedly.

Qi Yue smiled and picked it up to drink.

Tea—how could she distinguish between good and bad? It all tasted the same to her. What a waste of her father’s cabinet full of good tea.

Here, Hu San mysteriously approached A’Ru and took out an object.

“Sister A’Ru, look at this,” he said quietly.

A’Ru glanced at him indifferently.

“What is this?” she asked.

“When you were doing the oral care that the Young Madam mentioned, I saw it was too tiring for you, so I’ve been thinking of a way these past few days and made this…” Hu San said with a grin. “Next time if there’s such a thing, you can save some effort.”

A’Ru glanced at the thing in his hand, didn’t take it, and turned away.

“I don’t find it tiring to do it myself,” she said.

Hu San was rebuffed but was used to it. He grinned and urged A’Ru to try it.

“What is it? Let me see,” Qi Yue turned around and said.

Hu San quickly brought the thing over.

“Master, I just tinkered with it. Please don’t laugh at me,” he said with a smile.

Qi Yue looked at what he brought over, her eyes lighting up.

“Oh?” she said. “An irrigator?”

Hu San’s face immediately glowed with pride. Look, without his introduction, Master immediately identified its purpose. Master was indeed Master, but this also showed that he… hehe…

Qi Yue looked at this palm-sized object that looked like a pot but wasn’t quite—the body was wrinkled and flat, squeezable, with a thin, long spout for water output.

“I saw the bellows at the blacksmith’s shop and thought of this. I don’t know if it’ll work—just playing around,” Hu San said modestly, but his smile had already reached his ears.

“Bring water,” Qi Yue said with interest.

Zhang Tong hurried to get some himself.

Qi Yue rolled up her sleeves and tried using this small bellows to suck and spray water several times. She smiled happily.

“This is very good,” she said loudly, looking at Hu San with admiration. “Not only can it irrigate the mouth, but it can be used anywhere that needs rinsing. It avoids hand contact and saves time and effort.”

As she spoke, she looked at the small bellows in her hand again, involuntarily overlapping it with the irrigators she had used in modern times.

“It really does look somewhat similar…” she couldn’t help but mutter to herself with a smile.

“Master, can it really be used?” Hu San asked happily, his face glowing.

“Yes,” Qi Yue nodded. “Make several more as backups.”

Hu San responded loudly.

“Oh, right, A’Ru,” Qi Yue, thinking of this boy’s financial situation, quickly looked at A’Ru. “Did you bring money?”

Everyone immediately understood her meaning.

A’Ru reached for her money pouch, while Hu San quickly waved his hands in refusal.

“Take it. I’m using this, so naturally I should pay for it,” Qi Yue said without allowing refusal.

A’Ru stuffed the money pouch into Hu San’s hands.

“When told to take it, just take it. Why be politely stubborn?” she said quietly.

Only then did Hu San grin and put it away.

Qi Yue, however, was still wanting more.

“If this can be made, then can other things also be made?” she murmured, getting more excited as she thought about it, rubbing her hands together.

“What else?” Hu San asked eagerly.

“Like the siphon needed to suction blood from internal organs during last time’s abdominal surgery… like those basic surgical instruments for operations, retractors, fixed spreaders… syringes…” Qi Yue said somewhat excitedly.

“You mean those things the Young Madam used?” Hu San asked, as he couldn’t understand Qi Yue’s words at all.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ve seen Miss’s knives. They’re too refined—we can’t forge them here,” Liu Pucheng said.

Everyone had been so absorbed in their conversation that they didn’t notice him approaching. Seeing him now, they all hurriedly greeted him.

“Knives are nothing. What’s most important are the consumables, like IV tubing, syringes, IV bottles…” Qi Yue said.

“Tubes should be manageable. As long as they’re sealed and don’t leak, we could sew them from leather…” Liu Pucheng said thoughtfully.

“Like wine skins and water pouches?” Hu San said.

“But I’m afraid we can’t make tubes as fine as the Young Madam’s,” Zhang Tong also frowned in thought.

“I know an old leather craftsman. How about I go ask him to try?” Hu San said.

“Good,” Qi Yue nodded, with barely contained excitement and enthusiasm. “Should I draw a sample so he understands the length and size needed?”

“Good,” Liu Pucheng was also very happy.

He still remembered when Qi Yue had used that tube to transfer blood from one person to another. If they could make such things, then severe blood loss wouldn’t be incurable in the future, would it?

Chapter 100: The Real Culprit
After hearing Liu Pucheng’s speculation, Qi Yue smiled wryly.

“That won’t work with just tubes—there’s something most important missing,” she said.

Liu Pucheng and the others all looked at her.

“Blood test strips,” Qi Yue said, shaking her head. “This, I’m afraid, cannot be made.”

Without being able to distinguish blood types, blood transfusion wouldn’t save lives—it would take them.

Hearing her say such things, Liu Pucheng wasn’t surprised anymore and didn’t mind.

Hadn’t this girl also said anesthetics couldn’t be made? Yet she had managed to create them anyway.

“Miss?” Later, when Hu San heard Liu Pucheng say this, he noticed the form of address and was very surprised. “Master, my master…”

Liu Pucheng coughed and vaguely said he had misspoken, glossing over it.

For a doctor, it was easy to tell whether a woman was a maiden or a matron.

This Miss Qi, how could she…

But this wasn’t something for him to investigate, so Liu Pucheng quickly dismissed it.

The excited group immediately began working, bringing paper and brushes, but Qi Yue wasn’t used to them.

“Find me some goose or duck feathers,” she said. She really couldn’t draw with a brush.

The others didn’t know what she needed this for, but as long as she said it, doing it was always right. So Hu San and Zhang Tong both ran out, and soon each returned with a handful of goose and duck feathers. They watched with wide eyes as Qi Yue found a knife to trim them, dipped them in ink, and began writing and drawing on paper.

“This… this… can also write?” Hu San asked stuttering.

“What’s so strange about that? Even tree branches can write,” Qi Yue said without looking up, seriously sketching instrument diagrams.

This time she first drew tubes, bags, and siphons—let’s see how they turned out.

After finishing, she explained to Hu San specifically how to use them and what effects they needed to achieve.

Liu Pucheng and the others listened carefully.

“You mean with this, the surgery last time could have saved a lot of time?” he asked.

Last time with internal bleeding, Qi Yue had used gauze and cotton to absorb it, which was naturally much slower than siphoning.

Of course, what she was drawing now was just the simplest manual siphon sketched based on the principles used in modern hospitals.

But even this would be somewhat better than cotton.

“Save a bit of time wherever possible,” Qi Yue nodded.

Looking at her completed drawings, she couldn’t hide her excitement and took a breath.

“Let’s try making these first,” she said, her eyes showing some excitement. If this was feasible, then could more equipment be manufactured?

Hu San carefully put away the drawings.

“Keep them safe,” Liu Pucheng instructed him.

Hu San nodded.

“Don’t worry, Master. I know,” he said solemnly, as if shouldering a great responsibility.

Liu Pucheng nodded and looked at Qi Yue again.

“I haven’t asked what brings the Young Madam here today?” he asked.

“I want to learn traditional Chinese medicine, so I came to apprentice myself,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Liu Pucheng laughed and repeatedly said he didn’t dare.

“How far has the Young Madam studied?” he asked, stroking his beard.

Qi Yue grimaced—no level at all…

“I see,” Liu Pucheng pondered again. “Then let’s start with theory and methodology.”

When Qi Yue returned home with the books Liu Pucheng had given her, it was already almost dark. Facing the respectful greetings from the servants at the gate, she responded with smiles.

“I’m really happy today,” she said to A’Ru, while looking at Que Zhi, who had personally brought little maids to greet her upon learning of her return.

“What good news does the Young Madam have?” Que Zhi asked with a smile, while tentatively reaching for the bundle in her hands.

Qi Yue handed it to her without hesitation.

Que Zhi breathed a sigh of relief happily—good, the Young Madam treated her the same as before.

“What I wished for came true, and things I didn’t even think of also came true,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Que Zhi didn’t know what she was talking about, but knew to smile along.

“That’s natural. The Young Madam is a blessed person, so naturally what you wish for comes true,” she said with a smile. “I called Miss A’Hao back as the Young Madam instructed.”

As Qi Yue entered the door, she saw A’Hao standing timidly in the corner. In just a few days, this girl had completely changed. The former magpie-like girl had become like a frightened little rabbit.

Seeing Qi Yue come in, she immediately knelt down.

Qi Yue hurried over to help her up.

“A’Hao, I’m sorry,” Qi Yue said, her nose tingling with emotion.

Sorry for so easily sending you away.

Sorry for thinking it was for your own good.

Sorry for frightening you.

A’Hao became even more panicked at her words, wanting to cry but not daring to cry loudly, tears flowing unstoppably.

“This servant, this servant, caused trouble for the Young Madam…” she said while crying.

“No, you didn’t cause trouble,” Qi Yue said, helping her wipe her tears. “If you want to cry, cry loudly. After crying this time, I won’t let you cry again in the future.”

A’Hao looked at her and finally burst into loud sobs.

As morning light filled the room, when Que Zhi brought in hot water, Qi Yue had already finished styling her hair.

The large bronze mirror reflected the high chignon piled like clouds and mist, and the gleaming golden eight-treasure hairpins.

“Sister A’Hao really does style hair well,” Que Zhi exclaimed, looking left and right. “No wonder the Young Madam insisted on calling you back.”

A’Hao, wearing a plain jacket and standing to the side, lowered her head somewhat shyly.

“It’s because the Young Madam is beautiful,” she said quietly.

“Even so, you need a skilled craftsman to create fine jade,” Qi Yue said with a smile, while picking up a pomegranate-red crystal earring to put on.

Here, Que Zhi didn’t dare to chat anymore and took a towel to help A’Hao wash Qi Yue’s face.

After she finished grooming and came out, A’Ru had already arranged breakfast with the little maids.

After eating, there were no stewardesses waiting outside—it seemed the Marchioness had already taken over household management.

Warm sunlight fell on the large heated platform by the window. The room had two charcoal braziers, and while it couldn’t compare to modern heating and air conditioning, it was still very comfortable.

Qi Yue opened the book Liu Pucheng had given her, took a deep breath, and opened it.

“Good. Now I can study quietly,” she said.

She had barely read two lines when she heard people talking in the courtyard.

“…something happened…”

Qi Yue couldn’t help but sigh, looking up toward the outside. She saw two maids with panicked expressions talking to Que Zhi and A’Ru, who were blocking them.

At A’Ru’s signal, they lowered their voices, but their expressions became increasingly panicked.

A’Ru and Que Zhi were the same, unconsciously turning to look toward the room.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue pushed open the window to ask.

“Young Madam, the Prince asks you to go to Madam’s place,” the two maids said hurriedly.

“Is there something wrong?” Qi Yue asked.

Your husband is asking you to go—do you still need to ask why? The two maids were momentarily stunned.

“We don’t know, but it seems like there’s a commotion inside…” one of the quicker-thinking maids replied.

Qi Yue sighed—how troublesome. She snapped the book shut.

Outside the Rong’an Courtyard gate stood a crowd of servants and maids, all with lowered hands and silent.

When Qi Yue reached the doorway, she could hear crying from inside.

“…if you’re going after her, you might as well come after me directly…”

“…it was me who did it… I set the fire… I wanted to kill Yueniang…”

Qi Yue was stunned by this declaration as she entered, looking at Concubine Zhou kneeling on the ground, beating her chest and crying loudly.

In the room, Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie were seated, while Chang Yuncheng and numerous brothers and sisters stood against the wall. Concubine Zhou was kneeling on the floor.

“How do you explain what was found in that maid’s room?” Marquis Dingxi said with a dark expression, looking at several pieces of paper remnants on the table that had been partially burned. “…take care of your family… worry-free…”

He read from the paper fragments while slamming the table.

“…and the pendant found in the corner the night of the fire—she’s already confessed. What are you still defending her for?” he demanded.

Madam Xie fingered her prayer beads and gave a cold laugh.

“Would a dog you raised dare to do such things without the master’s orders?” she said coolly, glancing at Marquis Dingxi. “Marquis, do you believe it?”

Marquis Dingxi naturally didn’t believe it, but he really couldn’t convince himself to believe it.

“Prince, if you can’t investigate properly, you can’t just throw this dirty water on our heads,” Concubine Zhou said, covering her mouth with a handkerchief and looking at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even look at her.

“Trying to harm Yueniang? I would try to harm Yueniang…” Concubine Zhou beat her chest, half-crying, half-laughing. She looked at Qi Yue entering. “Yueniang, I would harm you? In this household, it’s me who would harm you?”

In this household, Concubine Zhou and the Old Marchioness were relatives, and Qi Yueniang was brought in by the Old Marchioness and cherished in every way. If speaking of Qi Yueniang’s relatives, naturally besides the Old Marchioness, it would be Concubine Zhou.

“Yuncheng, are you mistaken about this?” Marquis Dingxi naturally understood this point and glanced at Chang Yuncheng questioningly.

“I don’t know,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I only look at evidence, not people.”

“Evidence is dead, but people are alive. Couldn’t someone deliberately plant these things with A’Jin?” Chang Yunqi said coldly.

“Among so many people, why not plant them elsewhere but specifically with Concubine Zhou’s maid?” Chang Yunhong also chimed in, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “Everyone knows about Concubine’s relationship with sister-in-law. This is too… too far-fetched.”

“The more impossible something seems, the less people suspect it, right?” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at both of them.

“If big brother puts it that way, there are plenty of people worth suspecting,” Chang Yunqi said with a cold laugh.

The atmosphere in the room immediately became tense again.

“A’Jin went there because I sent her. I was just worried about Yueniang, afraid she would be scared and do something desperate. How can you insist she saw that treacherous slave who was trying to harm Yueniang?” Concubine Zhou cried, beating her chest with tears. “This is wonderful, truly wonderful! Kill Yueniang and conveniently kill us too—how perfectly clean!”

At this point, she glared fiercely at Madam Xie.

“Harm you? You really flatter yourself,” Madam Xie said with a cold laugh. “I’m still afraid of dirtying my hands.”

Marquis Dingxi felt his head splitting with pain. Just as he was about to speak, a panicked maid’s voice came from outside.

“Terrible, terrible…” A maid rushed in, knelt down, and kowtowed. “A’Jin is dead…”

At these words, everyone in the room was shocked.

Dead…

Before others in the room could react, Qi Yue was the first to rush out, with Chang Yuncheng following close behind.

“Where?” Qi Yue called out, seeing Chang Yuncheng pass her.

Chang Yuncheng paused and reached out to grab her arm. After grabbing it, he seemed to think of something and smoothly slid his hand down, grasping her hand instead.

Qi Yue was startled, but Chang Yuncheng was already pulling her along at a quick pace.

Chapter 101: Passing Away
This was a servant’s room, where A’Jin lay quietly sprawled on a door plank.

“Lord, the young madam cannot enter—a person who just died is unclean…” the servant women cried out in terror, trying to stop them.

Chang Yuncheng glared at them, and the servant women scattered.

Qi Yue only went over to take a look, then remained motionless.

“How is it?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“There’s no need for resuscitation,” she said, crouching down on the ground to look at A’Jin.

Disheveled hair hung down, covering the girl’s face, having lost all vitality and filled with deathly stillness.

“…couldn’t catch her breath… actually didn’t hit her many times…” a servant woman nearby knelt on the ground, speaking to Chang Yuncheng in a trembling voice, “If the Lord doesn’t believe it, examine the injuries—truly didn’t hit her many times, and didn’t use much force either. Just wanted to frighten her into talking… don’t know how she just died…”

Chaotic footsteps came from outside, accompanied by Concubine Zhou’s crying.

“A’Jin, A’Jin.” She rushed in, supporting herself against the door frame and shouting. The moment she saw A’Jin on the door plank, tears immediately couldn’t be stopped.

Pushing away the servant women who tried to support and stop her, Concubine Zhou staggered over.

“A’Jin, A’Jin, don’t scare me.” She cried out, her voice hoarse, trembling as she pushed aside A’Jin’s hair and patted her face. “Don’t scare me. I only have you left. After the old madam passed away, only you have accompanied me all these years. You promised to stay with me for life—how dare you not listen? How dare you not listen, you girl!”

As she shouted this, she raised her hand to strike A’Jin’s face hard.

The servant women hurriedly grabbed Concubine Zhou’s arms in fright.

“This girl won’t listen! She dares to disobey the old madam’s words!” Concubine Zhou was nearly mad, both shouting and reaching out to strike.

Several servant women desperately dragged her away.

Everyone around felt heartbroken and sad watching this, and Marquis Dingxi, who had followed, felt even more distressed.

“What is this about?” He directed all his anger at Chang Yuncheng, shouting, “Beating someone to death for no reason—where does this leave the Marquis Dingxi’s face!”

Chang Yuncheng had remained silent, just standing there.

Concubine Zhou suddenly rushed over.

“You beat her to death. Now beat me to death too.” She desperately grabbed Chang Yuncheng and screamed, “It was me who harmed Yueniang, it was me who set fire to destroy the evidence, it was all me! All me!”

Chang Yuncheng swept her away with his hand.

“She’s gone mad, restrain her,” Madam Xie shouted.

Immediately more servant women came forward to grab Concubine Zhou.

“Look at yourself, look at yourself!” Marquis Dingxi, filled with hatred, looked around and grabbed a nearby stick, raising it to strike Chang Yuncheng.

Madam Xie saw this and immediately stepped in front of Chang Yuncheng.

The Marquis’s stick had already swung over. Chang Yuncheng embraced Madam Xie and turned around.

The dull sound of the stick mixed with the chaotic noise in the room.

One strike wasn’t enough to satisfy Marquis Dingxi’s anger, so he raised his hand for several more blows.

“Hit him again. Hit him again and I’ll fight you…” Madam Xie, shielded by Chang Yuncheng, screamed shrilly, struggling desperately but unable to break free from Chang Yuncheng’s protection.

Everyone watching was stunned, even the crying and wailing Concubine Zhou stopped.

“Father, Father.” Chang Yunqi stepped forward and hugged Marquis Dingxi’s legs. “Calm down, Father, calm down. Whatever needs to be said, let’s talk properly.”

Chang Yunhong hesitated for a moment, then also knelt down and grabbed Marquis Dingxi’s arms with both hands.

Marquis Dingxi was also tired from beating and stood leaning on the stick, breathing heavily.

“You investigate, you investigate—what did you find out?” he cursed angrily.

“Found out that indeed there was a problem with this girl,” Chang Yuncheng said, still standing steadily. It seemed as if those few strikes had only been scratches.

Marquis Dingxi was so angry he couldn’t speak.

“I won’t live either,” Concubine Zhou cried out, broke free from the servant women, and rushed to hit the wall.

The room immediately became chaotic again.

Concubine Zhou’s crying, Marquis Dingxi’s cursing, Madam Xie’s rebuttals, and Chang Yunqi and others’ attempts to dissuade them all intertwined. Chang Yuncheng just stood there straight, seeming to hear nothing. He suddenly realized that from beginning to end, he hadn’t heard one person’s voice. He couldn’t help but turn to look.

Qi Yue had maintained that same posture crouching in front of the door plank, seemingly oblivious to the chaos behind her.

“Human life is truly fragile,” she suddenly said, sensing someone approaching from behind.

Chang Yuncheng stood behind her without speaking.

“It wasn’t her who harmed me,” Qi Yue said again.

Looking at this cold corpse, the girl’s smiling face floated before her eyes.

In just a few encounters, that time was when they had talked the most—so sincere, so heartfelt.

“It wasn’t her,” Qi Yue said again.

As Chang Yuncheng walked over, everyone’s gaze also turned this way. The chaotic voices quieted somewhat, just in time to hear Qi Yue’s words.

Concubine Zhou covered her face and wept.

“A’Jin, you can rest in peace now. No matter what others think of you, Yueniang understands you,” she cried out.

This confirmed that Chang Yuncheng had killed an innocent person. Madam Xie trembled all over.

“However,” Qi Yue stood up and turned to face everyone, her expression grave, “call the authorities.”

What? This statement stunned everyone. Concubine Zhou’s crying also quieted, and a flash of unexpected joy appeared in her eyes beneath her fingers.

“You shameless woman, are you going to report to the authorities?” Madam Xie gritted her teeth and shouted, glaring fiercely at Qi Yue.

Although household slaves were slaves, the law also had regulations against indiscriminate killing. Of course, this clause was only written in the law and never actually enforced. Even if it were truly reported to the authorities, nothing would happen, but it would be a matter of lost face.

“You, you—were you waiting for this?” Madam Xie pointed at Qi Yue and Concubine Zhou. “You conspired together…”

“Enough, shut up,” Marquis Dingxi shouted. He pointed at Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng. “You two are the ones who conspired…”

“Father,” Qi Yue called out, interrupting Marquis Dingxi’s words. “I said to report to the authorities because A’Jin wasn’t killed by caning.”

Everyone in the room was immediately stunned and looked at her.

“This isn’t organ failure caused by caning,” Qi Yue continued, glancing back once before turning around again. “It seems like suffocation, but not quite. I can’t say for certain what caused the death, and I shouldn’t examine too closely to avoid disturbing the scene. But I can be certain it wasn’t death from caning. So, Father, please get someone from the authorities… someone who understands this… a coroner? Or something like that to take a look. I’m sure they can determine the cause.”

The room fell completely silent. Everyone stared at Qi Yue in stunned silence.

Concubine Zhou’s body went limp, and she collapsed to the ground as sweat replaced tears.

Why did she have to meddle in this?

Everything had been calculated perfectly. She had calculated that they couldn’t hide it and would definitely trace it back to her. So she had deliberately found someone with a similar build to A’Jin to carry out this deed, so that all the final clues would point to A’Jin. But A’Jin was definitely not someone who would do such a thing. That Qi Yueniang would certainly testify on A’Jin’s behalf. This way, A’Jin would die, the suspicion would be cleared, and she would gain sympathy. This matter would disappear into time like any dark affair that occurs in wealthy families, never to be mentioned again…

She had calculated everything perfectly, but there was an error in the very last step.

Which woman would go look at a dead person? And actually be able to see something…

Concubine Zhou lowered her gaze. She didn’t look to see what expression the servant women who had retreated wore—whether they were frightened or something else. None of it mattered anymore.

Four or five fierce-looking servant women stormed into Concubine Zhou’s courtyard as the sky grew dark.

Before they could say anything, they saw Concubine Zhou already sitting in the main room with a bundle beside her.

“You’ve come,” she said calmly, using her well-maintained hand to smooth her hair at the temples.

“I assume you know why we’re here,” the leading woman said coldly. “Good. That saves us the trouble of arguing.”

She gestured with her hand.

“The Marquis said that you are the old madam’s family and have served for so many years. Considering Third Young Master and Second Miss’s feelings, go to the family temple to pray and chant sutras,” she said.

Concubine Zhou smiled slightly.

“Thank the Marquis for his kindness,” she said.

“Won’t you ask to see the Marquis one last time?” Another servant woman, somewhat surprised by Concubine Zhou’s reaction, couldn’t help but ask.

Concubine Zhou had already stood up. Hearing her question, she smiled again.

“The Marquis dislikes beautiful women with venomous hearts the most. Don’t you know that?” she said. “He’s most afraid of misjudging people and losing face. The Marquis really cherishes himself.”

These words were strange, and the women were confused.

“Alright, Concubine Zhou, let’s go. If you have anything to say, say it before Buddha,” they said.

Night shrouded the entire Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

The Rongan Courtyard was brightly lit, with Madam Xie sitting in the room while Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue stood to the side.

“Madam, she’s been sent away,” a servant woman came in to report.

Madam Xie breathed a long sigh of relief, her expression still fierce.

“The Zhou family members are indeed all venomous…” she squeezed these words through gritted teeth.

The curtain of the inner room suddenly rustled, and Marquis Dingxi walked out.

His complexion was poor, wearing casual robes.

“I also carry half of the Zhou family blood. Am I also venomous?” he looked at Madam Xie with a dark expression and shouted.

“Even now you’re still protecting that woman!” Madam Xie also shouted, supporting herself on the table to stand up.

“Enough, don’t mention this matter again in the future,” Marquis Dingxi cut her off, sat on the kang, and heavily grabbed his tea to drink.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head at Madam Xie to console her. Madam Xie slowly sat back down and stopped speaking.

The room fell into silence. The servants didn’t dare leave either.

“What did she say?” Marquis Dingxi suddenly asked.

The servant woman was stunned.

“She said, said…” she began stammering, “A’Jin did this for her sake. Although she didn’t know about it, her fault cannot be forgiven. She only wishes the Marquis would forget her…”

Marquis Dingxi’s expression froze. Madam Xie sneered coldly from the side.

“The evidence is already conclusive, yet she’s still struggling on her deathbed. These words—someone actually believes them?” she said coldly.

Marquis Dingxi glanced at her and waved the servants away.

The servants retreated.

“Yueniang, you’ve been frightened. It’s Father’s fault for not taking better care of you,” Marquis Dingxi looked at Qi Yue and said with a sigh.

“I wouldn’t dare accept such words,” Qi Yue said. “Other people’s hearts are not something you can control, Father.”

Marquis Dingxi looked at her and sighed again, with some relief.

“Don’t be afraid. There definitely won’t be such incidents in the future,” he said solemnly.

Qi Yue bowed her head in thanks, lowering her gaze.

“You rascal,” Marquis Dingxi looked at Chang Yuncheng again and suddenly cursed loudly.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression remained unchanged. Madam Xie frowned but held back from speaking.

“If not for Yueniang, see how you would handle this mess!” Marquis Dingxi angrily shouted, “With such a good daughter-in-law, what trouble are you stirring up? Throw that girl out for me. Whoever dares to approach you, I’ll beat them one by one, beat them in pairs!”

These words caused all three people in the room to change color slightly.

Chang Yuncheng’s face stiffened slightly, Madam Xie looked somewhat annoyed, and Qi Yue felt embarrassed. But this wasn’t the end—Marquis Dingxi immediately followed with another statement.

“…I’ve already had someone send Yueniang’s things back. If I ever hear again that you’ve driven Yueniang away, you can get out with me and never come back,” he looked at Chang Yuncheng and said angrily.

Qi Yue looked up at Marquis Dingxi in shock. No way.

Chapter 102: Sharing a Bed
Deep into the night.

The lights in Marquis Dingxi’s mansion gradually dimmed. The night watchmen in the front and rear courtyards wrapped their cotton coats tightly around themselves, striking wooden clappers and calling out as they passed.

Chang Yuncheng’s courtyard was still brightly lit. The courtyard suddenly had many more maids, yet it was quieter than usual.

Qi Yue stood inside Chang Yuncheng’s room.

“Is this the third or fourth time I’ve come in here?” she said, looking around with a sigh.

Chang Yuncheng stood to the side, his face tense and looking very displeased. Naturally, he didn’t answer her.

Qi Yue actually wasn’t expecting an answer either.

Her gaze fell on the large bed, where bright red mandarin duck bedding was arranged side by side, decorated like a joyous wedding chamber.

This Marquis Dingxi really was…

“You can’t blame me for this,” Qi Yue exhaled and looked at Chang Yuncheng, speaking somewhat helplessly.

Chang Yuncheng sat down in a chair nearby. He appeared expressionless, but his slightly clenched grip on the armrest showed his inner turmoil wasn’t as calm as his exterior suggested.

“Let’s take it step by step. I’ll think of another way,” Qi Yue paced back and forth a few times, then looked at the bed again. “So how do we sleep?”

Chang Yuncheng felt his body suddenly stiffen.

“Though it’s not very polite to say this, I am a woman after all, so I should sleep in the bedroom. It’s next to the washroom, so it’s convenient for me to wash and such,” Qi Yue continued, turning to look at Chang Yuncheng. Seeing his strange expression, she asked, “You… disagree?”

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her. In the lamplight, this woman’s expression was calm, as if she were simply asking about the weather.

His hand involuntarily tightened on the armrest.

“I disagree,” he said.

Though he somewhat regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth, seeing the woman before him frown—finally not wearing that distant expression—actually made him feel somewhat better.

“This is my bedroom. Why should I give it up?” Chang Yuncheng leaned back in his chair and said slowly, “Sleep or don’t sleep, I don’t care.”

Qi Yue looked at him for a moment, then helplessly raised her hands.

“Fine, fine. I can’t provoke you, but I can avoid you. Better to avoid trouble than seek it. I really don’t have the energy to deal with you people right now,” she said, calling for A’Ru.

While the couple stood in the room looking at the bed, Qiu Xiang had been standing quietly in the main hall, as silent as if she didn’t exist.

This time she had narrowly escaped disaster. Marquis Dingxi had originally intended to sell her off like the two unfortunate concubines from before, but the young madam had spoken up to keep her.

“This girl isn’t that kind of person. She does her work well and is clever. With several girls crowded in one room, there happens to be an empty room, so reward her with it. This way the other girls will have more space too. It’s not just for her sake—that girl isn’t someone who would harbor inappropriate thoughts,” the young madam had said to Marquis Dingxi.

These words were conveyed to her word for word by someone sent by Marquis Dingxi.

No thoughts—she had no thoughts left at all. Qiu Xiang knelt on the ground kowtowing frantically in her heart.

Marquis Dingxi rarely made decisions, but once he did, few people could make him change his mind. To escape this disaster, she truly owed it to the young madam’s mercy…

Qiu Xiang looked over there. Her gaze remained fixed on Qi Yue, seeing that Qi Yue seemed to have finished inspecting the bedroom and the couple had exchanged a few words. But it didn’t seem very pleasant.

As soon as Qi Yue called for A’Ru, Qiu Xiang hurried over.

“Young Madam, Sister A’Ru went to arrange things for Que Zhi and A’Hao. Let this servant attend to your washing,” she said in a low voice with some caution, nervousness, flattery, and humility. As she spoke these words, she didn’t even glance at Chang Yuncheng. In her eyes, aside from the young madam, no one else existed.

“I can wash myself. Please help me make up the daybed over there,” Qi Yue said to her kindly.

Qiu Xiang stood frozen in place, somewhat stunned.

What… what?

Steam enveloped Qi Yue in the bathtub. A’Ru was beside her helping dry her already-washed hair. Not hearing Qi Yue speak for a long time, she looked over with some concern and saw Qi Yue leaning back against the edge of the tub with her eyes closed, as if asleep.

“Young Madam, you can’t sleep here,” she quickly reminded her.

Qi Yue came back to her senses and got up, putting on her undergarments before coming out. Only Chang Yuncheng remained in the room, sitting there with a book in his hands.

The moist, clean fragrance of a woman after bathing spread through the room. Chang Yuncheng gripped his book and frowned slightly.

His eyes looked at the book, but he could clearly see the woman wearing white silk undergarments with peach-red trim, her waterfall-like long hair swaying as she walked past, speaking quietly with the maid. Soon the maid also withdrew, and the door was closed.

Finally, only the two of them remained in the room.

Chang Yuncheng felt his body finally relax. He stood up and walked toward the washroom.

Everything seemed no different from usual, except for an extra bathtub—one empty, the other filled with hot water. But the air was permeated with a scent unfamiliar to him, the scent of a stranger invading his territory. After all these years, his territory had another person’s scent for the first time.

How uncomfortable!

When Chang Yuncheng emerged, he saw the lamp over there had been extinguished. There was no door on the partition, so he could see at a glance the human form under the covers on the daybed, lying small on her side. Seeming to sense his gaze, the lying figure turned over.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze, feeling his heart beating violently. When he realized this, he couldn’t help but spit at himself.

Bah, what was there to be flustered about? It wasn’t as if he’d never seen a woman before!

He walked over and slammed the door shut, then turned to blow out the lamp.

The room plunged into darkness.

Chang Yuncheng lay in bed but stared wide-eyed.

The events of the day had been too shocking. That girl had died, and moreover, she had been killed by her own master, Concubine Zhou. The person who had been determined to kill Qi Yueniang was actually Concubine Zhou.

He originally had no particular impression or memory of either this concubine or Qi Yueniang, but at this moment, he somehow recalled long ago when he had passed by the old marchioness’s courtyard and seen Concubine Zhou holding Qi Yueniang’s hand, not knowing what she was saying to her, smiling so affectionately. That intimacy had made Chang Yuncheng stop in his tracks. That intimacy was something he had seen on his mother’s face. Although he could no longer remember his mother’s appearance clearly, when he thought of her, that kind of smile would surface in his heart.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly sat up.

He listened carefully and could hear another person’s breathing through the door—no sobbing or other unusual sounds.

Learning that someone you had always considered family wanted your life…

Chang Yuncheng threw off the covers and got out of bed, opening the door.

Quiet darkness across from him, with even breathing.

She brought this on herself! Who told her to be someone the old lady brought in? She deserved her bad luck.

Chang Yuncheng stood frozen for a moment, then raised his hand to close the door again, turned around, and walked to the table to pour water, slowly taking a sip.

In that situation, when everyone was shouting that he was the murderer, it was she who saw the truth that others didn’t see.

This woman—did she trust him that much…

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but grip the teacup tightly.

Someone had died during the day, and she had crouched there looking for so long, examining so carefully. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have discovered the unusual cause of death.

Women were women after all, and it was someone she was familiar with and trusted who had died. She must be very frightened inside…

Chang Yuncheng slowly finished his water and walked over to open the door again.

“Big brother…”

A woman’s sigh drifted eerily through the room.

The sound was sudden, and combined with what he had just been thinking about, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but feel his scalp tingle.

“What exactly do you mean by this?” Qi Yue’s voice came from across the room.

Chang Yuncheng’s body relaxed, and he immediately felt somewhat annoyed.

“In the middle of the night, what are you randomly calling out for!” he couldn’t help but whisper angrily.

The sound of bedding rustling came from over there. Chang Yuncheng, his eyes adjusted to the darkness, could see Qi Yue turn over and lie on her side looking over at him.

“Big brother, you know it’s the middle of the night,” she said with helplessness. “No matter how fun that door is, could you play with it enough during the day?”

Chang Yuncheng flew into a rage.

But Qi Yue wasn’t finished.

“Or perhaps you have some… unseemly hobby?” she said with some speculation. “Like enjoying watching women sleep?”

Her answer was a loud bang of the door.

“Ungrateful!” along with a muffled angry shout.

Qi Yue frowned. What ungrateful? This person was truly inexplicable. But fortunately, that side finally quieted down. She turned over to face upward, looking at the dark ceiling, and exhaled softly.

Did someone just die like that?

Die so quietly?

Did she know why she died?

It was better not to know…

The people here, the people of this marquis mansion, who could already eat their fill and dress warmly, who had no worries about food and clothing for life—were they still not satisfied? What exactly were these people thinking?

Qi Yue reached out to grab the covers and slowly pulled them over her face.

When the dawn light was hazy, Qi Yue naturally woke up. She got up and got out of bed, habitually clutching her head and squinting as she looked for the washroom. Only when she bumped into the partition did she remember she was living in a new place.

That man…

Qi Yue poked her head to look over there. The bedroom door was wide open, and she hesitated before walking over.

The bedding on the bed was thrown back, and no one was there.

“Chang Yuncheng?” she called out.

No one answered.

“Lord?” she called again.

The room remained quiet.

This man was a soldier—he must have gone to practice martial arts early in the morning.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief and walked directly toward the washroom. Just as she entered, she saw a man with his back to her, naked, pouring a bucket of water over himself with a splash.

Qi Yue instinctively cried out and closed her eyes.

“You pervert! Would it kill you to answer when I called?” she said angrily.

“I didn’t hear you,” Chang Yuncheng replied leisurely, pouring another bucket of water down, while turning around.

Qi Yue quickly retreated with her eyes closed.

When Chang Yuncheng leisurely finished washing and came out, Qi Yue was sitting in a chair, looking at him with displeasure.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang were tiptoeing around making beds and tidying up. The door was also open, and the winter morning light made the room bright.

Seeing Qi Yue’s tense face, Chang Yuncheng unconsciously curved his lips.

“…Again like this. Who exactly has the unseemly hobby?” he said.

Qi Yue knew what he was referring to and glared at him for a moment, then exhaled and regained her composure.

Chang Yuncheng watched her expression, and the smile at the corner of his mouth also disappeared.

“I know you’re not used to it, and I’m not used to it either,” Qi Yue said. “But if I go tell your father now that I insist on moving out, you’ll probably get a good beating…”

Chang Yuncheng, who had been looking down with a sullen face, couldn’t help but purse his lips upon hearing this. Sweet words were useless on the master…

“Of course, you getting beaten isn’t the main point. The main point is that after beating you, your father will feel he’s vented his anger for me but still won’t let me leave. Instead, I’ll have to spend mental energy making up a bunch of explanations to cope with it. Right now, I don’t want to talk to you people at all…” Qi Yue said with a troubled sigh.

Chang Yuncheng’s mouth immediately turned down.

This… wretched woman…

Chapter 103: Habits
When Qi Yue sat down at the dining table, Chang Yuncheng had already nearly finished eating.

Since it was breakfast, the table was set with small dishes and bowls: braised vegetables with meat, steamed fish, clear soup with shrimp, small steamed buns, finely cut egg strips, and a bowl of meat porridge.

It wasn’t quite to her taste. Qi Yue frowned slightly.

“Go get me some plain porridge, and also prepare some pickled cucumber and radish,” she said.

Qiu Xiang was about to go upon hearing this, but A’Ru stopped her with a smile.

“I’ll go. I know what the young madam likes to eat,” she said.

While Qi Yue waited for her food, she watched Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng felt increasingly uncomfortable eating under her gaze.

“If you have something to say, just say it,” he put down his chopsticks and said with a dark expression.

“I don’t,” Qi Yue gestured to him with her hand. “You eat. No talking during meals, no talking during sleep.”

Chang Yuncheng picked up his chopsticks again, but Qi Yue continued watching him, as if studying whether his chopsticks were different from others’.

Chang Yuncheng put down his chopsticks, pushed his bowl away, stood up, and walked out.

Now she could eat comfortably…

Qi Yue picked up her chopsticks as Qiu Xiang eagerly served her food.

“Young Madam, please try this shrimp first…” she said.

Qi Yue smiled and tasted it.

“Qiu Xiang,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from outside, tinged with subtle displeasure.

The proper master was here, so how could he walk out without even one servant following him?

Chang Yuncheng stood under the eaves, watching the maids and servants milling about chaotically outside the door, feeling even more irritated.

“What are you doing?” he shouted.

The maids standing in the courtyard hurried over.

“Um, hanging up the plaque… the nannies said it wouldn’t look good otherwise…” she said timidly.

After Qi Yueniang had been driven out to the estate, that plaque with the name she had suggested, written by the Marquis himself, had already been taken down by Chang Yuncheng under the pretext of reframing…

These people really were quick-eyed and swift-handed…

Was this his courtyard or that woman’s courtyard?

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look back. Through the carved window lattice, he saw that woman smiling as she ate, surrounded by two or three maids serving food and adding rice, with occasional laughter.

No talking during meals, no talking during sleep?

After eating, Qi Yue took a brief walk in the courtyard before entering the room, preparing to start reading.

Chang Yuncheng sat in the room drinking tea.

“Aren’t you busy?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng glanced up at her.

“Haven’t you finished dealing with yesterday’s matters?” Qi Yue asked again.

“Didn’t you say you weren’t managing the household anymore? The person who harmed you has been found too, so what are you worrying about?” Chang Yuncheng said flatly.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I’m worrying about you,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and lowered his head.

“Don’t you get bored staying home all day?” Qi Yue walked around the room a few steps, then thought of something else to say. “Such nice weather, and you don’t go out to play?”

Chang Yuncheng held his teacup and ignored her.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and ignored him too, walking directly into her side of the room and beginning to read.

Knowing that Qi Yue wanted to read, A’Ru didn’t come in to serve. Since she didn’t enter, Qiu Xiang naturally didn’t dare enter either. With only the two of them in the room, the atmosphere was particularly quiet.

Chang Yuncheng drank cup after cup of tea, finally noticing that the woman over there was secretly watching him.

If I don’t talk, I’ll suffocate you to death…

He reached for another cup of tea.

“Hey, you just finished eating. Drinking tea like this isn’t good for your health,” Qi Yue said, rubbing her eyes and looking toward Chang Yuncheng.

Traditional characters, vertical layout, obscure and difficult language—her eyes were getting tired. Time to relax a bit.

“You’re the one who knows so much,” Chang Yuncheng put down his teacup. Since she was taking the initiative to be friendly, he should give her some face…

Qi Yue stretched her neck.

“Pour me a cup of tea while you’re at it, thank you,” she said casually.

This woman was actually ordering him around! Chang Yuncheng snorted. He glanced outside at the courtyard, where several maids were standing in the sunlight talking quietly.

It was just a matter of calling out, but instead of having the maids come in to serve, she was asking him to do it…

She was doing it on purpose, wanting to find an excuse to talk to him.

Chang Yuncheng hesitated for a moment, then somewhat reluctantly picked up the water cup and poured it, walking over step by step with somewhat stiff movements.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue took it and smiled at him.

Chang Yuncheng looked away, staring at the other side of the kang table…

To sit or not to sit…

If he sat, wouldn’t he be giving this woman too much face…

After Qi Yue drank a few sips and put down the teacup, she saw Chang Yuncheng still standing there.

“Lord, go about your business. I’ll read for a while…” she said.

Before she could finish speaking, she saw Chang Yuncheng in front of her suddenly turn and walk away, so fast he created a gust of wind.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to smooth down her book pages, hearing the heavy door curtain being slammed.

“What’s wrong now?” she shook her head and sighed.

A’Ru lifted the curtain and entered.

“Young Madam, did you anger the Lord again?” she asked.

“Am I that idle?” Qi Yue laughed and shook her head. “I know he doesn’t like seeing me, so I avoid talking when possible. Besides, what do you mean ‘again’? A’Ru, you’re wrongly accusing me.”

“But the Lord just left with a very unpleasant expression… what… what did you say to him?” A’Ru asked with obvious disbelief.

“I didn’t say anything. I just told him to go about his business. My attitude was very polite and courteous,” Qi Yue said, smiling at A’Ru. “What’s with that look? As if I’m the type to deliberately stir up trouble.”

Aren’t you? A’Ru smiled helplessly.

“Forget it, let him be. Whatever he wants to do,” Qi Yue waved her hand dismissively.

A’Ru stood there without leaving.

“Young Madam, the Lord was deliberately staying in the room to keep you company, wasn’t he?” she said after hesitating.

Qi Yue gave a dry laugh.

“I can’t accept such kindness,” she said, then after a moment of silence, “Did A’Jin have any family?”

A’Ru’s expression grew somber.

“No, she was like me—bought from outside. Her parents are long gone,” she said quietly.

Qi Yue said nothing more.

“Young Madam, I’ll burn some extra money at her grave…” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Burn some for me too. After all, it was because of me…” she said.

Before she could finish, A’Ru interrupted her.

“Young Madam, it was that Concubine Zhou who was black-hearted. It has nothing to do with you. Don’t think such thoughts,” she said urgently.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Don’t worry. I won’t take blame for things that aren’t my fault,” she smiled. “Go rest for a while. It’s rare for the room to be quiet. I’ll take advantage of the time to read.”

A’Ru nodded and quietly withdrew.

When Chang Yuncheng arrived at Madam Xie’s place, she immediately saw his unpleasant expression and felt relieved.

She had been worried all night. It was only when a servant secretly reported that the two were sleeping separately that she felt somewhat at ease, while also feeling gratified. She knew her son was reliable.

“Living with that woman must be difficult for you…” Madam Xie sighed. “It’s just that it’s not convenient to speak to your father now. He’s currently holding a belly full of anger with nowhere to vent it. Let’s avoid the storm for now.”

Chang Yuncheng grunted in agreement.

“Mother, don’t be angry anymore. This household should be managed by you anyway,” he said.

Madam Xie knew he was still thinking about her anger from that day. She felt even more comforted.

But this statement also reminded Madam Xie that the woman had directly gone to Marquis Dingxi and thrown away her duties, making it so that even though she was managing the household now, everyone thought it was because the young madam didn’t want it and had thrown it to her. Her reputation was greatly damaged.

“That wench finally got what she deserved. That old witch never dreamed that the two people she wanted to protect would turn on each other,” Madam Xie said, then couldn’t help but laugh loudly. “It shows that human plans are no match for heaven’s will.”

She took a deep breath as her laughter faded, then looked full of sorrow and hatred again.

“If your mother knew in the afterlife, she could finally rest a little easier. If not for that shameless wretch seducing your father back then, your mother wouldn’t have been so shocked that her illness became incurable. It’s just that vile creature is still alive…”

Hearing her mention his mother, Chang Yuncheng’s expression became somewhat melancholy.

“Sometimes being alive is more torturous than being dead,” he said slowly.

Madam Xie nodded, a cold glint flashing in her eyes. While Marquis Dingxi was cold toward that woman, she had to quickly elevate some new people to make the Marquis completely forget that woman, leaving her to live in the family temple for the rest of her life, living without any hope.

Following this comment, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but think of that woman.

Only after he left did he realize that the woman had deliberately wanted to drive him out.

What about being broad-minded, what about forgiving, what about letting bygones be bygones—she was clearly still sulking inside.

Being so unreasonable, she still wanted him to give in and say nice things to coax her.

“Yuncheng?” Madam Xie’s voice rang in his ears.

Chang Yuncheng realized he had been distracted and immediately felt uncomfortable.

“What did Mother just say?” he asked.

Madam Xie looked at him without thinking too much.

“You’re still not sleeping well. Your complexion really looks poor,” she sighed, then smiled at Chang Yuncheng. “I was thinking, since you can’t avoid it, why not go stay at your maternal grandmother’s house for a few days?”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“You’ve been back for so long, it’s appropriate to visit your maternal family. This way, you can also avoid that woman for a few days. When you return and your father gets past this phase, we’ll find an opportunity to make that woman get out,” Madam Xie said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie, feeling for the first time that he didn’t want to agree.

“But what if that woman wants to go too?” Nanny Su, who had been standing nearby, couldn’t help but interject.

“She wouldn’t dare!” Madam Xie snorted.

“Madam, what wouldn’t she dare to do…” Nanny Su sighed.

Daring to perform surgery, daring to seriously examine a corpse, daring to go directly to the father-in-law when the mother-in-law ignored her, daring to say anything, daring to use any influence, shameless, heartless, soulless…

Madam Xie obviously thought of this too, her expression becoming dejected.

“It’s better to keep her under my watchful eye. If you let her go out alone with you, you’re too honest-hearted. There’s no telling what tricks that cunning wretch might play…” she murmured.

What ghostly tricks would that cunning wretch play, thinking she could attract him? Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile slightly, feeling somewhat eager to try.

Chapter 104: Banquet
Chang Yuncheng declined Madam Xie’s invitation to stay for dinner.

“I’ll go check on Father,” he said, his expression slightly uncomfortable. “Father is still staying in the study?”

Madam Xie nodded.

“Don’t worry, he’ll be fine in just a few days,” she said lightly.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew.

Due to the Concubine Zhou incident in the household, Madam Xie used the excuse of being troubled to tell the concubines and children not to come for daily attendance. Marquis Dingxi spent all day in his study, claiming to be fasting and atoning for his sins. Therefore, in the vast dining hall, only Madam Xie sat alone, looking at the table full of fine wine and delicacies without touching her chopsticks much.

“Madam,” a servant woman entered and paid her respects.

“How was it?” Madam Xie asked with downcast eyes.

“The Lord went to the Marquis’s study, but the Marquis didn’t see him, so the Lord returned,” the servant woman answered quietly.

Madam Xie said nothing, holding her chopsticks and slowly picking at the braised fish and tofu before her, pulling out fishbones one by one.

“He…” she murmured, “went back to have dinner with that woman…”

Nanny Su quickly waved for the servant woman to leave and took the chopsticks herself to pick up the deboned fish meat for Madam Xie.

“Madam, it’s the Lord’s filial piety. He was afraid you’d know and wait for him, delaying your own meal,” she said with a smile.

Madam Xie smiled but didn’t take the fish meat from Nanny Su. Instead, she pulled the whole plate of fish toward herself.

“The Marquis hasn’t been seeing anyone these past few days. He’s not unaware of this…” she said. “He finally lied to me, and it was for that wench…”

Madam Xie used her chopsticks to stab the beautifully carved fish repeatedly, crushing it. Only by picking out fishbone after fishbone did her nerves seem to find relief.

Chang Yuncheng stepped through the courtyard gate and saw all the maids standing in the courtyard, including Qiu Xiang.

Seeing him enter, everyone hurried to pay their respects, with Qiu Xiang stepping forward to take his outer garment.

This weather-vane wall-grass of a wretched maid—wasn’t her eyes only for that woman?

Why wasn’t she inside serving?

He couldn’t help but glance at the dining hall, seeing it was quiet without the liveliness of that woman’s mealtimes.

At least you have some sense, knowing to wait for the master to return…

“Serve dinner,” he said.

Qiu Xiang responded and passed the word. The courtyard became busy but orderly, with the prepared dishes being served one by one.

Chang Yuncheng entered the room and, though he walked directly into his bedroom, his peripheral vision had already swept the other side. His steps into the room involuntarily stopped.

No one there?

He looked back—that side was empty.

In the washroom?

He hesitated for a moment, then deliberately made his footsteps heavier as he walked toward the washroom, but didn’t hear that woman’s voice stopping him.

Chang Yuncheng stopped and looked back, seeing Qiu Xiang standing at the bedroom door watching him. She showed no sign of reminding or dissuading him, but instead…

“Lord, would you like this servant to attend your washing?” she asked respectfully when she saw Chang Yuncheng looking over.

Not in the washroom…

Chang Yuncheng grunted with some discomfort.

“Where is the young madam?” he asked seemingly casually.

Qiu Xiang had already brought clean casual clothes.

“The young madam went to Second Madam’s place and sent word back that Second Madam is keeping her for dinner,” she answered.

Chang Yuncheng looked up and took a deep breath, then heavily stepped into the washroom.

As Qiu Xiang followed Chang Yuncheng toward the dining hall, all the maids received her warning look.

The Lord was in a bad mood, very bad. Everyone should be extremely careful.

The atmosphere in the entire Pengcheng Courtyard immediately became tense.

Meanwhile, Chen Shi’s courtyard in the western mansion hadn’t been this lively in a long time.

“…Sister-in-law, sister-in-law, what is this?”

Watching another dish being served, Chen Shi’s daughter immediately asked, while the young man sitting beside her couldn’t wait and stood up to serve himself.

“Second Brother, Mother hasn’t eaten yet,” Chen Shi’s daughter, fifteen-year-old Chang Yinglan, tapped the young man’s hand with her chopsticks.

Qi Yue stood nearby watching them with a smile.

“Aunt can’t eat this,” she said, personally picking up several pieces and putting them in a small dish. “Aunt, try this. Mock crab roe.”

Chen Shi reclined against her chair back with a thick blanket over her legs, smiling as she watched the roomful of people competing to sample the dishes. Hearing Qi Yue’s words, she looked over and reached out with a smile.

“Young Madam, our madam’s physician has advised that she cannot eat crab, shrimp, and such…” Cai Qing said quickly, seeing that Second Madam was reaching for it without hesitation.

Second Madam didn’t stop her hand and took the small dish.

“I haven’t eaten crab roe in so long, I’m almost forgetting what it tastes like,” she said with a smile, picking up a small piece and putting it in her mouth.

Chen Shi’s children, who had been looking at the food, all stood up with worried expressions.

“Mother…”

Qi Yue just smiled without speaking and didn’t dissuade her.

“Sister-in-law is a physician. If she says Mother can eat it, then she can,” Chang Yunsheng said quietly, signaling his younger siblings to sit down.

Everyone sat down with doubt.

“How is it?” Qi Yue asked after watching Chen Shi eat two bites.

Chen Shi nodded with some nostalgia.

“It’s really delicious,” she said, smiling at Qi Yue.

“It’s scrambled eggs!” Qi Yue laughed heartily, patting Chen Shi’s shoulder.

Everyone in the room was stunned.

“Scrambled eggs?”

Chen Shi was also very surprised. She gestured, and Cai Qing quickly served her more.

“It really does taste like eggs,” she said after eating carefully. “But…”

The other children all had the maids serve them some.

“Indeed…”

“But it really is like crab roe…”

“Sister-in-law, quickly tell us how to make it!” Chang Yinglan ran to Qi Yue’s side, shaking her arm and asking repeatedly. “I’ll make it for Mother every day from now on.”

“It’s very simple. Just raw eggs and raw salted duck eggs, add wine, sugar, and vinegar and stir-fry,” Qi Yue smiled.

“That simple?” Chang Yinglan looked incredulous. “Sister-in-law, please teach me…”

“Yinglan, sit down quickly. Let your sister-in-law eat. She made all these dishes and hasn’t eaten yet,” Chen Shi said to her daughter.

Chang Yinglan stuck out her tongue and quickly returned to her seat.

The servant women arranged chairs and chopsticks for Qi Yue to sit.

“Sister-in-law has worked hard,” Chang Yunsheng said with his younger siblings in unison.

“Not at all. Cooking for people you care about is a blessing and a very joyful thing,” Qi Yue smiled, pointing to the dishes she had made. “Come, try this boiled fish. But I warn you, you must take a small piece first to make sure you can handle it before eating more.”

This aroused everyone’s interest even more. They all refused to believe it and deliberately picked up large pieces to put in their mouths, immediately throwing the table into chaos.

Some spat it out, some wanted water, some cried.

Chen Shi watched her children’s predicament without the slightest worry, but laughed instead.

The three Chang Yunsheng siblings walked Qi Yue to the door together, and at the entrance, all three called out “Sister-in-law” to Qi Yue in unison.

Qi Yue turned back to look at them, the lanterns in the hands of the maids and servants illuminating her serene face.

“Thank you, Sister-in-law,” the three bowed respectfully in unison.

“It’s just a meal, not worth all this. If you want to eat, come to my place anytime,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Thank you, Sister-in-law, for working hard in the kitchen to make Mother so happy,” Chang Yunsheng said solemnly, his excitement barely contained. “Since Father passed away, this is the first time Mother has been so joyful…”

His voice trembled at this point and he could barely continue.

Qi Yue looked at them with a slight smile.

“Thank you too for letting me cook for you,” she said. With that, she waved her hand and turned to walk slowly away.

Watching the dim lanterns accompanying the woman as she gradually disappeared into the distance, the three at the door still stood without moving.

“Why did she thank us? Thank us for letting her cook?” Chang Yinglan said in confusion.

This was her first time meeting this long-renowned Lord’s wife, and she didn’t match the impression from the descriptions she’d heard. Instead, the thought that came to mind was no wonder the old marchioness had liked her so much.

Chang Yunsheng watched the woman’s figure gradually disappearing into the distance and sighed.

“Because over there, she’s probably too lonely and isolated,” he said quietly.

In that household, except for the old marchioness, no one liked her.

Even with such excellent cooking skills, having no one who wanted to eat her cooking must be terribly sad and lonely.

This was a fact everyone knew. All three couldn’t help but sigh, looking toward the direction Qi Yue had left, which was already shrouded in darkness.

When Qi Yue entered the door, the room was already dark.

Qiu Xiang looked at her with embarrassment and concern.

“The Lord always… sleeps early…” she stammered in explanation.

Qi Yue didn’t mind and smiled at her.

“Then I’ll borrow your and A’Ru’s place to wash up,” she said. “I won’t disturb the Lord.”

Chang Yuncheng, hearing this in his room, felt somehow… disappointed.

He stared at the canopy in the darkness and suddenly remembered that time when the woman had shamelessly lingered in his room, looking around everywhere, ready to explode at the slightest touch…

It seemed like he hadn’t heard her screams or her raised voice calling his name in a long time.

No one had ever called him by his full name like that…

Simple and direct, with all emotions clearly displayed through this form of address.

“Chang Yuncheng! Chang Yuncheng!”

It sounded… somehow… somewhat intimate?

The door made a soft sound, followed by light, deliberately quieted footsteps.

That faint, elusive fragrance gradually spread, seeping through the door crack.

A lamp was lit, then dimmed somewhat, as if someone had deliberately blocked it.

“There should be a door curtain here, otherwise it will disturb the Lord’s rest…”

“This servant will have it ready tomorrow…”

Chang Yuncheng heard the woman’s quiet conversation.

Then came the sound of light footsteps leaving, the door closing, and the room returning to quiet except for the faint lamplight.

Chang Yuncheng lay with his hands behind his head, silent for a moment before suddenly sitting up.

Qi Yue frowned at a line of text in her book.

“What does this mean?” she murmured, picking up a goose feather pen nearby, dipping it in ink and writing it down on paper. “I should ask my teacher tomorrow. It’s truly like different professions being separated by mountains, with thousands of years between ancient and modern times.”

“It’s so late, why aren’t you sleeping yet?”

Chang Yuncheng’s voice suddenly rang out, startling Qi Yue.

She looked up to see Chang Yuncheng standing at the bedroom door across from her.

She had been too absorbed in reading to hear him open the door.

“Did I disturb you?” Qi Yue smiled and said, putting down her book. “I couldn’t sleep so I read for a while. I’ll go to sleep now, I won’t read anymore.”

As she said this, she stood up from the desk and reached to extinguish the lamp.

But Chang Yuncheng walked over instead.

Chapter 105: Night Talk
Qi Yue watched as he walked directly to her side and sat down across from her, unable to help but be stunned.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Then…” she smiled, also sitting down, “you’re probably not used to it yet, having another person in the room.”

“Yes, I’m not used to it,” Chang Yuncheng said, glancing at her.

Qi Yue smiled and said nothing, placing a bookmark in her book and closing it.

“I’m not used to it either, and I’m thinking of solutions. You think about it too, and we can discuss it…” she said thoughtfully.

Perhaps because of the quiet night, the man before her seemed to have a different aura than usual.

Calm, peaceful… peaceful?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile. Using this word to describe Chang Yuncheng was truly remarkable.

“What is this?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t respond to her words but suddenly asked.

Qi Yue looked up to see Chang Yuncheng picking up her quill pen, examining it with some curiosity.

“It’s for writing,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng was even more curious.

“For writing?” he said, raising his hand to write on the paper on the table.

“Hey, this is for my notes,” Qi Yue said quickly.

Chang Yuncheng had already written on that paper.

The atmosphere became slightly awkward.

“Sorry,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly said.

“It’s fine, I can still write on it… uh… what did you say?” Qi Yue said casually with a smile, then halfway through realized what Chang Yuncheng had said. She stared wide-eyed at the man before her. The candlelight wasn’t very bright, but this face certainly hadn’t changed ownership.

Chang Yuncheng’s ears grew hot under her gaze, and he darkened his expression, throwing the quill pen aside.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“It’s fine,” she said again.

Chang Yuncheng turned his head to focus on the book.

“Don’t you already know everything? Why are you still reading this?” he asked again.

“Learning is endless, and I really don’t know much,” Qi Yue smiled, while frowning slightly as she looked at the man.

He… was he chatting with her?

“If I’m disturbing you, I’ll stop reading now. You…” she said with a smile, gesturing with her hand.

“Mother and Aunt have a good relationship. You should visit there more often. It’s good, and Mother would be happy too,” Chang Yuncheng said, his gaze remaining on the book.

Actually, whether Madam Xie was happy or not had nothing to do with her.

“Oh, alright,” Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

The two fell into silence.

“It’s getting late…” Qi Yue began, clasping her hands.

Chang Yuncheng also spoke, interrupting her.

“How did you discover that girl’s cause of death was unusual…” he said, then looked embarrassed as soon as the words left his mouth.

Late at night, what kind of topic was this…

Qi Yue was also somewhat stunned but quickly regained her composure.

“I’m a physician, so I’m very familiar with the human body. Besides, there’s a saying that corpses never lie—they’ll tell you everything,” she said with a smile.

Something learned in anatomy class, and having encountered forensic experts in daily life, she had some understanding of these matters.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled.

“That coroner said the same thing,” he said.

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised and became interested.

“Really?” she leaned forward, “I keep forgetting to ask—what did the coroner say was the cause of A’Jin’s death?”

After all, it wasn’t something glorious. Only Marquis Dingxi and a few others knew the detailed results of the coroner’s examination that day. People like Qi Yue only needed to know that A’Jin had been murdered.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but glance at the flickering candle flame. The north wind was howling against the window lattice, and here they were in the middle of the night discussing such a topic…

However, seeing that woman show genuine interest for the first time in days…

“He said she died of suffocation from being stepped on the throat,” he said.

“Stepped on?” Qi Yue asked with some realization.

Chang Yuncheng demonstrated the motion briefly.

“Like this. While controlling her struggles during the beating, someone took advantage of the chaos to press their foot against her throat,” he said.

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding.

“They certainly thought of everything,” she said, sighing.

The atmosphere immediately became heavy.

“Tell me,” Qi Yue looked up at Chang Yuncheng again, absently flipping through the book in front of her, making rustling sounds, “was it worth it? Why did she do this? Sometimes I think all of your thoughts are quite strange…”

“She always hated my mother,” Chang Yuncheng said. “Because originally, Grandmother and Father intended to marry her.”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“My maternal family didn’t allow it, so she finally entered as a concubine,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Why bother? Was it true love?” Qi Yue muttered.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand and asked, leaning forward slightly.

“Nothing,” Qi Yue smiled, not wanting to continue this topic. Everyone had their own way of life, worldview, and philosophy—it was impossible to explain clearly.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes flashed with disappointment as he straightened up.

Qi Yue glanced at the water clock in the room.

“It’s getting…” she began again.

“That coroner…” Chang Yuncheng spoke first again, “is quite impressive.”

“As impressive as Song Ci?” Qi Yue swallowed what she was about to say and asked eagerly.

“Song Ci?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand.

“He’s a very skilled coroner who wrote a book called ‘Washing Away of Wrongs.’ It describes many autopsy cases and shows how you can tell how someone died from even a small wound. He’s really amazing,” Qi Yue said with raised eyebrows.

“Really? I haven’t read it,” Chang Yuncheng said. “Even among petty thieves, there are skilled people.”

“How are they petty thieves?” Qi Yue didn’t like hearing this and frowned. “They’re forensic experts who speak for the dead.”

Late at night… this woman was really bold…

Chang Yuncheng coughed.

“Those people are just lowly…” he said.

Qi Yue shrugged. Indeed, the hierarchy of scholars, farmers, artisans, and merchants, along with the distinction between good and base people—damn class consciousness.

Being a coroner was indeed a lowly status…

“But that Coffin Boy is quite skilled,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Hey? Coffin Boy?” she asked loudly.

Chang Yuncheng was startled by her expression, while feeling somewhat uncomfortable inside. Did she only show interest when talking about other people?

“He’s the child of someone who guards the morgue. Everyone calls him Coffin Boy,” he said.

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding. This seemed similar to Song Ci’s background—could this be Song Ci in a chaotic timeline?

This was a truly capable person. Her eyes were bright. She definitely had to meet him if she got the chance.

“Go make tea,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly felt very unhappy and said.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“What tea at this hour? It’s so late, go sleep quickly,” she said.

She was actually dismissing him! Chang Yuncheng’s expression grew even worse, and he sat without moving.

“I’m not sleepy,” he snorted.

Oh my, Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“I’m sleepy,” she said, gesturing invitingly. “Lord, if you’re not sleepy, go sit in your room. Or go out for a walk. I need to sleep.”

It was indeed an illusion—where was the peacefulness from before? As Chang Yuncheng’s expression darkened, the atmosphere became tense.

“This is my room. I’ll be wherever I want to be,” Chang Yuncheng raised his chin, slowly resuming his arrogant demeanor.

Here we go again. Qi Yue looked at him.

“So you want to be here right now?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng picked up the book on the table and began reading, answering her with his actions.

“Fine, you stay here. I’ll go sleep over there,” Qi Yue said.

You… wouldn’t dare! Chang Yuncheng gritted his teeth but didn’t look up. He heard the woman pick up her bedding and indeed walk away with determined steps. Soon she came back with the bedding and threw it over him.

“You wretched woman!” Chang Yuncheng shouted in embarrassment and anger, pulling off the bedding covering his head and body.

Qi Yue was already laughing heartily as she ran away.

Chang Yuncheng stood up, watching the woman scurry into the bedroom and slam the door shut, with muffled laughter still coming from inside.

“Oh my, what a fool. Such a big bed, such a convenient washroom, such a warm room—only a fool wouldn’t sleep there. I’ll enjoy it instead!”

Chang Yuncheng stared at the bedroom, slowly breaking into a smile that grew wider and wider.

“This wretched woman…” he said quietly, then turned around. Seeing the bedding on the floor, his expression darkened again. “At least make the bed properly for me…”

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang in the courtyard had been carefully watching the light in the room, finally breathing a sigh of relief when it was extinguished.

“Let’s go,” A’Ru said quietly.

The two tiptoed into the servant’s room for the night watch.

The quiet night finally fell asleep.

But at this moment, in the morgue outside the city, a dim yellow lamp was lit, appearing particularly eerie in the howling north wind. If anyone saw it, they would surely wet themselves with fear. Of course, no one came to such a place even during the day, let alone at night.

The lamp stopped at the door, and a withered hand suddenly reached out and knocked on the thin wooden door.

The door creaked open, and lamplight spilled into the room, illuminating rows of thin wooden coffins.

A figure suddenly stood up.

Even though the visitor had been here several times before, he was still startled and his hand trembled, causing the lamplight to flicker dimly.

“You’re here. Come in. We have good goods today,” the figure said.

It was a clear male voice that sounded quite young.

The visitor took a breath and stepped inside. The door closed behind him, and lamps were lit inside the room, making everything clearly visible.

This was a long, continuous room. Besides rows of coffins, there were corpses wrapped only in wooden boards and broken mats without coffins, as well as straw mats waiting for bodies to be placed on them. Though it was winter, there was still the smell of decay in the air.

The visitor’s gaze moved away from those corpses and toward the innermost area, where a long wooden bed was placed. Someone was lying on it—of course, no living person would be lying here—but sitting beside it was a living person.

He had his back to the visitor and was busy with something, making slurping sounds.

“Wait a moment, let me finish my noodles,” he said, turning around.

It was the same person who had opened the door.

He was only about twenty-three or twenty-four years old, with regular, delicate features. Perhaps because of his environment, his face was covered with a layer of cold gloom.

A noodle hung from the corner of his mouth, and as he spoke, it slurped into his mouth like a wriggling earthworm.

“Doctor Wang, today’s subject was beaten to death with clubs. Would you like to see what the internal organs of someone beaten to death look like?” He grinned, showing white teeth as he looked at the visitor.

The visitor was a man of about fifty with graying hair and beard, wearing a hat and an elegant cotton robe. He finally steadied his nerves and suddenly blew out the lamp in his hand.

“Excellent. I was just wanting to see this. Thank you, Coffin Boy,” he said.

Chapter 106: Leisurely
The white cloth was pulled away, revealing the naked corpse, wounds covering every inch, face twisted in agony.

The old man couldn’t help but turn his gaze away.

But the coffin keeper here looked at it as if seeing something beloved, wearing a satisfied smile as he extended his slender fingers to caress the corpse.

“Look, every inch of his skin is crying out about how it hurt, this blow damaged his spleen… this blow made him unable to breathe… this blow made him…” he said as he examined it.

The old man coughed.

“It’s getting late, I still need to hurry back,” he said.

The coffin keeper pouted.

“You people really don’t appreciate good things. This is so interesting, forget it if you don’t want to listen,” he said, straightening up and pulling the white cloth to cover the corpse’s head. He extended his hand, “When you leave, remember to leave the money, so I won’t be delayed in preparing the burial, lest the deceased clings to you.”

These words made the old man shudder involuntarily. Seeing this young man grin at him, he knew he was being teased and felt somewhat embarrassed and angry.

“When have I ever shortchanged you,” he said in a low voice, while opening the cloth bundle he carried with him, spreading it out on a small stool nearby.

If Qi Yue were here, she would certainly be very surprised, for what was revealed in that cloth bundle were also surgical instruments. Of course, they couldn’t compare to hers, but though crudely made, they were indeed tools for cutting and incising.

The old man’s hands trembled as he took a deep breath and picked up a small knife, aiming it at the corpse and cutting down.

The coffin keeper stood nearby watching. At this moment he shook his head.

“Look at those trembling hands, cutting the wrong place will make the deceased feel pain,” he said.

These words made the concentrating old man’s hand shake again, and he glared at him with some anger.

The coffin keeper smiled at him, stretched and yawned as he turned around.

“You go ahead and work. I’ll go sleep for a while. When you leave, close the door properly so wild dogs and such don’t come in to gnaw on the flesh,” he said.

The old man watched him leave, feeling slightly relieved in his heart, when suddenly he remembered something.

“Coffin keeper, has anyone else come here?” he asked.

The coffin keeper stopped walking, without turning his head back, waved his hand at him.

“Money makes things easy. If you have the guts, come on in,” he said.

Physicians who bought corpses to study the five organs and six viscera were not few in number…

The old man obviously knew this point too.

“I mean, have any women come here?” he asked again.

This time the coffin keeper turned around, showing his teeth in a smile.

“Yes,” he said.

The old man’s eyes lit up, breathing rapidly.

“Really?” he raised his voice to ask.

The coffin keeper smiled and pointed toward the rows of corpses.

“Quite a few came in lying down,” he said, “Standing ones, haven’t had any yet.”

The old man let out a breath, not bothering to pay him any more attention.

“Physician Wang, why are you suddenly thinking of women? Could it be you’re interested in female… corpses?” the coffin keeper asked with a smile, his face showing a few traces of lewdness amid the cold expression, looking even more sinister in this death-filled room.

The old man ignored his teasing.

“Someone said there’s a woman who can perform abdominal surgery to treat wounds…” he said slowly.

The coffin keeper was startled, then laughed heartily.

“Before the cock crows, Physician Wang, you’d better work faster,” he didn’t pick up the old man’s topic, but said this instead, as if he hadn’t heard that sentence at all, waving his hand and humming a little tune as he walked out.

The old man was also made to shake his head by his laughter.

“A woman,” he muttered to himself, then smiled, “It must be that Liu Pucheng’s doing. Afraid of being held accountable for the crime of stealing corpses, so he’s latched onto a high branch, pushing it onto that woman, the young marchioness… he really dares to make such a connection… This young marchioness is said to have unknown origins, could she be his… illegitimate daughter?”

A distant cock crow came through, interrupting the old man’s wild thoughts. He hurriedly steadied his mind and continued working.

Under the dim lamplight, a busy figure cast shadows, along with increasingly heavy breathing, making this charity house’s night even more eerie and sinister.

When dawn was breaking, the coffin keeper heard the sound of the door opening and closing, knowing that Physician Wang had left, so he yawned and got up from the wooden bed.

“Work, work,” he said, while pulling out a sewing box from under the bed. Lifting the half-worn garment on top, he revealed a large bundle of thread underneath, along with four or five needles of different sizes.

By the dim remaining night mist, one could see that the thread was different from the common sewing thread people usually saw.

The coffin keeper, still drowsy, carried the sewing box to the corpse storage area.

The corpse on the table, with white cloth covering its head, still lay peacefully, except its belly had been opened, a mess as if gnawed by wild dogs.

The coffin keeper hummed a little tune as he put down the sewing box and picked up a needle to thread it.

“…Really… so clumsy… look at this mess…” he grumbled as he spoke, while reaching his hand into the corpse’s abdominal cavity, placing those internal organs that had lost their shape and lay scattered back in their proper positions, “…These physicians are really stupid, no courage, absent-minded, can’t even do such simple things properly…”

With his needle flying up and down, the originally messy abdominal cavity gradually returned to its original state, skin sewn layer by layer. His movements were skilled, and he would occasionally squint his eyes and yawn.

When the first ray of morning light fell on the charity house, the coffin keeper had also completed his work. The blood and flesh on the ground had been swept clean, and the corpse lying flat on the table seemed to have become completely intact, except for that line of stitches across the chest.

The coffin keeper somehow pulled out a piece of clothing from somewhere, deftly dressed the deceased, rolled up a broken mat, and placed the corpse on a grass mat nearby as if carrying a cloth sack.

“Alright, sleep now,” he said, looking at the corpse and clapping his hands.

He got up and walked out the door. Due to the charity house’s special function, sunlight seemed unable to reach it. Though the surroundings were already bathed in morning light, here it was still quite dark.

The coffin keeper grabbed a money pouch from under a stone by the door, weighed it in his hand, and smiled with satisfaction.

“Got money! That marquis household is really stingy, only gave one pouch of money for silence, not even enough for me to gamble once. This is good now, been hungry for several days, time to have a good meal at Granny Wang’s tea shop,” he put the money pouch in his bosom, folded his arms and walked toward the city in the morning light.

When the morning light shone into the room, Chang Yuncheng finally woke up. The first instant he opened his eyes, his whole body tensed and he sat up abruptly, then realized he was still in his own room, just not on his usual sleeping couch.

He relaxed, looking at the small room in the morning light, with books and strange quill pens arranged on the table, clean and tidy.

Chang Yuncheng picked up his clothes and put them on, looking toward the bedroom opposite.

The bedroom door was tightly closed. He smiled slightly, walking over with big steps while getting dressed.

“Hey,” he called out.

No response came from the bedroom.

“Get up,” he called again.

Still no response from inside. Chang Yuncheng hesitated for a moment, then reached out to push open the door.

The bedding was piled messily on the bed, empty of people. The sound of water came from the washing room.

He hesitated for a moment, then finally made up his mind and reached out to push the washing room door.

“Qi Yueniang,” he called.

When his hand touched the door, his heart beat violently, and he closed his eyes at the same time, but when he touched it, the door didn’t open.

This woman…

Chang Yuncheng opened his eyes and vigorously shook the door.

Qi Yue’s laughter came from inside.

“Pervert, I’m not that stupid,” she laughed.

“Come out, I need to use it,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“I’m not finished yet, wait a while,” Qi Yue said from inside.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and turned back to sit down.

The sound of splashing water came from the washing room, along with the woman’s soft humming.

“Sounds terrible,” Chang Yuncheng said, while tapping the table with his hand.

Time slowly passed. At first he could sit leisurely, but soon he couldn’t sit still.

“Hey, are you done yet?” he walked over and knocked on the door again.

“Not yet…” came Qi Yue’s drawn-out response.

“Enough is enough,” Chang Yuncheng pounded the door twice and said.

The splashing water inside became even louder.

Chang Yuncheng had indeed been joking at first, but now he was getting rather urgent. He simply pushed the door hard, not knowing what the woman had propped behind the door. It was so heavy that it wouldn’t budge at all.

Early in the morning, did she expect him to run outside to relieve himself? If word got out…

Hearing the thumping sounds from inside, A’Ru and Qiu Xiang, who had been eavesdropping outside, couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Lord, do you have any orders?” A’Ru pushed the door open and entered, head lowered.

Qiu Xiang timidly followed behind A’Ru, not daring to breathe heavily.

Chang Yuncheng strode out past them.

“Young Marchioness?” A’Ru called again.

The sound of heavy objects moving came from the washing room, then the door opened, and Qi Yue swayed out with her hair loose.

“Prepare breakfast,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang quickly retreated. One went to call A’Hao to do hair, the other went to prepare food service.

“Sister A’Ru,” Qiu Xiang pulled A’Ru aside and whispered as they left, “The Lord and Young Marchioness seem to have slept together…”

A’Ru was startled. She couldn’t help but look back at the bedroom, seeing the familiar bright red brocade quilt she had prepared for the Young Marchioness, right there on the Lord’s bed…

This was impossible. She instinctively looked to the other side, where Qi Yue was already seated in front of the bronze mirror, and on the arhat bed beside her were azure bedding and quilts.

“They just switched places, that’s all,” she sighed in relief, but also felt a bit disappointed, and said, pulling Qiu Xiang out.

When Chang Yuncheng returned from the study, Qi Yue had already finished eating.

“Really no manners,” he couldn’t help but say angrily.

Qi Yue was strolling in the corridor, hearing his words only smiled.

Sitting alone in the dining room, without that annoying woman, Chang Yuncheng instead felt eating was no fun. He casually ate a few bites then came out.

Maids were cleaning and sweeping in the courtyard, quiet yet lively.

Chang Yuncheng walked into the room but couldn’t see Qi Yue.

Qiu Xiang was leading two maids making beds and folding quilts, wiping tables, chairs, and benches. Seeing him enter, they quickly bowed.

“Where is the Young Marchioness?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“The Young Marchioness went out,” Qiu Xiang said.

Chang Yuncheng immediately felt his chest full of frustration.

This annoying woman, what did she think this place was, running out all day long? Was staying in the room so difficult?

Going out was one thing, but not even saying a word—what did she take him for?!

“Where did she go?” he shouted angrily, “Who gave her permission to go out freely?”

Qiu Xiang was frightened and trembled.

“She said to the medicine shop?” she stammered in reply, “The Young Marchioness said, said she had reported to the Marchioness…”

This annoying woman…

Chang Yuncheng angrily sat down, flicking his sleeves.

“All of you get out,” he looked at the maids in the room, feeling only irritation.

Qiu Xiang quickly led everyone out.

The room returned to quiet, a quiet that made one even more irritated…

Chang Yuncheng grabbed his cloak and strode out.

Chapter 107: Initial Steps
When Qi Yue arrived at Qianjin Hall, Liu Pucheng wasn’t there, and neither was Hu San.

“Master has gone to meet friends,” Zhang Tong said.

Qi Yue made an acknowledging sound.

“Hu San went too?” she asked.

“Hu San is at the leather craftsman’s shop in the south of the city. The things you asked for are almost finished,” Zhang Tong smiled.

“That’s quite fast,” Qi Yue said with pleasant surprise, while taking out the questions she had from reading to ask, “I’ll just ask you then.”

Zhang Tong respectfully and carefully explained everything to her one by one. As they were talking, a disciple came running in shouting loudly from outside.

“Senior Brother, severe trauma case.”

Liu Pucheng had trained his disciples well, with everyone having their own duties. The senior brothers in the front hall could handle ordinary ailments, but for serious cases, Liu Pucheng’s personal attention was still needed. This was also what the patients’ families required – generally, those who came here were drawn by Liu Pucheng’s reputation.

With Liu Pucheng absent, the eldest disciple Zhang Tong was in charge.

Qi Yue followed Zhang Tong out. The waiting area in the front hall was already in chaos.

Several men and women surrounded a man in his forties lying on a door plank, crying and talking. The man had bled all over the door plank, and his thick winter trousers had a large tear exposing bloody flesh.

“Gored by a wild boar…”

Seeing Zhang Tong approach, the others quickly made way.

“Physician Liu…” a man rushed over, grabbing Zhang Tong and about to kowtow, “Please save my elder brother.”

Zhang Tong supported him while answering.

“Don’t panic, let me take a look. My master isn’t here,” he replied.

These people were startled to hear this, and hearing the surrounding people address the newcomer as “Senior Brother,” they realized they had mistaken him for someone else.

“You… you’re not Physician Liu?” they asked.

“My master has gone out,” Zhang Tong replied.

A helper brought over basins of salt water and rice wine that had been prepared early. Zhang Tong washed his hands in them in sequence before examining the injured man’s wounds.

The concept of disinfection had been accepted by Qianjin Hall. Qi Yue, who had been watching, nodded approvingly. But it still wasn’t enough. She frowned – if only there were gloves, it would be better.

Could gloves be made somehow…

While she was lost in thought, the crying and wailing here grew louder.

Such a large, deep wound…

“Qi Yueniang… this needs suturing…” Zhang Tong looked up at Qi Yue and said.

Before Qi Yue could respond, the injured man’s family members all looked over with astonished expressions.

They had come seeking Liu Pucheng’s reputation. Liu Pucheng’s absence already made them uneasy, and now seeing this self-proclaimed disciple examine the wound for a long time without treating it, instead turning to ask a woman…

“I’ll do it. You all watch carefully,” Qi Yue said. Suturing wounds wasn’t something one could just learn immediately – it required practice. As Qianjin Hall specialized in treating injuries and trauma, she should really teach them.

As she spoke, she instructed them to prepare more salt water and rice wine.

“I’ll clean the wound first. A’Ru, quickly go back and get my things,” she said.

A’Ru responded and ran out.

“Just the thread…” she thought of something and added, “I used up all of it last time…”

“My master has some here,” Zhang Tong said quickly.

Qi Yue also remembered seeing the thread Liu Pucheng had brought last time. Though she didn’t know what it was made of, it was certainly for suturing.

“Boil it in salt water,” she said.

Zhang Tong immediately went to do it himself.

Here, Qi Yue rolled up her sleeves, washed her hands, but before she could approach the injured man, she was blocked.

“You, what are you, a woman, trying to do?” Two men looked at her warily and shouted.

“I’m going to treat his wound,” Qi Yue said.

Her disinfected hands, held habitually in front of her body, drew even more puzzled stares from these people.

“Where is there a woman who’s a physician…”

“Only midwives, right…”

“Look how strange this woman is…”

The family members whispered among themselves, while looking at Qi Yue with increasingly wary eyes.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’m also a physician,” Qi Yue quickly explained, only then realizing they distrusted her unfamiliar face.

This was understandable – even in modern hospitals, many patients came specifically asking for particular doctors.

“If you don’t believe me, ask them,” Qi Yue pointed to everyone present.

The helpers and disciples of Qianjin Hall immediately nodded in a confused chorus.

“Yes, this is Qi Yueniang…”

“…Very capable Qi Yueniang…”

The family members’ expressions remained skeptical.

“Qi Yueniang can perform abdominal surgery to treat wounds…” a disciple squeezed forward and shouted excitedly.

It would have been better if he hadn’t said this. When he did, the family members were startled.

“Sister-in-law, I think the people here have all gone crazy,” a man said quietly to the woman sitting beside the injured man.

The woman nodded, wiping her tears and glancing at Qi Yue.

“How can such a young woman be a physician? Too unreliable…” she muttered, while calling to everyone, “Since Physician Liu isn’t here anyway, let’s go to another place…”

With her words, the family members immediately lifted the injured man and headed outside.

“Hey, hey, I really can treat him,” Qi Yue was somewhat dumbfounded and hurried after them to persuade, “Don’t look at the person, look at the skill. Give it a try.”

“Bah!” A younger woman turned around with red eyes and spat, “Give it a try? This is a life we’re talking about, not something else. Give it a try – you say it so lightly…”

Qi Yue quickly apologized, but the group quickened their pace and hurried out.

Qi Yue sighed, looking disappointed.

“Here, here, it’s ready!” Zhang Tong ran out excitedly carrying a box of thread still steaming, shouting.

Before he finished speaking, he saw the empty waiting area and stood there stunned.

“Where is everyone?” he asked.

“They… wouldn’t let Qi Yueniang treat him…” a disciple said awkwardly.

Zhang Tong couldn’t help but feel frustrated.

“This… this really…” he stammered, not knowing what to say.

Here, Qi Yue turned around and shrugged.

“Well, whether they let me treat him or not doesn’t matter. It’s the patient’s choice after all. No matter who they find, as long as he can be cured, that’s good,” she smiled, while looking at the disciples in the hall. A thought flashed through her mind, “I’ll teach you all suturing techniques.”

These people were those who regularly came into contact with patients, these people were familiar to those seeking medical treatment. This way, with more trust and more opportunities, they could reduce the patients’ suffering by one degree.

Hearing Qi Yue say this, everyone in the hall was stunned.

Even the helpers picking herbs were dazed. The entire Qianjin Hall fell silent.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue was startled and looked at everyone in confusion.

“Qi Yueniang, you said you’d teach us suturing techniques?” a disciple asked boldly.

“Yes, what’s wrong?” she asked, then smiled, “Don’t be afraid. This is actually quite simple. Just practice more and you’ll get it. It’s not difficult. Much, much easier than learning traditional Chinese medicine…”

As her words fell, everyone was certain they hadn’t misheard, and suddenly the place erupted in excitement.

“Thank you, Qi Yueniang…”

“No, we should call her Master…”

When Hu San entered Qianjin Hall carrying a box, he heard everyone shouting “Master,” then saw the woman standing where everyone was bowing in unison.

“Don’t call her that randomly!” Hu San was startled and jumped over in two or three steps, stretching out his hand to block in front of Qi Yue, glaring like a small beast protecting its food, “This is my master! Don’t shout randomly!”

Qi Yue laughed heartily, the laughter warming her heart.

“You all prepare some leather,” Qi Yue told everyone what they needed to prepare, “Then each person should prepare some needles… needles… Hu San…”

Hu San, who had been sitting behind everyone with a sullen face and somewhat sulking, quickly responded loudly when he heard his name and stood up, sticking out his non-existent belly.

“Take these needles of mine,” Qi Yue took out several suturing needles of different functions from the medical bag A’Ru had brought, “Find a place to have them forged, then make a set for each person.”

These instruments… Hu San couldn’t help but become so nervous and excited he couldn’t breathe.

He reached out with trembling hands to take them.

“Master…” he murmured, unable to say anything else.

“Oh, here’s the money,” Qi Yue said again, reaching for the money pouch from A’Ru and stuffing it into Hu San’s hands.

“Master, Master, I dare not…”

“Master, we’ll pay for it ourselves…”

Everyone shouted in confusion, some taking out money from their bodies to hand over.

“Keep your money to support your families,” Qi Yue smiled, “Besides, this isn’t my money anyway. Might as well spend it…”

She lowered her voice for this last sentence, and only A’Ru heard it.

A’Ru was slightly startled. Was it because of this that she always seemed so carefree and indifferent? To her, everything about the marquis household was… ultimately insignificant.

“Master,” some of the younger disciples were almost choking up, “The skills you teach us will feed our families for a lifetime.”

After Qi Yue left, the disciples of Qianjin Hall immediately surrounded Hu San.

“Step back, step back, stay away,” Hu San clutched the needles tightly to his chest, not caring if they pricked him, while making stopping gestures with one hand toward everyone, “If you damage them, your lives couldn’t compensate…”

Everyone quickly stepped back a bit.

“Hu San, we’ll just look…” someone said with a smile.

“Looking is not allowed either,” Hu San said in a drawn-out tone, glaring, and simply tucked the suturing needles into his shirt. Then thinking of something, he looked around at everyone, “I have something to say up front…”

Everyone looked at him with some excitement, not knowing what important matter this kid had to announce.

“Although we all call her Master, I’m the eldest senior brother, and you all have to call me Senior Brother,” Hu San shouted loudly with a serious expression.

Everyone was stunned for a moment.

This kid was actually concerned about this…

“Do I have to call you Senior Brother too?” Zhang Tong snorted and looked at him with his hands behind his back.

Hu San immediately grinned at him.

“I wouldn’t dare, I wouldn’t dare. You’re my senior brother…” he smiled.

“What about me?”

“Hu San, you dare to make me call you Senior Brother…”

“Exactly, what makes you think you can…”

“Let’s reorganize, reorganize…”

Qianjin Hall was filled with laughter and noise, but the eldest senior brother Zhang Tong, who usually insisted on order, didn’t stop his junior brothers. Instead, he stood aside watching with a smile.

When Chang Yuncheng stepped through the door, he saw lights on in the room, with a woman’s silhouette cast on the window frame.

However, by now he no longer thought this woman was staying up waiting for her husband to return.

“Lord.”

The maids all bowed, lifted the curtain, and Qiu Xiang followed him in to take his cloak.

Warm air hit his face inside the room. Otherwise, it wasn’t much different from before – there wasn’t that cloying fragrance that places with women usually had.

Chang Yuncheng walked straight into his bedroom.

“You’re back,” Qi Yue’s voice sounded from behind.

Chang Yuncheng paused in his steps, said nothing, dismissed Qiu Xiang and closed the bedroom door.

Chapter 108: Gradual Development
Greeting a roommate when they return is basic courtesy. Whether they respond or not is their business.

Qi Yue didn’t mind. She stretched and moved her neck around.

“It’s really impossible. Forget it, forget it. Rubber and such – it’s not something I can just make by saying so,” she said with some frustration, throwing down her pen.

The ink from the quill pen splattered on the paper covered with writing like a blooming flower.

“Young Marchioness, would you like some tea?” Qiu Xiang had come back just as she was about to leave, asking attentively.

“Sure,” Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

Sometimes accepting is more polite than being courteous.

Qiu Xiang happily poured tea and brought it over.

“Young Marchioness, you’ve been looking at and writing for so long. Let this servant massage your shoulders,” she said again.

Chang Yuncheng inside heard this and twitched his mouth.

As a senior maid, she usually felt that even pouring tea was beneath her status, yet now she was volunteering to do the work of junior maids.

Really…

He directly took off his clothes, revealing his sturdy body as he entered the washing room. When he finished washing and came out, the fragrance of food drifted in.

“Young Marchioness, see if what I made suits your taste?” came the quiet voice of an unfamiliar maid.

“There’s no right or wrong about this. As long as it’s made with care, it’s all delicious,” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Hao smiled with squinted eyes.

“A’Hao could open a small restaurant,” Qi Yue praised, while drinking soup heartily, “I only told you once, and you made it this well.”

A’Hao smiled bashfully.

“If I could learn even a tiny bit of Young Marchioness’s skills, I’d be content,” she said.

“Learn slowly, take your time,” Qi Yue smiled. As she said this, she paused, hearing footsteps from over there. She stood up and walked over, knocking on the bedroom door.

“Lord?” she called.

No one answered from inside.

“Are you asleep?” she asked again.

“What is it?” Chang Yuncheng’s low voice came from inside.

“Want a midnight snack?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, “There’s fig and pear stew, good for moistening the lungs and reducing internal heat.”

No one answered from inside. Qi Yue turned to A’Hao and pouted, making a helpless expression. She was about to turn and leave when the door opened.

Qi Yue gave him a welcoming smile.

“Come, it’s very tasty,” she said, walking over first.

Chang Yuncheng followed slowly. He saw a maid in a small jacket standing in the room, head lowered, shrinking aside as if ashamed.

Oh, that maid…

“You go rest. The night duty people will clean up,” Qi Yue said.

Ever since someone had seen the scar on her belly, A’Hao had always been shy about meeting people, especially these masters.

A’Hao understood that Qi Yue was being considerate of her. After hesitating, she responded and went down.

Qi Yue personally ladled a small bowl and handed it over.

“It’s a bit sweet. If you don’t like sweet food, you might not be used to it,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng took it without speaking and poured it into his mouth.

“Hey, it’s hot, slow down,” Qi Yue said quickly, also finding it somewhat amusing.

Chang Yuncheng had already finished drinking.

“You can’t do this. It’s bad for your stomach,” Qi Yue shook her head.

Chang Yuncheng’s mouth corners slightly lifted as if he smiled.

“Good or bad, it’s all just staying alive,” he said, putting down the bowl and standing up.

Qi Yue looked at him and studied him carefully. It seemed this guy’s mood was normal now.

“Why did you join the army?” she suddenly asked.

Chang Yuncheng’s turning body stopped.

“With your background, there’s no need to work so hard,” Qi Yue said.

“Because I don’t want to stay in this house,” Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her with a smile, “Don’t want to see you people.”

Qi Yue looked at him and made an acknowledging sound. Indeed, his mood was normal – even when saying he disliked people, he said it with a smile…

“Lonely…” she seemed to mutter to herself, her gaze turning away to fall on the window frame.

The room fell silent. The wind rose again, seeming to carry snow particles that rustled against the window.

Chang Yuncheng stopped walking.

This seemingly sighing sentence felt like a punch to his heart, buzzing with echoes.

Yes, lonely…

Such a big house, so many people, yet he felt he was always alone, watching these people’s joy, sadness, anger, bitter smiles, and chatter.

“Hey, sit down and have another bowl,” Qi Yue called to him.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her sideways. This woman, just how changeable was her face…

“Eat some sweets, it improves your mood,” Qi Yue smiled, pushing the bowl forward.

“When I’m in a bad mood, that’s when you’re in a good mood, right?” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching out to take the bowl.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“You still remember that,” she said, also serving herself a bowl, “Mainly because what you did back then was too excessive.”

Chang Yuncheng lifted his head to pour it into his mouth again.

“Wait, don’t drink like that,” Qi Yue quickly raised her hand to grab his arm, “Everything else belongs to others, only the body belongs to oneself. No matter how others treat us, we must cherish ourselves, otherwise, that would be too stupid.”

As she spoke, she pursed her lips in a smile, with a hint of mischief as she blinked.

“Lord is a smart person.”

Looking at the woman before him, because it was warm inside, she was only wearing a thin jacket, and he could feel the softness of the hand gripping his arm.

“During marches, meals are at irregular times. When there’s food, you eat quickly. Not used to using spoons and such,” he said, his voice slightly uncomfortable.

Qi Yue let go of his hand and sat down.

“The body is the capital of revolution,” she said, then laughed at herself, “Actually, I’m the same. When I’m busy, I just grab a quick bite, clearly knowing that instant noodles…”

She bit her tongue as she said this, covering her mouth and hissing.

“What’s wrong?” Chang Yuncheng put down his bowl and looked over, reaching out to grip her wrist that was covering her mouth.

She almost bit her tongue off. Serves her right – this was the consequence of saying things she shouldn’t say.

Qi Yue covered her mouth, only breathing in without speaking. Her face wrinkled in pain.

“Really stupid, biting your tongue while talking,” Chang Yuncheng frowned, while reaching out to pull away her hand and pinch her mouth open, “Let me see…”

Qi Yue made muffled sounds. Unable to resist his strength, her mouth was pinched open.

“You bit it open,” Chang Yuncheng said, frowning.

Qi Yue finally recovered.

“It hurts so much,” she said with a thick tongue, trying to close her mouth but finding that Chang Yuncheng’s hand was still pinching her cheeks.

To examine her tongue, Chang Yuncheng stood very close, almost touching her, looking down from above. Warm breath blew on her face, and the fingers pinching her face transmitted an unfamiliar sensation.

This woman actually looks quite good…

This thought flashed through Chang Yuncheng’s mind. His gaze circled around the woman’s face.

The room quieted down, with only the sound of wind and snow hitting the window. Candlelight flickered. The night was hazy, and the atmosphere became strange.

Qi Yue shivered.

“Drink some cold water to stop the bleeding,” she said, her tongue instantly returning to normal, while stepping back to get away from Chang Yuncheng’s hand.

“Then drink cold water,” Chang Yuncheng said, shaking his hand and turning to leave, “I’m going to sleep. Don’t bother me again.”

Good, good. Because he was too disgusted by Qi Yueniang, he wouldn’t be impulsive enough to do something inappropriate just because of her looks…

Qi Yue sighed in relief.

What’s with the hand shaking? I haven’t even complained about you yet.

Qi Yue raised her hand to rub her face twice, then touched her tongue and hissed, quickly going to find cold water to drink.

The night passed without incident.

When dawn came, Qi Yue was still curled up in her bedding.

Earlier there had been maids walking around outside and quiet conversation. She knew it had started snowing.

Heavy snow day. Bed-lazing day. Although there was no heating, the charcoal brazier in the room burned warmly. It didn’t feel too cold and unbearable.

Chang Yuncheng opened the door, pacing back and forth in his room, and finally simply walked around in the main hall.

This woman was still sleeping? She couldn’t have also slept poorly last night…

Chang Yuncheng muttered, somehow his heart beat accelerated twice, then he saw the head in the bedding move. He hurriedly turned his gaze away, pretending to admire the snow outside the window.

But there was no sound of the woman talking or getting up. He couldn’t help but glance over with his peripheral vision, and actually saw the woman leaning out and stretching her arm from the arhat bed to reach for something on the table…

Chang Yuncheng was dumbfounded.

“You, you…” he didn’t know what to say.

Qi Yue had contentedly gotten the book she wanted. She grinned at Chang Yuncheng who was staring stupidly, then shrank back into the bedding.

This woman really… indeed because of her background, she was truly too crude…

Chang Yuncheng stopped avoiding and walked straight over.

“Excuse me, help me pour a cup of water,” Qi Yue said from inside the bedding, flipping through her book.

Chang Yuncheng resisted the urge to throw off her blanket.

“What kind of behavior is this? Get up already,” he frowned and shouted.

Qi Yue shrank further into the bedding.

“Aren’t you going out for a run today?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“I don’t want to go out today. If you don’t want to see me, I’ll trouble you to go out and avoid me. This is your territory – you can go anywhere. I can’t. I can only be trapped here,” Qi Yue said, showing half her face to look at Chang Yuncheng.

She went out because he had said seeing her made him sick…

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, feeling a strange taste in his heart.

So it wasn’t because she didn’t want to see him…

Chang Yuncheng’s mouth corners couldn’t help but lift slightly, while his heart also felt slightly sour…

In any case, it was a strange feeling.

“Lord, Young Marchioness, may this servant come in to serve?” came A’Ru’s inquiring voice from outside.

Chang Yuncheng composed himself and walked away as two maids pushed the door open.

Madam Xie finished her daily prayers and stood up with Nanny Su’s support.

“The first snow of the day,” Nanny Su smiled, while placing hand warmers and foot warmers for the seated Madam Xie.

Madam Xie glanced outside the window. The snow in the courtyard had been swept clean, and birds occasionally landed to forage. Her gaze returned to see plum blossoms on the table that were freshly arranged and budding.

What a refreshing day indeed.

“The Marquis rested at Concubine Zhu’s place yesterday,” Nanny Su said, “Earlier Concubine Liu brought Fourth Miss over. I sent her away.”

Madam Xie’s mouth showed a trace of mocking smile, unwilling to mention those women again.

“What is the Lord doing today? Has he gone out again? Poor child, it’s clearly his own home, yet he has nowhere to stay,” she sighed, her brows showing deep dissatisfaction and resentment.

Nanny Su sent a maid out. Soon the maid ran back.

“The Lord and Young Marchioness are in the room reading and writing,” the maid said.

Madam Xie was drinking tea when she heard this and choked, unable to catch her breath.



Chapter 109: Extinguished
Nanny Su and others had to pinch and pat Madam Xie before she recovered.

“You wretched girl are really tired of living,” Nanny Su said with an iron-blue face, furious.

The little maid had already been frightened into kneeling on the ground, trembling, kowtowing to beg forgiveness.

“Enough, what does it have to do with her,” Madam Xie said slowly, waving her hand, “It’s me… who’s useless…”

A’Luan quickly led the maids out.

“Madam, this can’t continue like this,” Nanny Su said urgently.

Madam Xie’s face was somber, seeming to be in a daze.

“Second Madam was right. A man and woman alone together, and the Lord has such a straightforward nature, while that woman is cunning. Now they’re living in the same room. Although they haven’t… but they are husband and wife after all. If somehow they… it would be normal… If a man tastes that woman’s body, then…” Nanny Su said in a low voice.

“Stop talking,” Madam Xie cut her off sharply. She couldn’t even imagine such things…

Nanny Su lowered her head and stopped speaking.

“I will never… let this woman… serve incense offerings to my sister and me as a daughter-in-law…” Madam Xie said viciously, her hands on her knees gripping her horse-face skirt tightly, crumpling it into a ball, “That old witch killed my sister. I absolutely cannot let my sister suffer such humiliation even after death!”

Nanny Su nodded, her expression also sorrowful and angry.

“Go call him here for me,” Madam Xie said coldly.

Nanny Su hesitated.

“When the Lord comes, Madam, you must speak to him properly…” knowing her mistress’s temper, she quickly said in a low voice.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“He calls me mother, what can’t I say directly? Am I supposed to coax him? Then what would I become?” She slapped the table, “Call him here. Don’t let him come in to see me – make him kneel outside.”

Nanny Su was startled, not daring to persuade further, and hurried out.

Chang Yuncheng flicked the quill pen in his hand.

“Hey, hey, don’t shake it around,” Qi Yue on the other side quickly raised her hand to block, but still got splattered with a few drops of ink.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the dots on her face and smiled.

“Go play somewhere else, will you? I’m busy,” Qi Yue glared at him.

Chang Yuncheng threw down the quill pen, looking over with disdain.

“Busy?” he said, “What could you possibly be busy with?”

Qi Yue felt somewhat frustrated and crumpled the paper into a ball, throwing it out with a basketball shooting motion.

“How can I make gloves?” she rubbed her face in distress.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at the scattered papers on the table, which had drawings of palms, arms, and similar shapes.

“Gloves? Make them with leather,” he said.

“What leather – it’s rubber,” Qi Yue sighed. She had been thinking all night about how rubber was made, but apart from remembering that sap flowed out when you cut a tree, she knew nothing else.

Would the sap become usable just by drying after flowing out?

“Aren’t they just protective gloves? Sheepskin is best, deerskin is also good,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue suddenly lifted her head to look at him.

“What did you say?” she asked.

“Sheepskin, deerskin…” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Not that. The sentence before,” Qi Yue stared at him intently.

“Protective…” Chang Yuncheng was somewhat puzzled by her stare.

Qi Yue slapped the table.

With a bang, A’Ru and Qiu Xiang standing outside were startled and exchanged glances.

Were they about to fight again…

They couldn’t help but move closer, but didn’t hear any other sounds of things breaking, nor Chang Yuncheng’s angry shouts. Instead, Qi Yue’s joyful voice rang out.

“I’m so stupid, I was thinking about it wrong,” Qi Yue smiled, beaming, “I was always thinking about surgical gloves, but forgot the original purpose of gloves. They can’t perform surgery right away anyway. The key is protection! As long as they can provide isolation and prevent infection, any gloves will do. Why was I obsessing over rubber!”

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t understand a word, but this woman often said incomprehensible things anyway.

Qi Yue smiled and stood up, patting his arm.

“Thanks. That’s why I say the Lord is a smart person,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng coughed from her pat.

Where did this annoying woman learn such behavior… what kind of manners…

“Do we have the sheepskin and deerskin you mentioned at home?” Qi Yue asked again.

The words “our home” slipped past his ears. Chang Yuncheng felt a tingling sensation.

“If we don’t have them, we can buy them,” he said.

“Right, let’s first go see how the things Hu San had that leather craftsman make turned out, then have him make gloves too…” Qi Yue muttered to herself, while calling for A’Ru.

A’Ru responded and hurried in. Qiu Xiang hesitated for a moment before carefully peeking in from outside.

“Do I still have money?” she asked.

A’Ru was somewhat amused by her question, but seeing Chang Yuncheng there, she didn’t dare laugh.

“Yes, although your monthly allowance was always short before, the past few months have all been made up at once. This way it’s actually better – you’ve been saving and have quite a bit,” A’Ru said quietly.

A double entendre.

Chang Yuncheng frowned and glanced at A’Ru.

This woman couldn’t even get her monthly allowance before…

Qi Yue didn’t care about this; she cared about having quite a bit.

“Besides, even without monthly allowance, you don’t lack for this little money,” A’Ru added.

The wealthiest former mistress of this house left almost all her private savings to you…

“Then bring more money. Let’s go to Qianjin Hall to find Hu San,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Going out again?” Chang Yuncheng frowned.

A’Ru, who had been about to turn around, stopped and glanced at Qi Yue.

“You can enjoy comfortable solitude,” Qi Yue smiled and waved at him, urging A’Ru to hurry.

A’Ru no longer looked at Chang Yuncheng and turned to call A’Hao and Que Zhi to come serve Qi Yue in changing clothes.

Chang Yuncheng stood aside, watching as Qi Yue was quickly and efficiently helped to change clothes by the two maids.

“…Should I bring a cloak?”

“…Not this one, it’s too bright…”

“…Should I take a hand warmer…”

The women’s chatter filled the room. Chang Yuncheng watched and listened silently. For the first time, he felt that places with many women weren’t necessarily all noisy and annoying…

That woman said something that made her laugh. Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his mouth corners slowly pursing. The arc grew larger and larger.

“Can you recognize good leather…” he coughed and spoke.

Qi Yue, who was shaking out her cloak, didn’t hear clearly and looked up at him.

“What?” she asked.

“Don’t let people cheat you…” Chang Yuncheng said with a stern face, a flash of nervousness in his eyes.

Having said this much, she would invite him, right?

“It’s fine. Hu San has a trustworthy leather craftsman,” Qi Yue smiled, while raising her head for Que Zhi to tie the strings.

Chang Yuncheng sighed and bit his teeth.

“I…” he opened his mouth to speak.

A maid’s report came from outside.

“Lord, Madam requests your presence.”

Chang Yuncheng swallowed his words.

“You should go quickly,” Qi Yue said, having heard, while smiling at him.

Watching that woman leave with two maids, Chang Yuncheng walked toward Madam Xie’s courtyard. As soon as he entered the courtyard, a maid announced inside, and the door curtain was lifted.

Chang Yuncheng looked over with a smile, but saw Nanny Su standing there with a complicated expression, followed by a little maid.

“Lord,” Nanny Su called to him, saying quietly, “Madam wants you to kneel and reflect on your mistakes.”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, his gaze falling on the cushion the little maid was holding.

“You should have gone directly to kneel before your mother’s memorial tablet, but…” Madam Xie’s cold gaze swept over his face inch by inch, her eyes growing increasingly angry, “It’s not even spring yet, and your face is already blooming…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie, confusion in his eyes.

“First kneel before my Buddha altar, to remove that smile you brought from that woman from your face, lest you go there and let your mother see it, making her angry enough to die again in the underworld,” Madam Xie said coldly.

Chang Yuncheng’s face instantly turned iron-blue. He looked at Madam Xie, about to say something.

“You don’t need to say anything to me, Yuncheng. You’ve already lied to me once. I don’t want to hear you lie again,” Madam Xie no longer looked at him, taking a long breath, her gaze falling behind the kneeling Chang Yuncheng, “You don’t need to say anything. You know in your heart what you’ve been thinking when looking at that woman these past few days. Don’t try to explain. You’re not good at lying – it’s written all over your face…”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression grew increasingly ugly, his emotions complex.

“Go out and kneel. I don’t want to see you like this, and I won’t let your mother see it either,” Madam Xie said word by word, pointing toward the inner Buddha hall.

Chang Yuncheng kowtowed to her and walked straight in.

After noon, Madam Xie lay in the inner room with her eyes closed, resting, while a little maid gently massaged her legs.

Nanny Su lifted the curtain and entered, hesitating to speak.

“You feel sorry for him – don’t I?” Madam Xie spoke first, saying slowly, “From the time I took his hand for my sister when I was seventeen, I never thought of anything else. I raised him like my own precious jewel, loving him more than my own eyes…”

Nanny Su sighed.

“The Lord has been kneeling for quite a while. The eldest miss’s side is cold, and the ground is freezing. The Lord refuses to use the cushion…” she said quietly.

Madam Xie’s eyes snapped open.

“Wasn’t a cushion provided?” she asked, her eyes full of worry.

“The Lord refuses to use the cushion and just kneels like that,” Nanny Su said, “Madam, he knows he was wrong and is punishing himself. Don’t you know this child? Harsh to others, even harsher to himself.”

Madam Xie’s expression had already softened.

“Madam, Second Madam has arrived,” a maid announced outside.

Both Madam Xie and Nanny Su were startled.

Second Madam came in a sedan chair, surrounded by a group of matrons and maids, with her daughter Chang Yinglan also present.

“Aunt,” she smiled, supporting her mother as they approached.

“Why did you come out in this heavy snow and cold weather?” Madam Xie reached out to grasp Chen Shi’s hand as she entered, holding her ice-cold hand while repeatedly complaining, “If there’s anything, send someone to tell me, or I could come to you. What are all those people being fed for if not for this?”

Chen Shi just smiled gently. Due to the cold, her complexion had an unnatural flush.

“I’ve been feeling much better lately, so I wanted to come out for a walk,” she said, sitting on the heated platform.

Nanny Su directed the maids in a flurry of activity to place charcoal braziers in front of Chen Shi.

“Let me do it,” a slender woman in a dark purple crossed-collar jacket with a concentric knot hairstyle placed a hand warmer in Chen Shi’s hands.

Only then did everyone notice her, with some surprise in their eyes.

This woman was seventeen or eighteen years old, petite, with a silver-plate face, bright eyes, and dignified bearing. Though simply dressed, she couldn’t hide her distinguished family background.

Seeing everyone’s attention, she slightly lowered her head and stood behind Chen Shi.

Chang Yinglan beside her slightly pursed her lips.

“This is my sister’s child,” Chen Shi said with a smile, while taking the woman’s hand, “Yufang, greet the Marchioness.”

Madam Xie was quite surprised to hear this.

“A daughter of the Rao family?” she asked.

Rao Yufang stepped forward a few steps and bowed to Madam Xie.

“Yufang greets Madam,” she said, her voice gentle and pure.

Chapter 110: Halted
Duke Chen’s family had three daughters. Chen Shi was the youngest, with two older sisters above her. The eldest married into the prominent Xu family of Jiangnan, the second into the prestigious Rao family of Shandong. The current Grand Secretary of the Xianzheng Hall was this second daughter’s husband.

This couldn’t be the legitimate daughter of Chen Shi’s sister, could it? How could a legitimate daughter easily leave home? Going to maternal grandparents’ house would be possible, but coming this far to an aunt’s house would be quite unlikely.

Madam Xie understood Chen Shi’s meaning in an instant.

She wanted her to look the girl over as a potential match…

By rights, Marquis Dingxi marrying a daughter of the Rao family would be a suitable match, but that was for legitimate daughters. As for concubine-born daughters…

But any family with official titles or hereditary positions would seek legitimate sons for their legitimate daughters. Even becoming a second wife was rare, let alone becoming a concubine.

“This is my brother-in-law’s younger brother’s daughter. Her parents died early, and she’s been raised by their side all along,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

A legitimate daughter of the Rao family!

Madam Xie was somewhat surprised, but this child whose parents died young…

Still, a child of the Rao family, raised by Duke Chen’s daughter, would naturally be well-bred.

“I thought so – she has such refined bearing, as if cut from the same mold as you,” Madam Xie smiled, extending her hand, “Come, let me have a look.”

Yufang walked over with lowered head, placing her hand in Madam Xie’s.

Her palm was round and smooth, with no nail polish, neatly trimmed, with good bone structure and flesh – exactly the type Madam Xie favored most.

Madam Xie looked at her face, growing more satisfied the more she looked.

Nanny Su had already gone to prepare a meeting gift when Madam Xie extended her hand, and now hurried over with it.

“Here, take this to play with. I didn’t know you were coming, so don’t mind if it’s simple,” Madam Xie smiled, handing her a set of three twisted silver bracelets.

Yufang accepted them graciously, thanked her, and stepped back.

“Yinglan, take Yufang to visit your eldest sister-in-law,” Chen Shi said.

Madam Xie said nothing.

“Oh,” Chang Yinglan slowly responded, bowed to Madam Xie, and took her leave.

“Go ahead,” Madam Xie said with a smile.

Chang Yinglan left the room and stood in the corridor without moving. Yufang quietly followed behind her, neither urging nor rushing.

“Eldest sister-in-law is very boring and doesn’t like talking to people. She’s the most uninteresting,” Chang Yinglan turned to whisper to her, “Let’s go play with Shulan instead.”

Yufang’s eyes held a smile.

“Sister, I heard from Nanny Wang that Second Sister seems to be… not quite convenient?” she said quietly.

Yinglan was startled, then remembered that Concubine Zhou had suddenly been sent to the family temple. Although officially it was said to be for praying for the Old Marchioness’s blessings, even three-year-old children in the marquis household didn’t believe such words. Second Miss’s birth mother was Concubine Zhou. Though there was no real relationship, she had still voluntarily closed her doors to visitors.

This woman knew everything! She’d only been here a few days!

“It’s fine. Things become convenient when I go,” Yinglan said.

Yufang smiled knowingly and lowered her head, saying nothing more.

The two began walking out again. Just as they were about to leave, they heard someone walking hurriedly behind them.

“…If he’s not well, your heart feels even worse… What’s the point of you mother and son tormenting each other like this!” Chen Shi’s voice came through.

Yinglan, concerned about her mother, quickly turned around. Yufang followed suit, seeing Chen Shi hurrying out of the room without assistance, with Madam Xie and maids and servants rushing after her.

“Mother,” Yinglan immediately ran back over.

Yufang naturally followed.

By the time they arrived, Chen Shi had already entered a room.

“Get up quickly. Your aunt says to let you get up,” her voice came from inside.

Madam Xie also lifted the curtain and went in, while the servants and maids stopped at the doorway.

“This is…” Yinglan looked puzzled.

“This is the room where the former mistress’s spirit tablet is kept,” a servant woman whispered to her.

Yinglan understood. The former Marchioness was the current Marchioness’s own sister. Other households’ second wives would be superstitious about having the previous wife’s spirit tablet in their courtyard, but young Madam Xie didn’t mind. From the day she married in, she had moved her sister’s tablet over, and it had remained there ever since.

“Who’s inside?” she couldn’t help but wonder.

Before she finished speaking, a voice came from inside.

“I’m fine, Mother.”

The Lord…

Yinglan was even more shocked, turning to look at Yufang beside her.

Yufang looked over with some curiosity.

Chang Yinglan bit her lip and turned to leave.

“It’s nothing. Let’s go,” she said, pulling Yufang along.

Yufang made an acknowledging sound and nodded obediently, following her.

They had only walked a few steps when they heard the curtain rustling behind them and the servants stirring. Chang Yinglan couldn’t help but stop and look back, and Yufang naturally looked back as well.

Among the group of women stood a tall young man with his head lowered, seemingly looking at his legs and feet. Although they were far away, Rao Yufang still caught a clear glimpse of his appearance. She couldn’t help but freeze for a moment, then her face slightly reddened as she lowered her head.

It must be him…

“What’s wrong with Brother Lord? His legs and feet seem unsteady…” Chang Yinglan couldn’t help herself, glancing at Yufang, “You go out and wait for me first.”

Rao Yufang was somewhat amused and glanced at Chang Yinglan.

Chang Yinglan also felt she had been rude after speaking.

“Wait here for me. I’ll go see what’s wrong,” she said awkwardly. Without waiting for Yufang’s response, she hurried over.

After Chang Yuncheng entered the room, there was a flurry of activity.

“Rub it with medicinal wine…”

“We should still use some ointment…”

Looking at the bruises on his knees when he rolled up his trouser legs, Madam Xie finally couldn’t help but cry.

“I’m fine, Mother. This doesn’t even count as a superficial wound,” Chang Yuncheng said, smiling.

“Go get eldest sister-in-law to take a look,” Chang Yinglan called out.

With these words, the room fell quiet.

The atmosphere became somewhat strange…

Chang Yinglan was somewhat confused. She hadn’t said anything wrong – eldest sister-in-law was a divine physician, wasn’t she the most suitable person to look at this?

Hesitation appeared on Madam Xie’s face.

“No need,” Chang Yuncheng smiled and said, patting the medicinal wine on himself a few times, pulling down his trouser legs, then standing up and walking a few steps.

“See, it’s nothing,” he said.

Madam Xie looked at her son with relief, joy, sadness, and various emotions, crying even harder. She nodded, covering her mouth with her handkerchief.

But crying sounds came from outside.

It was a woman’s low, suppressed sobbing.

Everyone in the room was startled and looked outside. They couldn’t see anyone through the thick door curtain.

“Miss Rao, what’s wrong?” some maids and servants asked carefully and nervously.

“Nothing, nothing. I was improper,” a soft female voice came through, “I just… I just felt moved by life experiences… I thought of my parents dying early… I don’t even know what it feels like to be punished by parents to kneel…”

Chang Yinglan was almost furious hearing this. So your family treated you too well! You’re actually lamenting that no one scolded or beat you.

But Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng here had different feelings hearing this.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze looked toward the door again.

This glance was caught by both Chen Shi and Madam Xie.

“Yinglan, how are you treating your sister?” Chen Shi scolded quietly, “How can you treat a guest like this?”

Who wanted to treat such a guest like this? Chang Yinglan couldn’t hide her anger, but didn’t dare make her mother angry. She bowed heavily and stomped out.

“Let’s go quickly.”

The sound of light footsteps faded away.

“She’s your aunt’s sister’s daughter,” Madam Xie seemed to mention casually to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng made an acknowledging sound, and Madam Xie didn’t mention it again, pulling him to sit down and continuing to ask about his injuries.

At this time, the atmosphere in the back courtyard of Qianjin Hall was also somewhat tense. Many people surrounded in a circle.

Everyone held their breath nervously, watching as Hu San slowly inserted a thin, long tube into the water bucket bit by bit.

When it turned at one position, several bubbles gurgled up.

“Still not working…” everyone sighed in unison.

Qi Yue stood up, looking at several tubes thrown aside.

“The seal isn’t tight enough,” she murmured, “It would cause infusion contamination… I was being too fanciful. Even the 1950s hadn’t solved this problem, and I want to solve it now…”

Everyone looked at her with dejected expressions.

“Master…” Hu San was even more ashamed, as if the tube not working was all his fault, “That leather craftsman said if it doesn’t work, he’ll return the money…”

Qi Yue glared at him.

“Isn’t the man’s skill worth anything?” she said, “How can that be? Don’t you dare ask him for money back. I can’t afford to lose that face.”

Hu San scratched his head and smiled.

“It’s fine. It’s normal for this not to work. It would be abnormal if it did,” Qi Yue looked at everyone’s dejected expressions and smiled, waving her hand, “Come, let’s try this siphon again.”

Someone immediately brought another basin of water.

Qi Yue quickly used the siphon to draw water out. Everyone cheered.

Qi Yue also sighed in relief, rubbing her aching hands. Although it wasn’t very user-friendly, it was at least usable. It was somewhat of an achievement.

“These are gloves,” Qi Yue handed the diagram she had just drawn to Hu San.

“Gloves?” Hu San looked at the diagram with some confusion, “Are they like the ones you often wear, Master? Those leather craftsmen can’t make those…”

Qi Yue smiled and explained to him what they were for and what effect they would have. As for the rest, she’d let the leather craftsmen figure it out. Professional matters were best left to professionals.

Liu Pucheng still hadn’t returned. Qi Yue asked Zhang Tong about the questions she didn’t understand from last night’s reading, then went back. Her most urgent task now was to memorize these principles and methods by rote, then learn through on-site observation.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t return until very late. When Qi Yue heard him enter, she happily came over to greet him.

“Hi, I made a siphon today, although it’s not very user-friendly…” she said with some desire to share her happy mood.

Chang Yuncheng neither looked at her nor acknowledged her, letting Qiu Xiang help him remove his clothes.

“What’s wrong with your leg?” Qi Yue was halfway through speaking when she saw him walking inside with somewhat stiff legs and feet, limping. She quickly asked.

Chang Yuncheng still didn’t answer, and when entering the bedroom, he tripped on the threshold.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to steady him.

“Are you injured? Let me see…” she said.

“Get away,” Chang Yuncheng, being supported by her arm, reacted as if electrocuted, violently shaking her off and shouting.

Qi Yue was unprepared, and being bent over to look at Chang Yuncheng’s leg, this forceful shake hit her shoulder heavily, sending her stumbling backward.

The sound of porcelain shattering, a wooden stand falling to the ground, with a decorative vase breaking and rolling in pieces.

Qi Yue staggered a few steps, grabbed the partition frame, and steadied herself.

Chang Yuncheng rigidly withdrew his extended foot and outstretched hand, looking at this woman’s shocked expression, his clenched fingernails cutting into his palm.

What a familiar scene… How long had it been, and she had already forgotten.

Qi Yue composed her shock and smiled.

She clapped her hands, looked at Chang Yuncheng, then raised her hands to make two pushing gestures at him. Without saying anything, she lowered her hands and turned away.

Chapter 111: Undercurrents
Snow began falling again at midnight. When Qi Yue opened her eyes early in the morning, she thought she had slept until broad daylight.

“It’s still early,” A’Ru said, adding charcoal to the brazier.

Qi Yue got up and moved her hands and feet around the room, looking outside through the paper-covered window.

“Seems I don’t have the fate to sleep in,” she laughed, draping on a large cloak. “I’m going to use the latrine…”

A’Ru saw her walking out and quickly called after her.

“The Prince has already gone out,” she said, with some cautious probing in her voice, pointing in that direction.

Qi Yue made an acknowledging sound.

“I’ll just use yours then, it’s more convenient,” she smiled, waving her hand as she walked out.

A’Ru stood behind her with a worried expression.

After that moment last night, there had been no bickering, no quarreling, no deliberate confrontation. They had always hoped these two could get along peacefully, but now that they truly were peaceful, it felt even more alarming.

What exactly was wrong? Hadn’t things been getting better? How did it suddenly become like this…

“Qiu Xiang, what happened to the Prince yesterday?” she asked Qiu Xiang in a low voice as she entered the room.

Qiu Xiang waved her hand and looked around, then walked over in small steps.

“Yesterday, the Prince knelt at Madam’s place for half a day…” she said in a low voice.

A’Ru froze.

It was… Madam…

She sighed and didn’t ask any more questions.

After washing up and eating breakfast by herself, Qi Yue sat quietly in the room reading.

“The Prince is reading in the study,” A’Ru said, seemingly in casual conversation while pouring tea.

Qi Yue made an acknowledging sound.

“It really is inconvenient, taking up someone else’s room. I need to find a chance to move out,” she smiled.

A’Ru hesitated, looking at Qi Yue who lowered her head to read again.

“Young Madam, about Madam’s side… do you think… perhaps you should…” she finally gathered courage to speak.

“What about her again? Is she coming to trouble us again?” Qi Yue looked up at her in confusion.

A’Ru looked at her with some urgency and worry.

“Young Madam, if you think this way, your relationship with Madam will only get worse and worse,” she said. “She is, after all, your mother-in-law. You should…”

“Try to please her?” Qi Yue finished the sentence with a smile.

How clever, A’Ru nodded quickly.

Qi Yue smiled and turned the goose feather pen in her hand.

“A’Ru, this marriage arrangement – the Marchioness agreed to it from the beginning, right?” she asked.

A’Ru nodded.

“But this marriage still happened,” Qi Yue said, looking at A’Ru. “This is no longer about whether she likes or dislikes me as a person, but about this matter – this thing that went against her will – it has become her obsession. As long as I exist for one day, I remind her of her humiliation.”

A’Ru looked at her, understanding what she meant. Her face turned pale.

“Then… then is there no solution?” she asked in a trembling voice.

If a mother-in-law doesn’t like her daughter-in-law, how can life be lived well? If it were some other family with an uninvolved mother-in-law, that would be one thing, but in their household, the Marchioness was the first lady of the house. What’s more, the Prince was completely obedient to his mother…

“There is,” Qi Yue put down her pen with some solemnity.

A’Ru immediately brightened up. She knew the Young Madam was clever and capable.

“Divorce, letting her regain face and get her wish,” Qi Yue smiled slightly.

A’Ru was instantly doused with cold water.

“Di… divorce?” she stammered. Having been with Qi Yue for so long, she could guess the general meaning of words she’d never heard before. “You mean separation?”

“I won’t do being divorced,” Qi Yue said, then picked up her pen again. “It’s not like Qi Yueniang begged to come to their family. Since they invited me in, naturally they should invite me out properly. Being divorced? On what grounds!”

“I’m not talking about that,” A’Ru stamped her foot. This Young Madam’s thinking was really…

“I know what you want to say,” Qi Yue said. “Alright, A’Ru, I know everything. I have my own plans. Go busy yourself quickly. I need to use this time to read. I’ll need to rely on this to make a living in the future…”

Saying this, she stood up and pushed her toward the door.

“What… what do you mean rely on this to make a living?” A’Ru was even more confused.

“If I really become a divine physician and bring honor to the Marquis’s household, the Marquis will protect me. Otherwise, how could I still be jumping around so happily at home? So I mean making a living through medical skills…” Qi Yue smiled, pushing A’Ru out the door. “Go play for a while.”

Is that so? A’Ru wanted to ask more, but the door was closed by Qi Yue.

At this time, many merchants in the prefectural city were just opening their doors. The Rejuvenation Hall in the city center was no exception.

The young shop assistant was hunching his shoulders, having just removed one door panel, when he heard a commotion followed by people crashing into him.

“Doctor, doctor…” they shouted loudly, with crying mixed in, forcibly trying to squeeze inside.

“What’s going on? What’s going on?” the shop assistant shouted loudly. “We’re not open yet!”

“Doctor, quickly get the doctor. My elder brother is dying…” Leading them were two burly men wearing animal skin coats, obviously hunters.

The assistant took a closer look and recognized them.

“Oh, the one who was gored by a wild boar,” he said, continuing to remove the door panels. “Didn’t my master already see him? Why are you back?”

A crowd of people carried in a door panel being used as a stretcher.

“My elder brother is dying,” everyone shouted in chaos.

The shop assistant looked over and was startled. The man on the door panel was already delirious, shaking his head and talking nonsense, and the wound on his leg had turned black and was oozing pus.

“What’s wrong?” Wang Qingchun, the doctor at Rejuvenation Hall, came out asking.

“Master, it’s bad, it’s rot…” the assistant rushed over to say quietly.

Before he could finish, someone slapped his hand, stopping him.

“What do you know? Don’t diagnose conditions randomly,” Wu Shan, Wang Qingchun’s disciple who had followed behind, glared and scolded.

The shop assistant sheepishly stopped talking. Wang Qingchun walked over.

“Doctor, please take a look. He suddenly got worse last night,” the family members looked at him with earnest hope.

Wang Qingchun nodded calmly and said nothing, just rolled up his sleeves and bent down. When he saw the wound clearly, his hand that had been reaching out to check the pulse stopped.

“You’ve been giving him the medicine continuously, right?” he then stroked his beard, withdrew his hand, stood up and asked.

“Yes, yes, continuously,” the family members said hurriedly.

“Keep giving it to him, let’s see how it goes,” Wang Qingchun said, then looked at his disciple. “Prepare some more external medicine.”

Wu Shan responded and went to do so.

“So… so he’s alright?” The family members hadn’t expected it to be so simple, looking back at the man on the door panel who was delirious and talking nonsense.

“Give him medicine and see. For illnesses like this, it’s still a matter of doing one’s best and leaving it to fate,” Wang Qingchun said.

The family members could hear the implication in these words.

“Are you a competent doctor or not?” A short, stocky man pushed forward, glaring and shouting. “Can you treat him or not?”

This was the kind of talk doctors hated most to hear.

“Can’t do it? Then why did you come to us?” Wu Shan snorted.

“That’s only because Doctor Liu from Qianjin Hall isn’t there,” the stocky man also snorted.

Too much! Wu Shan glared and was about to retort.

“Is that so?” Wang Qingchun stopped him, still maintaining a kindly attitude. “Doctor Liu is back. I happened to meet him when I came over.”

Hearing this, the stocky man immediately turned around.

“Let’s go, let’s go, quickly to Qianjin Hall,” he shouted.

With this shout, everyone indeed lifted the door panel and left in a noisy crowd.

“Master, look at these people…” Wu Shan was extremely indignant. “When has our Rejuvenation Hall ever been inferior to a trauma clinic?”

This was a naked slap in the face.

But Wang Qingchun remained calm.

“This is a case of carbuncle poisoning,” he suddenly said in a low voice.

Wu Shan, who was still complaining incessantly, suddenly froze, looking at his master with some disbelief.

“Carbuncle poisoning? Isn’t this…” he said, losing his voice.

Wang Qingchun nodded with a slight smile.

“An incurable disease,” he said slowly.

Wu Shan was stunned for a long moment before coming to his senses.

“That’s excellent,” he also smiled, his gaze looking toward the door. Following the street all the way and turning two corners would lead to Qianjin Hall. “Since they won’t let us treat him and want Qianjin Hall to treat him instead, if the person dies, it won’t be our business.”

Now this would be a naked slap in the face, but it wouldn’t be Rejuvenation Hall’s face being slapped.

Wu Shan chuckled.

“Master, I’ll go take a look,” he smiled.

As Wu Shan hunched and walked out the door with his hands tucked in, Hu San walked in carrying a bundle.

As soon as he entered, he was immediately surrounded by everyone.

“Mine, mine…”

Everyone eagerly reached for his bundle.

“Don’t grab, don’t grab…” Hu San protected his bundle and shouted. “Form a line.”

“What line?” everyone complained.

“No line, no distribution,” Hu San snorted.

This fellow was thick-skinned. Everyone had no choice but to form a line, finally managing to get in order after much chaos.

At the front was a disciple nearly thirty years old, extending his hand with some excitement.

“What do you call me?” Hu San held a piece of leather in his hand, looking up at him.

The disciple was confused by the question.

“I didn’t call you anything,” he said.

Hu San weighed the leather in his hand.

“I thought you called me Senior Brother,” he grinned, drawing out his words. “Turns out you didn’t…”

Only then did the disciple understand, his mouth twitching as he reached to grab the leather.

Hu San also held onto it, not letting go.

“If you don’t call me Senior Brother, there’s no leather, right?” the disciple glared.

“I carried this back from so far away, shouldn’t I earn some recognition?” Hu San also glared back.

Too shameless! The senior and junior brothers all rushed forward, surrounding Hu San with both beating and laughing scolding, naturally grabbing pieces of leather.

“You’re all too shameless!” Hu San shouted at the top of his lungs.

The back hall was filled with laughter and commotion. Zhang Tong and Liu Pucheng were both stunned when they entered.

“What’s going on!” Zhang Tong quickly scolded. Everyone stopped and saw Liu Pucheng, immediately standing properly with lowered heads and hanging arms.

“I brought the leather my master asked me to prepare…” Hu San, not bothering to straighten his disheveled clothes, rushed over with a piece of leather. “Master, you’re back.”

“What is this?” Liu Pucheng asked with some curiosity.

Zhang Tong was about to speak, but Hu San had already rushed to explain everything.

Liu Pucheng was both surprised and pleased, nodding repeatedly in approval.

“Give me a piece too,” he extended his hand.

“Ah, Master, you still need to learn?” Hu San asked.

“Learning more is always good,” Liu Pucheng smiled, taking the leather.

As they were talking, disciples in the front hall loudly relayed a message.

“Master, severe trauma case.”

Chapter 112: Instigation
Qianjin Hall, which primarily treated external injuries, was always filled with the smell of blood, but at this moment, besides the bloody smell, there was also a putrid odor permeating the air.

Liu Pucheng carefully examined the wound, his expression grave.

“Master, this cannot be treated…” Zhang Tong said in a low voice.

As soon as these words were spoken, the family members all panicked. One woman even wailed and collapsed to the ground, rolling her eyes back.

“Oh my, doctor, you’re saying it’s hopeless before you’ve even tried to treat it,” someone said sarcastically from outside the door.

The disciples of Qianjin Hall looked over and saw that at some point, a crowd of idle onlookers had gathered at the entrance. The one speaking was a man in his twenties.

“Wu Shan, did your Rejuvenation Hall close down?” Hu San glared at the man and asked.

This question immediately infuriated Wu Shan. Who would want to be cursed like that right off the bat?

“Bah! Your Qianjin Hall is the one that closed down,” he said.

“Then what are you doing here at our place when you have nothing better to do?” Hu San snorted.

“Enough,” Zhang Tong scolded him, glanced at Wu Shan, then paid him no more attention.

The family members here were crying and pleading.

“A few days ago when we came, doctor, you weren’t here…”

Liu Pucheng made an acknowledging sound.

“Miss Qi was here that day…” Hu San snorted again.

“Miss Qi was here?” Liu Pucheng quickly looked at him, somewhat surprised. “If she was here, that’s good. Why didn’t they let her treat him?”

Hu San snorted and jerked his chin toward the family members.

Although he hadn’t been there that day either, the other disciples had naturally told him about it. This kind of behavior that looked down on his master was naturally firmly etched in his memory.

“They looked down on my master. My master had everything prepared. They carried the person away to seek a more skilled physician,” he said loudly, looking at those people. “How come you’re back? Didn’t that skilled physician cure him for you?”

The family members were confused by his words.

Liu Pucheng sighed softly.

“This wound didn’t have to be this severe originally. If the rotten flesh had been cut away and sutured a few days ago…” he said.

“Doctor, doctor, please! Our elder brother has suffered his whole life. Our parents died early, and it was elder brother who acted as both father and mother to raise us brothers. Just when we could finally let him enjoy some comfort, this happened…” The three men fell to their knees with a thud, kowtowing to Liu Pucheng.

“Good, good, get up quickly, I’ll do my best,” Liu Pucheng hurriedly helped them up, then looked at Zhang Tong. “Prepare everything according to what Miss Qi said. I’m going to debride the wound and cut away the rotten flesh.”

“But Master, I’m afraid it won’t work,” Zhang Tong said with some worry, pulling him aside to speak quietly. “This person already has internal fire toxin, severe heat causing flesh decay, and evil toxins attacking the internal organs…”

Evil toxins attacking the internal organs – this was an incurable condition.

Liu Pucheng naturally knew this too.

“However, where is there anyone who would just watch a person die?” he said. “Miss Qi said this kind is external trauma infection… infection… needs anti-inflammatory and detoxifying treatment… let’s try again…”

Zhang Tong grabbed his hand.

“Master,” he said urgently, “if we don’t treat him now and he dies, it’s fate. But if we treat him and he dies, then it becomes human disaster… Master, these people are hunters from Maoshan in the east of the city… these people… are the most fierce and unreasonable… if anything happens…”

Liu Pucheng patted his hand.

“You and I are doctors. We see illness and treat it. We see danger and save lives. As for other things, don’t think too much about them,” he said. “People’s hearts are just, and having a clear conscience is enough.”

Zhang Tong knew his master’s temperament, nodded, and stopped trying to persuade him. He led the disciples to immediately get busy.

Treat away, treat away, Wu Shan craned his neck and stood on his toes to look inside.

Hu San walked in front of him, blocking his view.

“What are you doing?” Wu Shan glared.

“What are you doing?” Hu San glared back. “If you want to apprentice here, come in and kowtow.”

Wu Shan spat.

“Me apprentice?” he said. “Am I blind?”

Hu San wasn’t annoyed and made an acknowledging sound.

“Then you want to steal our techniques?” he said.

This sounded even worse than apprenticing. Wu Shan spat again. Medical practitioners all emphasized exclusive techniques when treating patients, naturally not easily letting peers observe. Wu Shan naturally knew this.

“What’s there to steal from your broken techniques…” he snorted, turned and left with a flourish of his sleeves.

Hu San spat at his retreating figure and hurried to help here.

Liu Pucheng finished disinfecting, and Zhang Tong had also finished disinfecting the patient and laid out surgical towels.

Watching this unprecedented scene, the family members felt more reassured – clearly this was Doctor Liu’s secret technique.

He cleaned the wound, cut away the rotten skin and flesh bit by bit with a knife, washed it again with boiled herbal medicine, and applied flesh-regenerating ointment.

“Don’t we need to suture it?” Hu San couldn’t help asking quietly.

Liu Pucheng shook his head.

“No need to suture now,” he answered.

Zhang Tong glared at him. Although he also admired Qi Yue, he was very dissatisfied with Hu San’s constant use of Qi Yue’s methods as the standard for everything.

After Liu Pucheng finished treating the wound, he ordered herbal medicine to be prepared and fed it through a crane-beak pot. After a moment, the patient’s spirit improved considerably – he was no longer talking nonsense, and his breathing had stabilized.

The family members finally breathed a sigh of relief, but Liu Pucheng’s expression didn’t show much relief.

“How about this – this patient will stay here with me tonight,” he said.

There had never been a custom of patients staying overnight at the medicine shop. The family members were all stunned.

“You live far away. If the condition relapses, the back-and-forth travel could cause delays. I can observe the condition at any time if I’m here,” Liu Pucheng explained to them. When he was busy earlier and couldn’t be distracted, but later reflecting on it, many details in Qi Yue’s treatment of the prefect’s son were worth his serious study and learning, such as this thing Qi Yue called “hospitalization” for observation.

The family members made acknowledging sounds and nodded as if they understood.

“Master, we don’t have space here,” Zhang Tong said quietly.

“Clear out my room,” Liu Pucheng said.

Zhang Tong responded and led people to busy themselves with cleaning.

The big man’s wife was at a loss and could only look to her brothers-in-law.

“Fine, doctor, whatever you say, as long as you can cure my elder brother,” one brother gritted his teeth, made the decision, and said loudly.

Everyone nodded. The matter was settled. After settling the patient, since Qianjin Hall had no resting place and Liu Pucheng wouldn’t let family members enter that room, the hunters had no choice but to leave two family members to guard outside the door while the others left anxiously.

Hu San stood at the door watching these people leave, somehow thinking of what the family member had said earlier.

Doctor, whatever you say, as long as you can cure him…

What if he can’t be cured? This thought flashed through Hu San’s mind. As soon as the thought appeared, he quickly shook his head and spat twice.

How could he not be cured? Master was already very capable, and now using the female master’s methods too, it would naturally be instantly effective!

Hu San shook his clothes, lifted his chin with some pride, and swaggered inside.

Qi Yue had quietly read for the whole day. When Chang Yuncheng returned, it was already very late. He was somewhat surprised to see she wasn’t asleep.

When he looked over, Qi Yue also looked over. The two made eye contact, neither smiling nor speaking, both looking away.

“A’Ru,” Qi Yue called.

A’Ru outside hurriedly came in. Qi Yue made a gesture to her, and A’Ru understood, lowering her head to hang a curtain on the round opening of the partition screen.

Qi Yue’s candlelight was immediately blocked.

A’Ru bowed to Chang Yuncheng, said nothing, and withdrew.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head, entered the bedroom, and closed the door.

A silent night.

Liu Pucheng had only gone to sleep when dawn was breaking, but he had barely lain down when Zhang Tong woke him up.

“Master, it’s bad. That person has started talking nonsense again…” Zhang Tong said in a trembling voice.

“Disaster!” Liu Pucheng rolled over and got up, not even bothering to put on his outer coat, and rushed straight to the temporary sickroom.

Although the patient’s family had agreed to Liu Pucheng’s hospitalization arrangement, they were still uneasy at heart. Early in the morning, everyone rushed over, only to see the patient in an even worse state than the previous day.

“Doctor, what’s wrong? Didn’t you say he was better?” Men and women surrounded Liu Pucheng, crying and shouting in chaos.

“I didn’t say he was better. I said let’s try. The condition is really too severe, and you delayed treatment, so now it’s hopeless…” Liu Pucheng explained to the family members.

“What do you mean we delayed treatment… clearly you made him worse…”

At some point, many people had gathered in Qianjin Hall to watch the excitement, and someone among them laughed.

Hu San looked for the voice and saw it was Wu Shan again.

Wu Shan had been keeping an eye on Qianjin Hall. Although he had left yesterday, he was still paying attention. When he saw these family members come out, he had even approached them with concern and asked how Liu Pucheng had treated the patient.

“Cut away quite a bit of flesh?” Wu Shan shouted exaggeratedly.

This expression made the family members even more uneasy.

“Doctor Wu, can this kind of treatment cure the illness?” the family members grabbed Wu Shan and pressed him with questions.

“I wouldn’t know. Everyone has their own school techniques, they’re all different… you should wait and see,” Wu Shan shook his head and smiled, but looked at these people with some pity, which only made the family members more uneasy. So they came over early in the morning, and Wu Shan naturally was also uneasy and followed.

As expected…

Serves you right for showing off! Lifting a rock to drop on your own foot!

But just as well – better them than us… what a delightful sight…

Wu Shan was blooming with joy inside.

“What do you mean we made him worse? Clearly you made him worse,” Hu San jumped over and shouted.

Wu Shan laughed contemptuously.

“When we saw him, he wasn’t this bad yet. We told him to take medicine, but they wouldn’t listen. They insisted on finding Qianjin Hall…” he said, shaking his head, then pursed his lips. “If he had taken our medicine, maybe…”

He spread his hands toward everyone at this point.

His words made the already panicked family members even more panicked.

“External trauma and carbuncles most importantly need medicine. But look at this – instead of properly taking medicine, they used knives to cut and slice… even a healthy person would get sick from all that cutting…” Wu Shan continued, while craning his neck to look at the patient lying on the bed.

The wound wasn’t bandaged, clearly showing traces of knife cuts.

“Shut up, what do you know?” Hu San and the other disciples angrily retorted.

But Wu Shan wasn’t afraid of them, loudly pointing things out to the onlookers.

“…How did the shopkeeper of the Wan family grain store in the east of the city die?… He had a pustule that accidentally broke open… and the result? He died in less than three days…” he said, becoming more and more indignant as he spoke, then looked at the completely panicked family members and shook his head. “Such a pity, such a pity, seeking death by their own actions…”

Elder brother is dead… elder brother is dead… there was still hope originally… if we had just listened to Rejuvenation Hall and taken medicine, everything would have been fine… but they sent elder brother here… and this doctor… this doctor…

“Quack doctor! You killed my elder brother, give me your life!” The short, stocky man suddenly jumped up, grabbed a nearby stool, and smashed it toward Liu Pucheng.

Liu Pucheng had been ignoring the commotion, concentrating on feeling the pulse and writing prescriptions. He had just finished writing and stood up when, amid cries of alarm, fierce wind struck from behind.

Liu Pucheng instinctively dodged his head and raised his hand to block. With a crack, the stool broke, and Liu Pucheng also fell to the ground.

Chapter 113: Mob Violence
Qi Yue received the news just as she was getting up and washing in her room. Actually, she had already finished washing, but was deliberately pretending to wash in order to avoid eating at the same time as Chang Yuncheng.

The news came from Hu San, who through a combination of coaxing and deceiving, plus the fact that everyone in the mansion knew the Young Madam was a divine physician, when they heard it was about a doctor, they didn’t dare to delay carelessly and quickly passed the message inside.

When A’Ru heard that Liu Pucheng had been beaten, she was scared out of her wits and rushed in to tell Qi Yue.

Qi Yue was stunned on the spot upon hearing this.

“…Young Madam, don’t worry too much. That Hu San is prone to exaggeration, perhaps it’s not that serious…” A’Ru, seeing Qi Yue’s expression and fearing she might be frightened, hurriedly said more. Before she could finish speaking, she saw Qi Yue rush out.

Chang Yuncheng was coming out of the dining room when he saw that woman’s figure running away like a streak of smoke.

This woman… always had moments when she didn’t seem like a woman…

But what good legs she had…

He couldn’t help but bend his mouth slightly, but then it drooped again as he forcibly withdrew his gaze.

“Que Zhi, get clothes, get the large cloak…” A’Ru ran out in a panic holding a medicine bag, shouting loudly.

Que Zhi and the other maids first saw the Young Madam run out like she was on fire, then saw A’Ru running out frantically, and they all panicked too.

“A’Hao, A’Hao, get me money… however much there is, take it all…” A’Ru took the cloak that Que Zhi was hastily warming, and shouted again.

A’Hao rushed into the room, rummaged around, and grabbed a money pouch.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression became slightly grave.

What had happened? He couldn’t help but walk forward a few steps.

“What’s happened?” Seeing A’Ru about to run out the door, he finally asked loudly.

“Doctor Liu is in trouble,” A’Ru stopped and turned back to say. She looked at Chang Yuncheng, opened her mouth, thought of Qi Yue, and finally swallowed back the words “Prince, please accompany the Young Madam.”

That woman seemed calm, but had stubborn determination.

All she could have was this soul. Then let her do as she pleased. He shouldn’t give her unnecessary constraints – that wouldn’t be good for her. Being good to her meant letting her go as she wished.

A’Ru turned and ran out.

How could Chang Yuncheng not understand A’Ru’s meaning?

Even her maid wanted to draw a clear line with him?

In the future, she would never pay attention to him again…

Chang Yuncheng clenched his fists tightly, as if gripping his throat, unable to breathe…

“Isn’t this the Marquis’s mansion? Don’t we eat and use the best of everything? Isn’t your horse supposed to be a thousand-li steed? How is it running slower than a person walking?” Qi Yue said, sitting in the carriage.

A gentleman can be killed but not humiliated. The coachman cracked his whip and displayed his true horse-handling skills.

The horse shot out like it had broken free from its reins, charging out of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion gate, frightening the gatekeepers who thought the horse had been spooked.

Hu San saw the runaway horse pulling a swaying carriage coming out and immediately knew it was Qi Yue. He stood up and waved.

The coachman’s skills were fully displayed today – he stopped when told to stop.

“Who did it?” Qi Yue asked directly.

“Medical treatment, hunters. Seven or eight people,” Hu San answered simply and concisely, hitting the key points.

Medical malpractice dispute?

Those disciples at the medicine shop with their thin arms and legs probably wouldn’t be enough for even one of them to practice on.

“Gatekeeper, I need to go out. Get me seventeen or eighteen guards,” Qi Yue said.

The gatekeepers were stunned for a moment. Of course, when the master’s family went out, they naturally needed guards to follow, but this Young Madam had never brought any when she went out…

They hurriedly responded and called for people.

“Bring weapons,” Qi Yue shouted again.

The gatekeepers stumbled. When chatting idly, they used to talk about so-and-so’s son from such-and-such family, how he acted tyrannically, always calling guards with weapons to fight. But that was all ancient history. Most of the princes, marquises, and earls from the founding era had earned their wealth following the High Ancestor Emperor in battle from horseback. The fathers had gained wealth but couldn’t change their temperament from years of warfare. Their sons had mostly grown up rough with their parents. When encountering problems, they weren’t even eloquent with words, so what they loved most was grabbing weapons and settling disputes with fists.

At that time, they heard that officials in the capital were most troubled by these noble sons fighting. But as the old generation passed away and the new generation was influenced by wealth and etiquette, with censors watching for faults among these noble families, the kind of fighting with weapons at the drop of a hat was almost never seen anymore. For the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, it was something they had never seen.

The current Marquis was a refined man who had grown up pampered, wholeheartedly pursuing elegance. Fighting was such a crude thing that even saying it would insult his refinement. Although the Prince had a rough character, he was a lone hero who relied only on himself when fighting, disdaining to call for help. As for the other young masters, they were naturally taught to look up to the Marquis. Therefore, the gatekeepers and guards of Marquis Dingxi could only pass their idle time by telling stories about other families’ old affairs.

They never expected to hear such words in their lifetime, to participate in such an event…

Even more unexpected was that these words came from the Young Madam of the house.

The gatekeepers ran out tearfully to spread this good news…

Qianjin Hall was already in complete chaos.

The inside was blocked solid. Seven or eight burly men and four or five women had blocked Qianjin Hall. None of the disciples and shop assistants clamoring to report to the authorities could get out. If it weren’t for Hu San’s familiarity with being surrounded due to his family background, allowing him to slip out at the first opportunity, Qi Yue wouldn’t have known so quickly.

The outside was also packed with people. The entire street was so crowded it was like watching a theatrical performance, with not even water able to flow through.

“…This Qianjin Hall killed someone…”

“…A perfectly good person, they kept him overnight, and he died…”

“…They said it was treatment, but who knows how they treated him. They wouldn’t let family members in to see him while he stayed there. Who knows what they did inside…”

“…They cut away quite a bit of flesh…”

Wu Shan was providing commentary in the crowd. Getting sick meant encountering difficulties, and having such an experience on top of difficulties made everyone very sympathetic. People eat grains and nobody can guarantee they won’t get sick, so they love doctors deeply and therefore hate them deeply too.

“This kind of quack doctor deserves to be beaten…”

“…If we don’t teach him a lesson, he’ll harm more people…”

“Money-grubbing heartless doctors deserve to be beaten to death…”

However, there were quite a few expressing doubt.

“Doctor Liu isn’t like that…”

“Right, Doctor Liu is a good doctor…”

“Doctor Liu is a divine physician. I heard that when the prefect’s son was sick recently, others couldn’t cure him but Doctor Liu did…”

“Yes, yes, I heard about it. My relative works as a shop assistant at another medicine shop. He personally heard their doctor say so…”

Suddenly the situation was a bit off. Wu Shan got anxious.

“What do you understand? Even if Doctor Liu cured the prefect’s son, do you know how he was able to cure him?”

This was indeed a more attractive topic. Everyone asked questions.

“He had to cut open the belly,” Wu Shan said.

The crowd was in an uproar. This challenged their understanding. Even accidentally cutting yourself could hurt terribly – wouldn’t cutting open the belly mean certain death?

“You don’t understand. This isn’t impossible,” Wu Shan said with some mysterious profundity.

“So Doctor Liu can really perform abdominal surgery?” Everyone was even more surprised now, asking questions.

Seeing everyone’s instant surprised and worshipful expressions, Wu Shan cursed inwardly.

I’m not here to promote Qianjin Hall’s reputation!

“Abdominal surgery – can anyone just perform abdominal surgery?” he snorted. “That’s all practiced.”

Everyone made acknowledging sounds and became even more curious.

“How… how do you practice that?”

Wu Shan sneered.

“To perform abdominal surgery on people, naturally you practice on people…” he said.

The crowd was in an uproar.

“Could it be that this patient was locked up by Qianjin Hall and cut up?”

Someone asked loudly.

Wu Shan wanted to applaud and call them wise.

As this news spread, the outside onlookers immediately became one-sided.

“Beat him, beat this quack doctor!”

Hearing the commotion outside, the hearts of the disciples in Qianjin Hall grew cold.

Although it wasn’t rare for medicine shops or doctors to be troubled by patients, since Qianjin Hall opened, relying on Liu Pucheng’s skills and character, they had been smooth sailing and built a reputation among the townspeople. They never expected to encounter this day.

As the saying goes, if you often stand by the river, how can you not get your shoes wet? They weren’t immortals either. When treating patients, how could they guarantee everything would be cured? When encountering unreasonable patient families, there was nothing they could do – it was fate.

Which doctor or medicine shop owner hadn’t been beaten, scolded, or had their shop smashed… this was normal.

The disciples held their heads and waited for this moment to come.

“Move aside!”

Urgent hoofbeats and loud, steady shouting came from outside the door.

The crowd surrounding Qianjin Hall immediately became chaotic. When they saw the arriving group’s weapons and the Marquis’s mansion insignia, they became even more chaotic.

But the road was quickly cleared.

Seeing the arrivals, Wu Shan’s heart skipped a beat. He had heard that when treating the prefect’s son, it was at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and supposedly the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had played a big role.

Quack doctors could be criminally charged. Besides, this Qianjin Hall couldn’t escape responsibility this time. Even if Marquis Dingxi’s mansion intervened, it couldn’t change public perception. Regardless of whether it could be suppressed or charges brought, the public would be convinced that Qianjin Hall had quack doctors, and that was enough.

Wu Shan snorted and retreated to the side with the crowd to watch coldly.

But this Liu Pucheng was something – he could actually establish connections with the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion…

He was thinking this when he saw over ten guards carrying sticks and clubs stop, followed by a horse-drawn carriage that also stopped as if spooked. A young woman jumped down, followed by another young woman…

Then the first young woman seemed rather delicate – after getting off the carriage, she nearly stumbled after taking just two steps, causing the onlookers to burst into low laughter.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru supported Qi Yue, looking at her with concern.

This carriage was going to kill her… Qi Yue suppressed the churning in her stomach, steadied herself, and walked straight toward Qianjin Hall’s entrance.

Four doors were blocked by four men facing inward, cursing enthusiastically.

“…Beating you quack doctor to death wouldn’t be wrong…”

“…You heartless quack doctor, one less of your kind means one less…”

This sentence reached Qi Yue’s ears, making her nose and throat burn. She looked left and right, then grabbed a club from a nearby guard’s hand.

The short, fat man was getting more and more unsatisfied with his cursing. He simply rolled up his sleeves, preparing to give these quack doctors a proper lesson. Just as he raised his hand, he heard wind behind him, followed by a dull pain in his shoulder and the muffled sound of a stick hitting.

The short, fat man cried out “Ouch!” and turned around.

“Which bastard…” he cursed. Before he could see clearly who the attacker was, another stick enlarged in front of his eyes. Fortunately, being a hunter by birth, he instinctively leaned back to dodge, and the stick only hit his shoulder.

His body also tumbled inside, and the door was cleared.

The commotion here made the chaotic noise in the hall stop as everyone looked over.

They saw a beautiful woman walking in, wearing a fine jacket and skirt with gold thread embroidery, holding a whistle stick in her hand that didn’t quite match her clothing.

Seeking medical treatment? Or… robbery?

Chapter 114: First Strike
The disciples in Qianjin Hall who had been huddled together in resignation, awaiting their inevitable beating, also looked up.

The woman entering the door was petite in stature, holding a stick in her hand that looked somewhat out of place, but none of the disciples found it amusing. Instead, their eyes lit up with hope—were they saved?

But would the young mistress of a marquis’s household truly disregard her status to protect them?

These people were completely unreasonable…

The injured man’s family members also saw Qi Yue, then noticed the group of guards following her in.

“Who… who are you people?” one of them loudly questioned.

They naturally recognized from Qi Yue and the others’ clothing and bearing that they were either wealthy or noble.

Were they here to see a doctor?

“This family are quacks…” someone immediately proclaimed loudly.

Qi Yue didn’t listen to their words. As she stepped through the door, she immediately saw the main hall that had been smashed to pieces, then saw Liu Pucheng lying on the ground, being protected by Zhang Tong.

Because several disciples were blocking the view, she could only see Liu Pucheng’s legs and feet exposed outside, not knowing if he was…

The thought of death flashed through Qi Yue’s mind, and she immediately snuffed it out. She wouldn’t allow herself to think of that word in connection with Liu Pucheng.

“How dare you hit people…”

The man who had recovered from the sudden attack shouted loudly.

Rather than helping, these words only made Qi Yue slam her stick on the ground.

“Hit people, you say? Hit people, you say?” she shouted. “Who doesn’t know how to hit people! You enjoyed beating them, didn’t you? I’ll also enjoy myself!”

As she said this, she slammed the stick down again.

“Close the doors! Beat them for me!” Qi Yue shouted.

Are they also here for revenge? It seems this quack doctor has harmed many people…

The hunters thought in a daze, not yet having time to express their shared hatred when they saw the guards raise their clubs and charge at them.

“You’re hitting the wrong people…”

“…Why are you hitting us…”

“…Help…”

“…You’re beating people to death…”

At the same time, the four doors slammed shut with loud bangs, isolating the flying clubs inside from everyone’s view.

People watching the excitement on the street only heard the sounds of beating and screams from inside, each one turning pale with fright, biting their hands and sticking out their tongues.

“This is terrible. Qianjin Hall has even provoked the Marquis Dingxi’s household…”

“This is disastrous…”

“…Could this Dr. Liu really be a quack…”

There was much discussion outside the door.

“No, no,” Wu Shan shouted loudly. “It’s the people from Marquis Dingxi’s household beating those hunters…”

Everyone was immediately in an uproar.

“This… is this Qianjin Hall… owned by the Marquis Dingxi’s household…”

The onlookers had complex expressions.

“…So even if they kill people through treatment, they can act with impunity?” Wu Shan murmured in a low voice among the crowd. “What can we common people do… we must accept it…”

“There’s no justice in this world…”

The pessimistic mood quickly spread and gathered together. Someone threw the first stone at the door panel, followed by a succession of stones pelting the door.

“We’ll help the hunters go to the officials!”

“We’ll serve as witnesses!”

“Even with the Marquis Dingxi’s household, that quack doctor must be held accountable…”

Seeing the crowd’s emotions being stirred up, Wu Shan quietly disappeared to the back, preparing to leave. Before he could take a step, however, someone blocked his way.

“The play isn’t over yet, and you want to leave?” the person said with a smile.

Wu Shan was startled to see a man in his forties facing him. Wearing a plain azure cotton robe with ear protectors, he looked at him with a calm expression.

He had actually spoken his innermost thoughts aloud, making Wu Shan’s heart race.

“Mind your own business, outsider!” he growled in a low voice.

This person had a thick accent that clearly didn’t belong to the local area, making him easy to identify.

The newcomer smiled and grabbed Wu Shan, who was trying to squeeze past him.

“Did you examine that hunter’s injury?” he asked in a low voice.

Wu Shan anxiously tried to shake him off.

“Are you certain it was beyond saving?” the man wasn’t in a hurry either, continuing to speak while watching Wu Shan. “If that’s truly the case, we should report it to the authorities.”

“What’s it to me? If you want to report it, go ahead,” Wu Shan said irritably.

“To report to the authorities, we’d need a witness. Since you treated this patient, you’d naturally be the most suitable witness,” the man continued with a smile. “Without someone to prove that this person could originally be cured, but Liu Pucheng failed to cure him, how can we prove he’s a quack who deliberately killed someone?”

Wu Shan was stunned, stopping his struggles to look at this person.

“Who… who are you?” he asked.

The person just smiled.

“A passerby who can’t stand injustice,” he said.

Bah! In this world, there are still such busybodies with nothing better to do? Wu Shan thought to himself.

He must be Liu Pucheng’s enemy…

“Then you’ll have to get used to tolerating it…” Wu Shan shook his arm free from the man’s grip but didn’t leave, glancing toward Qianjin Hall. “They have backing…”

The man looked at Qianjin Hall, where the main door remained tightly closed. Although scattered stones were being thrown at it, ultimately no one dared to storm the door.

The marquis’s household emblem hanging on the carriage parked at the entrance was enough to intimidate these common people.

“The Marquis Dingxi’s household?” he said calmly. “The Marquis Dingxi’s household has received imperial favor—how could they possibly do such arrogant and tyrannical things? As long as we determine that the doctor is indeed a quack who killed someone, I believe the Marquis Dingxi’s household will surely discern right from wrong.”

Wu Shan looked at this person again in surprise.

“Besides, the people are outraged and the facts are clear. I think the Marquis Dingxi’s household wouldn’t be foolish enough to lose public support over a small trauma doctor, would they?” the man said with a smile. “If they really did that, I think the censors and court officials in the capital would be quite pleased.”

Wu Shan looked at the newcomer with a face full of shock.

“Who… who exactly are you?” he asked stammering.

The man just smiled slightly but didn’t answer his question.

“Don’t worry about who I am. I want to make a deal with you,” he said, placing his hand on Wu Shan’s shoulder and leaning in closer, speaking in a low voice. “I wonder if you’d be interested, young man?”

“How do I know you…” Wu Shan began stammering, but before he could finish, he felt something being pressed into his hand. Looking down, he saw it was a palm-sized cloth pouch.

Money?

“I’m not doing this for…” he swallowed.

The man shook his hand, withdrew the pouch, and revealed a waist token.

What is this? Wu Shan couldn’t help but lean in to look.

Great Xia Imperial Medical Academy clerk.

“This should be enough to give you courage, shouldn’t it?” the man put away the waist token and said calmly.

The onlookers’ anger gradually subsided after throwing stones at the door for a while.

“Report to the authorities! Report to the authorities!”

“Quack doctors kill people—heaven won’t tolerate it!”

A loud voice suddenly rang out, and along with this shout, the crowd’s emotions were stirred up again.

With Wu Shan leading the way toward the government office, the crowd surged after him like a tide.

Along the way, seeing this scene, onlookers inquired about what was happening, and some people spread the story from here. Gradually, more people joined in—some genuinely outraged, others just watching the excitement, and still others wanting to fish in troubled waters. By the time they gathered in front of the county office, their numbers were sufficient to frighten the runners into turning around and running inside.

Hearing the runners’ report, the county magistrate was startled. He had heard of civil unrest but never imagined he would encounter it himself. If this were reported to the court, regardless of whether he was at fault, he would be doomed.

The court would certainly appease the people’s anger and investigate his unclear governance.

Although Yongqing Prefecture was a prefectural city, it was divided into two parts. Qianjin Hall’s area belonged to Yongqing County, so the crowd angered by the Qianjin Hall incident came directly to the nearby Yongqing County office to file complaints.

“Quack doctors kill people…”

“Quack doctors abuse their power…”

Coming to the front hall with trepidation, the county magistrate finally breathed a sigh of relief hearing this.

As long as it wasn’t civil unrest…

So it was just a quack doctor killing someone—how big a deal could that be? The county magistrate relaxed.

“Is there evidence?” he asked.

“Sir, I’m from Huichun Hall. This hunter was first treated at our place. I can testify that his illness wasn’t fatal. If that hunter hadn’t insisted on finding Liu Pucheng at Qianjin Hall for treatment, he would probably be well by now…” Wu Shan knelt in the hall, his face full of righteous indignation. “Originally, the patient made his own choice of doctor, so whether he lived or died had nothing to do with our Huichun Hall. But with a doctor’s compassionate heart, I really couldn’t stand by and watch, so I wanted to persuade the hunter’s family to take the injured person out so we could continue treatment. But that Qianjin Hall actually detained the patient and even drove the family members out, not allowing them to visit. Now they’re saying the person died without explanation, and not only won’t they give an explanation, they’ve closed their doors and are beating the family members…”

The county magistrate’s eyes widened in shock. There was such a thing? There was actually such a medical hall!

What difference was there between this and bandits!

The county magistrate was about to issue an order to arrest them when his advisor coughed timely, and the county magistrate, understanding the hint, stopped his hand.

“Sir, this Qianjin Hall is no ordinary medical hall,” the advisor said quietly from behind.

They have backing? The county magistrate’s face showed alarm—no wonder they were so arrogant.

“The prefect’s son was seriously injured and nearly died some time ago. I heard it was Qianjin Hall that cured him,” the advisor said in a low voice.

The county magistrate smiled.

“You heard wrong. It wasn’t Qianjin Hall—it was the Marquis Dingxi’s household. Their young mistress had divine medicine that brought the dead back to life,” the county magistrate said quietly.

The advisor waved his folding fan.

“But it seems Qianjin Hall was also involved… In any case, this Qianjin Hall has some connection to both of them, right?” he said in a low voice.

Watching the two men talking quietly on the platform, the county magistrate’s expression hesitant, Wu Shan understood in his heart.

“Sir, this Qianjin Hall abuses its power, quack doctors kill people, and they harm the common people. Sir, heaven won’t tolerate this! Just magistrate, please do justice for the people!” he shouted loudly, kowtowing to the ground and not stopping.

This shout, combined with his kowtowing, stirred up the onlookers’ anger again.

“Heaven won’t tolerate it!”

“Do justice for the people!”

The front of the hall immediately became tumultuous.

“What should we do?” The county magistrate panicked, looking at his advisor.

“The people are outraged—we can’t ignore it now, or else your reputation will be ruined,” the advisor said quietly. “As for whether the Marquis Dingxi’s household intervenes later, or whether the prefect speaks up for them, that’s their business and has nothing to do with us.”

The county magistrate nodded. At this point, there was no other choice. If this Qianjin Hall was indeed guilty of quack doctoring and murder, then it wouldn’t be his headache but the headache of their backing. If Qianjin Hall had no backing, then it would be even simpler.

“Bring everyone from Qianjin Hall here,” the county magistrate ordered.

And at this time, Qianjin Hall had also finished its chaotic battle.

Chapter 115: After the Ceremony
Because they needed to master the technique of beating people into submission without causing serious injury, the guards had some difficulty with it, so the battle took longer.

Mainly because they had too little experience with this kind of thing—next time it should be much better, the guards thought confidently.

The originally fierce hunter family members were now sitting or lying on the ground, groaning but none daring to curse anymore.

“Don’t hit, don’t hit, we can talk things through…” Liu Pucheng’s first words upon waking from unconsciousness were to shout as he saw the chaos throughout the hall.

“Teacher, don’t move,” Qi Yue quickly held him down.

Only then did Liu Pucheng see that Qi Yue had also come, and then he saw quite a few guards standing in the hall holding clubs. Those lying on the ground weren’t his disciples, but the hunters who had lost control and caused the disturbance.

“You, you, how did you come?” He immediately guessed what had happened and anxiously tried to get up. “Who told you? Nonsense, this is nonsense! How could you come!”

Liu Pucheng’s serious injury was to his arm, which was broken. Fortunately, he had turned his head slightly at the time, or he might very well not have woken up.

Qi Yue looked at this old man’s face, distorted with pain, his usually neat beard and hair now disheveled and wretched, and felt her nose sting.

She thought of her father…

She remembered how after a failed brain surgery that left the patient paralyzed, her father had been grabbed by the hair by agitated family members and dragged along the corridor…

She had grabbed a mop from the department, wanting to rush out, but was held back desperately by a group of doctors.

The big picture was important, stability was important. Don’t escalate the doctor-patient conflict…

That became her nightmare. At that moment, she would rather she hadn’t worn that white coat—she wasn’t a doctor, she was just a daughter.

Even if he were the enemy of the whole world. Even if one day he truly committed heinous crimes and deserved punishment. He was still her father. Without any calm reasoning, without any hesitation, all she wanted to do was rush forward and stand in front of him, not letting anyone hurt him.

“You must leave now, leave immediately. They don’t know your identity, there’s still time…” Liu Pucheng pushed her with his uninjured hand, saying anxiously, “Don’t worry about me. This is nothing. Concern leads to confusion—they’re worried about their own family members. The pain of losing a loved one inevitably leads to mental confusion, causing some extreme actions. This is human nature. We doctors just need to explain things properly to them, make things clear, and it’ll be fine…”

Qi Yue took a deep breath and stood up.

“Good, I’ll explain to them. I’ll make things clear to them properly,” she said, turning to walk toward those lying on the ground.

Liu Pucheng thought she was being obedient and leaving, but didn’t expect she was going to do this. He stretched out his hand anxiously trying to stop her, but to no avail.

Seeing her approach, those men showed hatred on their faces, but seeing the guards around them holding clubs and standing ready, they ultimately didn’t dare speak their curses.

“What can’t be said properly? How can you hit people?” Qi Yue said with a stern face.

The hunters lying on the ground wanted to cry.

Right. Well said—what can’t be said properly? Yet you started hitting people as soon as you entered!

“Speak! Why did you hit people!” Qi Yue shouted again, grabbing another club and slamming it hard on the ground.

The big men on the ground instinctively shrank back and protected their heads.

“There’s no justice! You killed someone and still want to beat people to death!” the women wailed, rolling on the ground, then rushed to hit their heads against the wall. “Everyone’s dead, everyone’s dead—then you’ll be satisfied!”

The guards quickly blocked her, pushed her back to the center of the hall, and watched her closely.

“Government officials investigating, people inside open the door quickly!”

Suddenly chaotic shouting came from outside, and at the same time, banging on the door began.

The government office? The guards looked at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue was about to signal them to open the door when a loud shout came from outside.

“The hunter family members have been beaten to death by them!”

Which bastard is spreading rumors?!

Qi Yue frowned.

With this shout, a tide of clamoring arose outside, and countless people crashed against the door panels. The door opened with a bang, and seven or eight people tumbled in.

The officials blocked the chaotic crowd outside, straightened their clothes, and looked into the hall. They too were startled by the scene inside.

Broken tables, chairs, and stools, people rolling on the ground, people holding clubs.

Indeed, there had been a fight…

“Officials, save us…”

The big men shouted loudly.

Before they finished speaking, Qi Yue stepped forward to stand in front of the officials.

“You came just in time—they hit people!” She pointed at the hunters on the ground and shouted.

The officials looked at the seven or eight men lying on the ground and the wailing women…

Each one bruised and swollen…

These were the ones who hit people?

“They hit people! They’re the ones who hit people!” The hunter men were about to cry, shouting with hoarse voices.

Zhang Tong and his junior brothers supported the struggling Liu Pucheng as he got up and walked over.

“Officials,” Liu Pucheng managed to bow and say.

The officials weren’t fools—seeing this situation, they already knew what had happened.

“Officials, they killed someone and still hit people. Officials, save us…” The hunters cried and shouted, calling loudly to the people peering in from outside, “Fellow villagers, save us…”

The people outside became even more agitated, cursing the quack doctors.

Seeing this scene, the hunters felt reassured. The women cried even harder and kept trying to hit their heads against the wall.

Qianjin Hall was in complete chaos.

“Everyone stop arguing,” the officials said, feeling overwhelmed. “Everyone come with me to the government office.”

Liu Pucheng sighed and was about to agree.

“Why go to the government office?” Qi Yue stood in front of him and asked.

“Someone has accused this Qianjin Hall of quack doctoring and murder. The county magistrate orders a summons,” the official said, seeing that the woman was well-dressed and noticing the menacing guards around her, knowing this must be a family not to be trifled with, he answered with some respect.

“What quack doctoring and murder? There’s no such thing. We’re not going,” Qi Yue firmly refused.

Indeed a family not to be trifled with—look how arrogant she is, the official thought with a forced smile.

“It’s not summoning you, young lady, but Dr. Liu from Qianjin Hall,” he said.

“As long as they’re from Qianjin Hall, not one will go. We’re fine—why should we go to court?” Qi Yue said.

“You killed someone and you’re still so arrogant!” some outraged people outside couldn’t stand it anymore and shouted loudly.

“Who says we killed someone?” Qi Yue asked.

The people outside were stunned.

Could it be… no one died?

At the county office, they waited and waited until they were getting impatient, when the runners finally returned.

The people who had been frozen stiff immediately perked up, craning their necks to look, but didn’t see the plaintiff or defendant coming.

“Sir, they say no one died, the person is still being treated, so this is a false accusation…” the lead official said.

Ah? No one died?

The county magistrate immediately became anxious and slammed the gavel with a bang.

“Wu Shan, you dare make false accusations!” he shouted.

Wu Shan hadn’t expected Qianjin Hall to dare not come. It seemed the Marquis Dingxi’s household was indeed backing them.

“Sir, they’re not dead now, but they’re close to death,” he said loudly.

“Anyway, they’re not dead right now, so you can’t accuse them of quack doctoring and murder!” The county magistrate was furious and slammed the gavel again, shouting, “Come back and accuse them when they’re dead!”

With that, he angrily called for adjournment and stormed off with a flick of his sleeve.

This county magistrate was obviously looking for an excuse to shirk responsibility. He had given the people an explanation, and now he wouldn’t interfere. When that backing came forward to speak, he would interfere even less.

Wu Shan shouted that he had more to say, but was driven out by the officials.

If you won’t handle it here, naturally there are other ways. What he wanted was to ruin Qianjin Hall’s reputation.

Hearing that no one had died and that the government office wouldn’t accept the case, the crowd’s emotions cooled down. Discussion arose, and some people began to quietly ask if they had misunderstood Qianjin Hall.

“If the government won’t handle it, we doctors will handle it ourselves,” Wu Shan said loudly. “I want to invite doctors from several medical halls to go to Qianjin Hall together for a consultation. Let Qianjin Hall have nothing to say!”

With other doctors joining the consultation, the patient’s condition would be crystal clear. It wouldn’t be a matter of whatever one family says goes.

The crowd became excited again. Seeing Wu Shan dare to do this, Qianjin Hall must have problems.

“The government won’t handle it, and that hunter family is pitiful with no one to depend on. Please, fellow villagers, bear witness so that the hunter family’s grievances can be resolved and the wrongdoers punished!” Wu Shan raised his hand and shouted with excitement, then bowed deeply to the crowd.

They were the support for clearing injustices, they were the support for upholding justice, they were the support for punishing evil and promoting good…

The crowd roared with instantly heightened emotions and surged toward Qianjin Hall like a tide.

Qi Yue stood up, her face grim.

“How is it?” Zhang Tong was the first to ask, his face full of tension.

Qi Yue didn’t know how to respond.

The condition was severe, but it wasn’t as frightening as the post-operative complications from the abdominal surgery before, because this time the cause was simple.

Acute wound infection.

The injured man suddenly let out a shout, raised both hands to claw randomly for a moment, then let them fall powerlessly.

The family members standing nearby began to cry.

“Were debridement and disinfection done properly?” Qi Yue asked.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Everything was done as you instructed, Miss Qi…” he said, then suddenly stopped mid-sentence. “No, I did it myself. I think I did everything properly…”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Then it means that relying solely on salt water and alcohol for disinfection and anti-inflammation isn’t effective enough…” she said, sighing heavily.

Penicillin…

She needed just the simplest box of penicillin…

But this was something that could never be found no matter what.

Why hadn’t she brought more with her?

“Is there still hope or not?” the family members couldn’t help but ask loudly. “Stop tormenting us—is he dead or alive? Give us a straight answer!”

Qi Yue frowned without speaking, because clamoring came from outside again, along with banging on the door.

“Master, master, this is bad—Dr. Qian and the others have come,” a disciple ran in with panic on his face. “They want to hold a consultation!”

A consultation?

This was a good idea. Many hands make light work—perhaps with everyone working together, they could find a better anti-inflammatory method.

Qi Yue smiled happily, but saw Liu Pucheng’s expression darken while the other disciples looked dejected.

“What’s wrong? Isn’t a consultation good?” Qi Yue asked in confusion.

“What’s good about a consultation? They’re here to be witnesses, to testify whether master is a quack doctor who kills people,” Zhang Tong said, his voice already choking.

A consultation by medical hall doctors was naked humiliation for a doctor—it meant the medical community was going to condemn this doctor, condemning him for lacking medical skills. Once such a conclusion was reached, this doctor’s medical career would be over.

Like this… what kind of consultation was this? Qi Yue was stunned.

Chapter 116: The Wager
The physicians called for consultation were all about the same age as Liu Pucheng, and the onlooking crowd could call out their names, showing they were renowned doctors in the city, sufficient to serve as authorities and earn the people’s trust.

“Dr. Liu, forgive the offense.” The ones called Dr. Qian and Dr. Huang showed no gloating expression whatsoever. After all, they were all in the same profession, and encountering such matters stirred some feelings of “when the rabbit dies, the fox grieves.”

Another physician, however, wore a stern expression and said nothing at all.

Liu Pucheng nodded to them as well.

“Since we’re all physicians, let’s think of a solution together…” Qi Yue squeezed through the crowd and said hastily.

The three physicians looked at her with astonished expressions. Dr. Qian and Dr. Huang had participated in treating the prefect’s son and recognized her at once. Before they could speak, the other physician spoke first.

“Think of a solution? Are you saying, young lady, that you want us to help cure the patient?” His voice suddenly rose, loud enough for everyone in the hall to hear.

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment, not quite understanding why he was speaking so loudly, but still nodded.

“Then if we cure him, will the credit go to Dr. Liu?” someone outside shouted loudly.

This remark stirred a buzz of voices.

“Even if he’s cured, you can’t escape the crime of being a quack doctor!”

“What were you doing earlier? Pestering people and delaying treatment!”

Qi Yue looked at this physician and understood.

“What is your honorable surname, Doctor?” she suddenly asked.

Wang Qingchun looked at this woman with some composure.

“This old man is Wang Qingchun of Huichun Hall,” he answered.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, with an expression of “so it’s you.”

Wang Qingchun calmly accepted her gaze.

The two physicians beside him wanted to remind him of something but didn’t have time to speak, showing some unease as they averted their eyes.

“Please, would the three of you take a look. If there’s still hope, let’s try to save him. Of course, if it’s my fault, I’ll naturally take responsibility.” Liu Pucheng said.

“Naturally, naturally.” The two physicians nodded.

Everyone then walked together toward the room where the injured person was placed.

Because it was an intensive care ward, despite having just experienced a calamity, the disciple in charge of the ward still limped over carrying salt water and burning liquor.

“What’s this for?” All three physicians were puzzled.

“The patient is in critical condition, so we’re implementing isolation. Therefore, you need to disinfect before entering,” Qi Yue explained from behind.

The two physicians hesitated, but Wang Qingchun scoffed.

“Ridiculous,” he said, pushing past the disciple in front and entering directly.

The remaining two physicians hesitated, then still followed the instructions and wiped themselves down briefly.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue said to them.

“We dare not, we dare not, Young Madam.” The two physicians hastily returned the courtesy before entering.

To avoid any appearance of impropriety, the people from Qianjin Hall couldn’t enter. Both Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng remained outside the door.

Dr. Qian entered to find Wang Qingchun already examining the patient.

“Dr. Wang, you… sigh… this kind of thing is unavoidable, why must you be so aggressive?” he said in a low voice.

Wang Qingchun snorted.

“Dr. Qian, you can’t say that. This concerns the reputation of all physicians in Yongqing Prefecture. A quack doctor is undoubtedly a black sheep among us,” he said, looking at the physician while pointing outside. “Look at those common people. If we don’t give them an explanation today, if we cover up for him because he’s a colleague, I’m sure they won’t accept it.”

Dr. Qian felt somewhat stifled by his words.

“When did I say anything about covering up?” he said, frowning. “I’m saying you should be a bit more courteous in your attitude…”

“It’s not like I killed someone. Why should I be courteous to him?” Wang Qingchun laughed.

“Dr. Wang, if not for the monk’s face, then for the Buddha’s face. That woman…” Dr. Huang said in a low voice, “is the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion…”

What? The Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion? Wang Qingchun was startled.

He knew that Qianjin Hall might have the backing of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, but such “backing” would just be some behind-the-scenes pressure on the authorities. He never imagined that the Young Madam of the noble marquis mansion would come in person!

This relationship was definitely extraordinary!

But so what? Marquis Dingxi’s mansion dared to pressure the authorities, but would they dare pressure the common people?

The people’s emotions had already been stirred up. If Marquis Dingxi’s mansion dared to protect this Liu Pucheng, they’d have to weigh public opinion carefully.

He didn’t believe that once Liu Pucheng was confirmed as a quack who killed someone, this so-called Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi would still dare to openly protect him.

“Dr. Wang, we haven’t even examined him yet. Don’t keep saying he killed someone…” Dr. Qian frowned. “What if nothing’s wrong and he won’t die?”

Wang Qingchun laughed.

“Won’t die?” He pointed at the injured person lying on the bed. “Look at this. Is there any hope?”

Dr. Qian and Dr. Huang looked over, and without even taking his pulse, their faces darkened.

Seeing the three physicians emerge from the room, people inside and outside the hall began crowding over.

“How is it?” The hunter’s family members still held hope, rushing over to ask.

“Severe infection syndrome.” One of them exchanged glances with the other two and said, “Incurable. Prepare for the funeral.”

At these words, crying and shouting immediately erupted.

“Quack doctor!”

“Murderous quack doctor!”

“Pay with your life!”

Overwhelming shouts crashed in from outside the door.

Liu Pucheng and the others already knew this result. Hearing this, they said nothing and lowered their heads.

The crime of a quack doctor killing someone? Destroying Dr. Liu? No, absolutely not!

Qi Yue had been frowning and thinking on the side. Now the overwhelming shouts interrupted her.

“Even if it’s incurable, you can’t say it’s our fault!” she shouted loudly.

This statement made the family members and onlooking crowd even more agitated.

“Still making excuses at this point!”

Boos erupted everywhere.

“This patient was delayed by you in the first place.” Qi Yue ignored the rising boos and looked at the family members, raising her voice again. “I wanted to treat you at the time. You wouldn’t listen and insisted on going to another place for treatment…”

She paused here.

“That’s right, you were treated at another place. Only when the person was dying did you bring him to us. How can you say we treated him badly?” she shouted loudly.

The family members were stunned by her shout, and the onlooking crowd, just learning about this matter, began inquiring in low voices.

“So you’re saying we treated him badly?” Wang Qingchun asked.

Qi Yue turned to look at him.

“You?” She didn’t react immediately.

“There’s nothing to hide. I diagnosed and treated them, but later, hearing that Dr. Liu had returned, they wouldn’t let me treat them anymore.” Wang Qingchun said calmly.

“When this person was brought in, he was already in critical condition. Don’t you know that?” Zhang Tong shouted. “Dr. Wang, put your hand on your heart and speak fairly. This was due to the patient’s critical condition in the first place. How can you blame it all on us physicians?”

Dr. Qian and the others had just learned this, and their expressions toward Wang Qingchun became somewhat grave.

The people watching inside the hall quickly passed this conversation outside, and the people outside began discussing animatedly.

“When we examined him, he was perfectly fine.” Wu Shan shouted from outside. “If he had followed the medicine we prescribed, he would be well by now!”

“You say nothing was wrong, we say something was wrong. Everyone claims they’re right! Are we supposed to just take your word for it?” Hu San jumped out and cursed at Wu Shan. “I say you clearly treated the person badly and are framing our Qianjin Hall! When this person came, he was already beyond help. All the senior brothers advised Master not to take the case, but Master couldn’t bear to see someone die before his eyes without treatment, so he insisted on trying. Good intentions truly get no good reward! If we’d known, we should have let you leave from the start!”

At the end, he pointed at the family members.

The family members were stunned by his words and felt somewhat guilty. If put this way, it seemed that indeed back then…

Now the spectators were all confused. Was this really a quack doctor killing someone, or was it a case of fate?

“Who says the person was beyond help? There was clearly still hope. My prescription was right on target.” Wang Qingchun said, sneering as he looked at Liu Pucheng. “Dr. Liu, your treatment method was wrong, wasn’t it?”

Liu Pucheng had been silent all along. Hearing his words, he raised his head.

“I…” he opened his mouth.

Wang Qingchun interrupted him.

“I just examined the patient’s wound. It was clearly cut with a knife, and the incision is larger than the original wound. Did you do this?” he asked.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Yes, his muscle was rotting and needed to be removed, otherwise the toxic infection would spread to his heart and lungs…” he said.

Wang Qingchun interrupted him again.

“For toxic infection syndrome, how should it be treated?” he asked.

Liu Pucheng was stunned by the question.

“Use cupping to draw out poison and drain pus, prepare raw rehmannia, water buffalo horn, coptis, and scrophularia with modifications to clear pestilence and defeat toxin decoction, supplemented with moxibustion.” Wang Qingchun had already answered himself, then looked at the other two physicians. “Is this correct?”

Indeed it was. Dr. Qian and Dr. Huang nodded.

“Dr. Liu, how did you treat it?” Wang Qingchun looked at Liu Pucheng again, asking slowly.

“This is our Qianjin Hall’s secret method. Why should we tell you?” Zhang Tong said.

Wang Qingchun laughed heartily.

“Secret method? You mean a method that can’t be seen by others?” His laughter stopped, and he looked at Liu Pucheng.

Liu Pucheng was about to speak when Qi Yue got ahead of him.

“It’s not some unspeakable method. I’ll tell you.” She said loudly. “First, wash the wound thoroughly with large amounts of clean water, then use knives and scissors to cut away the rotten flesh. This flesh must be cut away completely, not leaving a single bit, then boil disinfecting and antibacterial medicine to wash and ingest. That’s why you see the patient’s incision is much larger than the original wound.”

When she finished speaking, everyone was stunned.

“Lady Qi, this doesn’t concern you…” Liu Pucheng reacted and, ignoring his support, walked over hastily, trying to stop her.

But Qi Yue didn’t give him a chance to speak. She raised her hand and gestured to the guards.

The guards understood and three of them stepped forward to block Liu Pucheng.

“Oh, according to the Young Madam’s meaning, this isn’t Dr. Liu’s fault but yours?” Wang Qingchun also understood. His heart couldn’t hide his shock.

This Young Madam was actually going to take the blame upon herself.

Was this damn Qianjin Hall opened by her father?

Trying to use Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to pressure him?

Wang Qingchun smiled knowingly, very disdainfully.

If it were just Liu Pucheng’s crime, it would at most be a quack doctor killing someone. But if it involved Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, then the matter wouldn’t just be about a quack doctor killing someone. It would escalate to problems like treating human life as worthless and abusing power, etc. This had nothing to do with medical hall physicians like them, but those censors and court officials would certainly be very interested.

He didn’t believe that a Marquis Dingxi’s mansion would disregard their reputation and go against public opinion for a small physician.

Anyway, this patient died at Qianjin Hall, so he wasn’t afraid of anything they might say.

“This is what I taught Dr. Liu, but there’s nothing wrong with it.” Qi Yue corrected him.

“The person’s already dead, and you still say there’s nothing wrong?” Wang Qingchun sneered, turning to address the surrounding crowd loudly.

“Who says the person died? You’re ignorant and incompetent, and just because you can’t cure him, you conclude I can’t cure him?” Qi Yue also sneered, looking at Wang Qingchun.

Wang Qingchun almost didn’t know what to say. Looking at the woman before him, had Marquis Dingxi’s mansion gone blind or lost their minds? How did they marry such a daughter-in-law?

“You’re saying you can cure him?” he asked.

If someone had asked before whether acute traumatic infection could be cured, it would probably be treated as a joke, but now…

Qi Yue’s chest rose and fell, unconsciously biting her lower lip.

“Really, if you can cure him, I, Wang Qingchun, will crawl on my knees from the entrance of this Qianjin Hall to the prefecture city gate…” Wang Qingchun looked at Qi Yue’s expression and shook his head, laughing.

“Good.” Qi Yue immediately took up his words.

Wang Qingchun was stunned by her response.

“Good what?” he asked.

“If I can cure him, you’ll crawl on your knees from Qianjin Hall to the prefecture city gate.” Qi Yue looked at him, speaking word by word.

This… this was just casual joking…

Wang Qingchun was stunned.

“What? Don’t dare to bet?” Qi Yue asked.

During their conversation, the hall gradually quieted down, and the crowd outside, sensing something unusual, also quieted down, urgently inquiring about what was being said inside.

Don’t dare? Wang Qingchun laughed, looking at the woman before him.

It seemed this Liu Pucheng really was this woman’s father. She was crying and shouting, wanting to die for someone else. Only for parental grace could someone do such a thing.

If you want to go die, why should I stop you?

“Fine, let’s bet.” Wang Qingchun said with a smile. “But what if you can’t cure him?”

“Then I’ll crawl on my knees from Qianjin Hall to the prefecture city gate.” Qi Yue looked at him without hesitation.

At these words, the entire hall erupted in uproar.

Everyone at Qianjin Hall was stunned. Liu Pucheng was also stunned. He looked at the woman standing in front, blocking him—a woman about the same age as his granddaughter. She was taking all the consequences of this incident upon herself!

If the person died, it was her method that killed him.

If the person died, she admitted defeat and accepted punishment.

Just the act of crawling on her knees from Qianjin Hall to the prefecture city gate would be enough to attract everyone’s attention. Then no one would pay attention to him, a small physician.

All the consequences and impacts of this incident would be concentrated on this woman.

This woman… this woman… how could she be so crazy…

Didn’t she know what her status was?

Did she know what she was doing?

Others might not know, but A’Ru knew.

She looked at Qi Yue standing before Wang Qingchun, pressing her lips tightly together.

The Young Madam had said she had only one problem: she was fiercely protective of her own people.

Chapter 117: Great Uproar
The Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had made a bet with someone!

The Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was going to treat a patient!

The Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was actually a physician!

Of course, none of this was the key point.

The key point was that the patient the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion wanted to treat was someone who had been sentenced to death by other physicians and declared incurable!

All the other physicians said he couldn’t be treated, but the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion said she could treat him. Did she think she was some divine immortal?

Did she think that just by pointing her finger, she could make people live or die at will?

If this wasn’t madness, what else could it be?

However, some people didn’t think so. Along with this news spreading, there was also the matter of the prefect’s son nearly dying some time ago and then being saved by someone. The person who made the prefect’s son come back to life when he was supposed to die was precisely the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

If the outcome was one-sided, this matter would only be regarded by everyone as a madman’s joke. But if the outcome was fifty-fifty, then it would be very exciting for everyone.

“Master, I’ve already inquired clearly. At that time, the prefect’s son was indeed cured by this Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi.” Wu Shan said with some trepidation.

A flash of worry crossed Wang Qingchun’s face. Could this woman really have extraordinary skills?

“Did you inquire about the specific circumstances?” he asked.

Wu Shan nodded, with some mystery.

“I inquired clearly. At that time, the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion performed abdominal surgery and suturing techniques, while Liu Pucheng used medicinal decoctions for support. This is the prescription Liu Pucheng used at that time.” He took out a piece of paper from his bosom and handed it over.

Wang Qingchun was startled.

He could even get the prescription?

He was somewhat excited and nervous, almost unable to breathe. With trembling hands, he took the prescription and examined it word by word, reading it several times over.

That’s right. That’s right, these were all medicinal decoctions for strengthening the constitution, expelling evil, consolidating the foundation, and correcting the source. The dosages and combinations were all very precise, but they were nothing more than that. For Wang Qingchun, there was nothing particularly special about them. In other words, any physician would use medicine this way—of course, this was only speaking of physicians at Wang Qingchun’s level.

This meant that the medicinal diagnosis and treatment at that time were actually all done by Liu Pucheng. That Young Madam didn’t have any life-saving medicine; she only had extraordinary abilities in examining the abdomen and internal organs.

“Where did you get this?” Wang Qingchun asked.

These medical prescriptions were all closely guarded secrets, not to mention written so clearly and in detail. Even the timing of use was marked. This was almost a medical case personally compiled by Liu Pucheng.

“It was written by Liu Pucheng himself.” Wu Shan said.

Wang Qingchun was fortunate he wasn’t drinking tea, or he would have choked to death.

“You… you, have you also gone mad?” He finally managed to steady his breathing and looked at Wu Shan, demanding an answer.

Wu Shan chuckled.

“No, Master, this is absolutely true. I got this from Qianjin Hall…” he said in a lowered voice.

There was a mole in Qianjin Hall? Wang Qingchun’s first thought flashed by. This kind of thing wasn’t uncommon…

It seemed that knowing Liu Pucheng couldn’t escape this disaster, his disciples were seeking their own way out.

“Is it really true?” he still asked with some worry.

How could what that person gave him be false? He said he personally interrogated Liu Pucheng, and it was written by Liu Pucheng’s own hand.

The Imperial Medical Academy, such a frightening place—how would Liu Pucheng dare to deceive anyone?

Wu Shan thought to himself and nodded solemnly again.

“Master, it’s absolutely true. If you don’t believe it, you can go compare the handwriting.” he said.

Speaking of handwriting, Wang Qingchun slapped his forehead and busily examined the paper carefully again. He remembered that the couplet at the entrance of Qianjin Hall was written by Liu Pucheng himself. Thinking carefully now, it was indeed the same handwriting as on the paper before him.

All doubt disappeared from Wang Qingchun’s eyes.

This time, Liu Pucheng already had no way to save the patient with medicine and stones. So what could this Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi, who only knew how to cut open stomachs, do?

After all, she just wanted to take all the blame upon herself, trying to use her status as a member of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to evade investigation.

“Since she’s being so righteous, let’s fulfill her wish.” Wang Qingchun sneered, looking at Wu Shan. “You quickly spread this news, the more exaggerated and lively the better. Let everyone know that the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion has boasted that she’ll treat patients and save lives, and if she loses, she’ll crawl on her knees from Qianjin Hall to the city gate. I’d like to see what Marquis Dingxi’s mansion will do then!”

If she lost and had to crawl, Marquis Dingxi’s mansion would completely lose face. If she lost and didn’t crawl, then Marquis Dingxi’s mansion would equally lose face. In any case, this time Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was going to become greatly famous!

This wasn’t deliberately targeting Marquis Dingxi’s mansion—if anyone was to blame, it was the daughter-in-law they had married!

Perhaps Marquis Dingxi’s mansion should really investigate thoroughly.

“Investigate what?” Wu Shan asked in confusion.

“I heard that this Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is of unknown origin, a beggar by birth. So they should investigate whether this Young Madam was deliberately arranged by their enemies.” Wang Qingchun said seriously. “Otherwise, how could she be so determined to destroy Marquis Dingxi’s mansion?”

After saying this, he put away his serious expression and burst into hearty laughter.

Wu Shan also laughed along.

“Do you know what you’re doing?”

In Qianjin Hall, Liu Pucheng shouted at Qi Yue with a hoarse voice.

The spectators in Qianjin Hall had all left. The disciples were cleaning up the smashed tables, chairs, and benches. Qi Yue was carefully examining the injured person, with the family members standing nearby, watching like hawks.

She seemed not to hear Liu Pucheng’s words.

“…The simplest method would be to saw off the leg.” She straightened up and said. “The chances of saving his life would be much greater…”

This statement immediately angered the surrounding family members. Saw off the leg! What kind of cure was that! A hunter without a leg! It would be better to die than live!

But mindful of the guards still outside, they ultimately didn’t dare to curse loudly, only glaring at this woman with angry hatred.

Qi Yue paid no attention to them.

“However, such massive blood loss, and without blood type test strips, I can’t give him a transfusion. Plus, the chances of wound infection would also be very high…” she continued with some regret. “In the end, it still comes down to broad-spectrum antibacterial and anti-inflammatory treatment…”

Only then did she look at Liu Pucheng.

“Teacher, increase the dosage of those anti-inflammatory medicinal decoctions.” she said.

But Liu Pucheng didn’t answer her.

“Since you call me teacher, then you must respect your teacher and honor the way. You will immediately leave here with me right now!” His face was iron-gray, his whole body trembling, pointing outside with his uninjured hand and shouting.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Alright, Teacher. If you can go to the street right now and tell everyone that I once cut off the prefect’s son’s…” she said.

Before she could finish, Liu Pucheng’s face changed dramatically, and he shouted to stop her.

Looking at the roomful of people, Liu Pucheng broke out in a cold sweat.

“You, you…” He was almost unable to speak from anger and fear.

Qi Yue smiled as if nothing had happened.

“Teacher, you won’t, and naturally I won’t either.” she said.

This child… Liu Pucheng looked at her, sighed despondently, his heart filled with mixed emotions.

“This is different from that time. Even if it were revealed, that time you saved someone’s life, so nothing would happen no matter what. But this time, this time…” he said with a trembling voice, looking at Qi Yue and shaking his head.

Qi Yue also shook her head.

“Teacher, it’s not for that reason. It’s not because you protected me once, so I’m repaying the favor.” she said.

Then why?

Liu Pucheng was stunned.

Qi Yue looked at him and the other disciples and smiled.

“Because someone in this world must try new methods…” she said slowly.

This was what he had said originally…

Liu Pucheng immediately understood. Zhang Tong, Hu San, and A’Ru also understood.

I’m not doing this for this particular incident, but for this principle.

The other disciples, though they didn’t understand at first, gradually understood with Qi Yue’s words.

“This method is not wrong. Nothing can always be successful—there are always failures and successes. I want you to believe that what you’re doing is not wrong. Even if this time is wrong, don’t be afraid. I’ll bear the responsibility for the mistakes, and you just need to maintain firm confidence and continue on.” Qi Yue said, taking a deep breath. “The road you have to walk is still very long. I don’t want you to stop just after taking the first step.”

Liu Pucheng looked at her and nodded.

“Then let’s begin. This patient isn’t dead yet, the battle isn’t over. Let’s continue our efforts.” Qi Yue clapped her hands and raised them as she called out.

“Yes!” Zhang Tong and the other disciples responded in unison.

Liu Pucheng watched the disciples busily scattering to work, his lips trembling. Finally saying nothing, he turned to come before the injured person and placed his uninjured hand on the patient’s pulse.

“Pulse is thin and rapid…” he slowly began to speak.

A’Ru, who had somehow taken up paper and brush, wrote the date and time at the top of the page and began recording.

After Liu Pucheng administered acupuncture to the patient, Qi Yue examined his pupils and breathing.

“Although he’s unconscious, his pupils haven’t dilated and his breathing hasn’t stopped. There’s still a chance for rescue.” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru continued to record this.

“A’Ru, go back and get my things. I need to stay here.” Qi Yue said again.

At these words, Liu Pucheng objected again.

“You’re a woman, and moreover a Young Madam of the marquis mansion. How can you stay outside? And in this… apothecary shop.” he said.

I see, Qi Yue frowned.

“Then I’ll take him with me. Let’s go back to that courtyard at the marquis mansion.” she said.

Liu Pucheng hesitated.

“This… might not be convenient…” he said in a low voice. “Also, Young Madam, you should first go explain this matter to the Marquis. If he hears about it from others, I’m afraid for you, Young Madam…”

Qi Yue nodded. This was appropriate.

“Then I’ll go back first, then have someone come to pick you up.” she said.

Qi Yue thought it would be simple, but this time she encountered trouble. Her carriage was actually stopped outside the gate.

“Not letting me enter?” Qi Yue was very surprised, lifting the carriage curtain to look at the gatekeepers and ask.

The gatekeepers’ gazes were evasive. Behind them, Nanny Su walked out.

“Lady Qi.” she spoke, with some smile on her face.

Lady Qi? Qi Yue frowned. This Nanny Su had always been cautious. Even if she hated her to death in her heart, she showed no negligence in words or actions. Why was she calling her Lady Qi right from the start?

“This is what the Marquis asked me to give you.” Nanny Su said with a smile. Looking at this woman’s surprised expression, she felt refreshed and shook the paper in her hand before handing it over.

A’Ru reached out to take it and brought it over.

Qi Yue took it and opened it, immediately stunned.

A divorce letter.

Chapter 118: Choice
Qi Yue blinked her eyes.

That’s right, though it was in traditional characters, she was certain she hadn’t seen it wrong.

A divorce decree—a divorce decree bearing the seal of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, with the general meaning being failure to follow wifely duties and such, among the seven grounds for divorce.

Nanny Su watched as the woman’s expression turned shocked, preparing to wait for the next act of crying or fainting, but the woman only seriously looked at that divorce decree and then composed herself.

“I understand. I’ll go see the Marquis,” she said.

“No need. What the Young Madam wants to say, the Marquis already knows,” Nanny Su said with a smile.

In Rong’an Courtyard, Marquis Dingxi was pacing back and forth anxiously in the room.

“I’ve said everything I needed to say. This woman has caused big trouble this time. Marquis, what do you say we should do?” Madam Xie said in a deep voice.

Marquis Dingxi’s expression showed slight panic.

“What else can we do?” He looked at Madam Xie. “Isn’t divorcing her enough?”

Madam Xie put down the tea in her hand.

“Marquis, sit down first,” she said. “Don’t be anxious, or you’ll get a headache.”

Marquis Dingxi sat down irritably.

“There have been continuous incidents at home recently. Marquis, you must think positively and not harm your health,” Madam Xie said, taking out a pill from the small azure porcelain covered jar on the side table and handing it over.

Marquis Dingxi took it and put it in his mouth, immediately feeling the cool refreshment spread in his mouth, and his muddled mind cleared for a moment. He exhaled.

“You’re the one who truly cares for me,” he said, patting Madam Xie’s hand.

Madam Xie smiled and withdrew her hand.

“I’m not good with words and can’t win the Marquis’s favor. I just want the Marquis to know that I can only rely on you. For the Marquis to be well is the best thing for me,” she said, sitting beside him.

These words made Marquis Dingxi feel extremely comfortable in his heart.

“You’re just too reserved in nature and have a bad temper. But we’re husband and wife, after all, we’re one body,” he said, looking at Madam Xie. “I know your heart.”

Madam Xie smiled without saying anything.

“This Qi Yueniang!” After a moment of peace, Marquis Dingxi thought of the current troubles again and couldn’t help but press his forehead with his hand. “She’s going to ruin our family…”

That kneeling—didn’t she know that with her kneeling, it was actually the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion that was kneeling?

Under the public eye, before hundreds and thousands of people…

Marquis Dingxi covered his eyes with his hand; he couldn’t bear to think about it.

“Even if I kneel to death before our ancestors, it wouldn’t be enough to atone for this sin, and I’d have no face to see people…” he murmured. “This lowly servant, this lowly servant—has she gone mad?”

“I told you long ago that you shouldn’t spoil her, and now you know? This lowly servant can do anything. Now it’s good—everyone in Yongqing Prefecture knows, and before long, I’m afraid everyone in the capital will know too…” Madam Xie said.

The court would have new gossip material…

And this time it would be about the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion…

Speaking of which, the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had almost disappeared from the court since the old Marquis died. If it weren’t for the annual court stipends, the Emperor might have forgotten there was still a Marquis Dingxi like him. Fortunately, Chang Yuncheng later distinguished himself and reappeared in the court’s eyes. But now, good—soon the daughter-in-law would also appear in the court’s eyes…

Marquis Dingxi pressed heavily on his eyes again.

He would rather the court people completely forget about him…

He could even imagine that soon some noble families would specially come over under the pretext of visiting, then pat his shoulder and ask about the romantic details of that kneeling…

“Quickly throw all her things out!” Marquis Dingxi shouted loudly. “Drive her out, don’t let her step into Yongqing Prefecture again!”

“This still isn’t enough,” Madam Xie said.

Marquis Dingxi looked at her.

“Divorcing her isn’t enough,” Madam Xie said, her eyes gleaming. “Marquis, you must announce to everyone and make clear how this lowly servant originally deceived and tricked the old lady. In short, you must let the world know that our Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was deceived when we took her as daughter-in-law…”

Marquis Dingxi hesitated.

“Actually, divorcing her is already enough. She’s just a weak woman after all, with no parents or brothers…” he said.

For such a woman, divorcing her was already equivalent to cutting off her way of living…

For such a beauty to wither away like this…

“Marquis, she clearly knew that this time she couldn’t cure this patient well, yet she still insisted on stepping forward. Wasn’t she using our reputation? Didn’t she know the consequences of doing this? She did it deliberately, just to push our Marquis Dingxi’s mansion into the fire pit. Such a person, Marquis, even if she’s a beauty, has a heart like a venomous scorpion. She clearly knew how much you valued and protected her, yet she still did such a thing. Marquis, my heart is cold,” Madam Xie said indifferently.

“But what if she really can cure…” the Marquis hesitated.

Madam Xie looked at him.

“Marquis, even if she can cure this time, what about next time? There are countless illnesses in this world—can she cure them all? Marquis, this isn’t a question of whether she can cure or not, but whether she should. She shouldn’t have forgotten her identity and acted recklessly. Marquis, you protecting her once is nothing, but our Marquis Dingxi’s mansion can’t withstand these repeated shocks,” she said indifferently.

Marquis Dingxi fell silent.

“Marquis, she is first and foremost the Young Madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. What she should do is stay peacefully in the inner chambers, assist her husband and educate children, not show her face in public, wandering the streets and alleys, joking and laughing among those coarse men, and even touching and feeling those men of mixed status… When it was Ziqiao before, firstly his status was there, and secondly he was still young, so it was fine if people saw. But what about others? Just speaking of this injured hunter, your daughter-in-law, the Young Madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, just like that…” Madam Xie became more and more agitated as she spoke, and couldn’t continue at this point.

Marquis Dingxi also couldn’t bear to listen anymore. The divine physician he had imagined, what he had imagined Qi Yueniang would bring, was the medical treatment and healing of those wealthy noble families—that kind of treatment that was glamorous and elegant… A group of lowly hunters and commoners… dirty bodies…

He couldn’t help but show disgust.

“Pack up that woman’s things and throw them all out for me,” he said.

“What things does she have?” Madam Xie said coldly. “She entered the door as a beggar—what of hers is in this house?”

Saying this, she stood up.

“Tell the gatekeepers to hurry up. Quickly send her to the estate, and when this matter is over, report to the court and divorce this lowly servant,” she said.

Finally, there was an opportunity. Finally, there was a legitimate opportunity. Having done such a thing that angered the people, even the Emperor himself would have no reason to protect her.

Madam Xie looked at Marquis Dingxi, who was no longer speaking. Her hands hanging in her sleeves clenched tightly in excitement, her long nails breaking without her feeling it.

My son can finally be free…

“Madam, Madam,” a maid ran in urgently from outside. Seeing Marquis Dingxi, she quickly knelt and called out “Marquis.”

Madam Xie, seeing her enter, thought she was responding to a summons.

“Go tell the gatekeepers to be efficient,” she said. “Send her to the estate at Niujiao Mountain.”

“No, Madam, the Prince is at the gate…” the maid stammered. “He, he tore up the divorce decree…”

What?

Both Madam Xie and Marquis Dingxi stood up in disbelief.

The news from this side immediately reached Chen Shi of the West Manor.

“Mother, Mother, please go quickly and persuade the Marquis and Madam not to divorce sister-in-law…” Chang Yinglan ran in, grabbing Chen Shi who was sitting on the bed and shouting anxiously.

Chen Shi remained calm, as if she knew nothing.

Rao Yufang followed Chang Yinglan in.

“Sister, speak slowly. Aunt’s health…” she advised urgently in a low voice.

Chang Yinglan glared at her, then looked at Chen Shi pleadingly.

“I know, I know, but that’s your uncle and aunt’s family matter. How can we interfere?” Chen Shi said slowly.

“Mother, but sister-in-law is really good. How can uncle and aunt divorce her?” Chang Yinglan said anxiously.

“Sister, I heard that sister-in-law made a bet with someone, which would tarnish the Marquis’s reputation…” Rao Yufang said in a low voice.

“My sister-in-law would never lose. If she says she can cure someone, she definitely can,” Chang Yinglan shouted at her, no longer hiding her hostility. “Where did you hear this from? You don’t leave your room all day but you know quite a lot.”

Rao Yufang looked at her and lowered her head.

“Alright. The servants were talking here earlier, and your sister heard it,” Chen Shi said to her daughter with a smile.

Chang Yinglan couldn’t be bothered with her and again shook Chen Shi’s hand with earnest pleading.

“Mother, Mother, no one there will help sister-in-law. Sister-in-law is so pitiful…” she said, choking up. “If she’s divorced, how can she live…”

“It’s fine. She’ll live very well,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

“Mother, sister-in-law likes you so much, yet you won’t help her!” Chang Yinglan was about to cry with anxiety and let go of Chen Shi’s arm.

The servant beside them quickly scolded her for speaking to the Madam in such a manner.

“Whether I help her or not, who else can help her…” Chen Shi didn’t mind her daughter’s attitude and continued to smile.

Just then, another servant rushed in urgently.

“Madam, the Prince tore up the divorce decree at the gate!” she said without bothering to bow.

At these words, all three people in the room were stunned, though their expressions after the shock were different.

Chang Yinglan exclaimed “Wow!” joyfully and clasped her hands together. Chen Shi and Rao Yufang showed disbelief.

Wasn’t it said that the Prince greatly disliked this woman?

Wasn’t it said that the Prince never wanted to see this woman again?

Nanny Su also couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

“Prince… this is from the Marquis and Madam…” she said hurriedly.

Chang Yuncheng had already casually thrown the pieces, and the torn paper scattered in the north wind.

Qi Yue here had already turned and walked away.

She had no time to waste words and energy on this matter. Currently, the most important thing was to save a life.

As for these trivial matters, don’t worry—she’d deal with them one by one. She remembered them but set them aside for now.

But she hadn’t walked far when someone grabbed her arm.

“Chang Yuncheng?” Qi Yue looked back at this man, somewhat surprised, but also darkened her expression. “I don’t have time to waste words with you people right now. Rest assured, after I finish this, I’ll…”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing and pulled her arm to walk back.

His movements were still rough, his grip still strong. Qi Yue was dragged by him without any chance to resist.

“Hey, what are you trying to do? Don’t waste my time…” Qi Yue could only shout.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing and just held her tightly.

Nanny Su watched helplessly as Chang Yuncheng pulled Qi Yue through the gate, while A’Ru had regained her calm expression and passed by her to enter.

At the same time, over a dozen guards ran out from inside the gate.

“The Prince commands: quickly go to Qianjin Hall and bring the injured person here,” the leader shouted at the already terrified driver.

The driver, startled back to his senses by the shout, immediately whipped the horses, which bolted forward like they were spooked, pulling the rickety cart that seemed ready to fall apart at any moment toward Qianjin Hall.

Chapter 119: Fearless
Chang Yuncheng’s actions caused Marquis Dingxi’s accumulated anger to explode.

Toward women, no matter how angry Marquis Dingxi was, he would still maintain his dignity, but toward men, especially his own son, he no longer needed to maintain any dignity.

“Do you know what you’re doing? You stupid idiot bastard!” Marquis Dingxi unleashed a torrent of abuse, even looking around for something to throw.

Though Madam Xie was so angry at her son’s actions that she could spit blood, she still immediately stood in front of her son.

“He’s been bewitched by that woman. It’s all your fault—if you hadn’t spoiled that woman, how would we have today!” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng supported his mother’s shoulders.

“She didn’t bewitch me. I chose to do this,” he said.

Madam Xie’s whole body trembled, biting her lower lip hard to prevent scolding and questioning words from spilling out.

Her son—she could scold him, she could beat him, but when another person wanted to beat and scold him, what she had to do was protect her son.

“Why are you doing this? Do you know what you’re doing?” Marquis Dingxi was trembling with anger and finally grabbed a porcelain bottle to throw at him.

Chang Yuncheng turned and blocked in front of Madam Xie.

The porcelain bottle hit his shoulder, rolled down, and shattered on the ground.

“I’m doing this to show that the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is not a coward!” he suddenly raised his voice.

Someone who had been tempered on the battlefield, once he released that kind of pressure, his aura was truly intimidating.

Marquis Dingxi was startled by this sudden roar and involuntarily stepped back.

“If it’s a bet, then it’s a bet. Can’t the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion afford to bet?”

“We’ve bet, we’ve bet, but there’s no winner or loser yet. Are we already afraid?”

“A weak woman isn’t afraid, so what are we afraid of?”

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but step back several more steps and sit in a chair.

Madam Xie also couldn’t help but clutch her chest, looking at her son with some bewilderment.

“At this time, not letting her enter the door—what will outsiders think? They’ll think the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion admitted defeat before even competing!” Chang Yuncheng withdrew his aura, his gaze sweeping across the room. “I can’t afford to lose that face.”

After he finished speaking, the room fell silent, with only slightly disordered breathing sounds.

“Then… then what if we lose?” Marquis Dingxi said with a trembling voice.

“It’s not too late to divorce her after losing,” Chang Yuncheng said. “It would also be our explanation to the people, showing the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion’s attitude toward quack doctors who kill people—even if it’s our own family, we absolutely won’t tolerate or protect them.”

The courtyard that had once treated the Prefect’s son became lively again.

“These gloves must be worn,” Qi Yue distributed the gloves Hu San had brought to everyone.

Liu Pucheng and others nodded, watching Qi Yue demonstrate washing hands, disinfecting, putting on gloves, and holding hands in front of the body.

“According to what you said, Madam Qi, about things that can drive away evil, I added bitter ginseng, golden cypress, eucalyptus leaves, and cnidium seed to the previous base and boiled this medicinal soup,” he said again.

Qi Yue nodded, instructing A’Ru to find a watering can from the flower room and fill it with the disinfectant soup.

“You should regularly spray the room and courtyard with this,” she said.

The other two disciples who had come along nodded busily, nervously accepting the two watering cans.

“This disease has no other cause—it just needs large doses of broad-spectrum antibacterial treatment,” Qi Yue said, looking at Liu Pucheng. “Find all the Chinese medicines that can have this effect. Teacher, you understand this better than I do. You can prepare the medicine yourself, increase the dosage, and use it for washing, rinsing, applying, and administering.”

Liu Pucheng nodded, and everyone acted according to their assignments.

Darkness quickly enveloped the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

When Chang Yuncheng came over, Qi Yue was sitting on the steps outside the door looking at the sky.

“What? Is the person about to die?” Chang Yuncheng asked directly, looking at her expression.

Qi Yue smiled.

“No,” she said.

But soon…

Qi Yue reached up to rub her face, forcefully smoothing out her furrowed brow.

Those medicines simply didn’t work, or rather, couldn’t produce quick miraculous effects. Oral administration naturally couldn’t compare to intravenous medication or IV drips…

If this continued, she would definitely lose.

Lose?

When Qi Yue found herself standing in a pristine white corridor, her first thought was that she was dreaming.

Am I asleep? Wasn’t I clearly talking to Chang Yuncheng?

Qi Yue stood dazedly in the corridor. It seemed that in the blink of an eye, her surroundings became lively, with patients walking back and forth and busy nurses, all of whom ignored her existence.

Qi Yue was no longer panicked. She was dreaming. She couldn’t help but exhale and look up at the corridor.

This was the first floor, the registration and pharmacy area—the busiest and most chaotic place.

Qi Yue slowly walked over.

“Doctor Qi, off work?” a passing nurse smiled and greeted her.

Qi Yue responded instinctively with a smile.

The nurse had already walked away.

Can’t see me?

Qi Yue looked at her retreating figure. It’s a dream, after all.

“Little Qi, Little Qi,” someone called her from the side, then a hand rested on her shoulder.

Qi Yue was startled by this suddenly real increase in pressure.

A woman a few years older than her was supporting her with one hand while adjusting her shoe with the other.

“…These new shoes don’t fit well, I put on a bandage…” She finished adjusting her shoe, didn’t remove her hand, and looked at Qi Yue with a smile.

“Sister Zhang, you’re on day shift today?” Qi Yue slowly asked.

“Yes, an old classmate brought a relative, so I have to take care of them,” Sister Zhang said while linking arms with her. “Come, let’s go eat…”

Such a realistic dream. Qi Yue couldn’t help but be pulled along by her.

Thinking about this, she laughed again. When did returning to modern times become a dream while being in ancient times became reality?

Qi Yue suddenly stopped.

“What’s wrong?” Sister Zhang asked in confusion.

Qi Yue stepped back two steps, looking at the door sign.

Western Medicine Pharmacy…

Penicillin… penicillin… could such a realistic dream… take some back?

This absurd thought flashed through her mind, and Qi Yue could no longer control herself. She pushed Sister Zhang aside and knocked on the pharmacy door.

“Doctor Qi?” Before the person opening the door could ask, Qi Yue had already rushed in.

Qi Yue rushed directly to the shelves and began searching.

Penicillin… penicillin…

Found it!

Qi Yue looked down and saw she was wearing a white coat. She immediately took it off and swept all the penicillin into it…

“Doctor Qi, what are you doing?” Countless voices sounded behind her, and someone came to pull her.

“Don’t pull me, don’t pull me. Deduct the money from my salary,” Qi Yue shouted while hugging the bundle of medicine and running outside.

Behind her, there was chaotic talking.

Qi Yue couldn’t be bothered to listen. She ran out, clutching those medicines tightly.

Wake up, wake up, wake up quickly…

She felt herself running in the corridor, seemingly unable to reach the end no matter how she ran, then she collided with someone, and everything in her arms scattered.

She couldn’t be bothered to apologize and hurried to pick things up.

“This is from our Chinese medicine pharmacy, don’t take it randomly…” a female voice said.

Qi Yue’s hands couldn’t help but stop. She looked up.

“Cui Xiu…” she murmured.

The woman in front of her smiled at her.

“Qi Yue, I have good news for you,” she said, her eyeliner-defined eyes even more charming. She shook a vial of injection. “Look, Chinese medicine injection. We got new stock.”

Qi Yue looked at her, finally controlling the urge to smash this woman’s face with the medicine in her hands.

“Then I wish you good luck, and may you never encounter adverse reactions!” she said, grabbing the scattered medicine on the ground.

“Don’t you have adverse reactions too?” Cui Xiu grabbed the clothes wrapped around the medicine and said loudly, “Writing reports to refute theories! You’re such a busybody! With that time, you might as well take care of your boyfriend…”

She smiled again at this point.

“Oh, right, he’s not your boyfriend anymore, he’s my boyfriend,” she smiled, shaking the medicine in her hand at Qi Yue. “Also, he’s the one who told me you were secretly writing reports. He said you worked very hard and even personally experimented and made it once…”

Qi Yue looked at her.

“He said you’re really stupid,” Cui Xiu smiled.

Qi Yue yanked the clothes back forcefully, but because she used too much force, she fell backward…

“Bastard!”

A hand supported her neck.

Qi Yue snapped alert and opened her eyes, looking up to see the pitch-black night sky with scattered stars.

“How did you fall asleep?” Chang Yuncheng asked, somewhat awkwardly withdrawing his hand that seemed about to lift her up. “You can even fall asleep sitting…”

Was it because she was too tired?

“Anyway, things are already like this. You should still sleep for a while…” he said hurriedly.

“I fell asleep?” Qi Yue said in a daze.

This woman had only said a few words before falling silent, her head drooping to her knees. He thought she didn’t want to talk to him, but she had actually fallen asleep…

Already this tired? It must be mental exhaustion…

Lonely…

“My medicine!” Qi Yue suddenly stood up and began searching around.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng asked in confusion.

The cold ground was so clean there wasn’t even a small stone. Where would there be medicine she had wrapped…

It’s a dream, how could it be possible…

Qi Yue laughed self-mockingly, shook her hands, then suddenly stopped.

“Medicine…” she murmured.

Before Chang Yuncheng could question again, this woman raised her voice again.

“Medicine!” she shouted, turning and running toward the courtyard, disappearing into the house in the blink of an eye.

Chang Yuncheng was left standing there, stunned for a moment.

“You’re saying to use… use… a syringe to inject the medicinal soup into the patient’s body?”

In the room, listening to Qi Yue’s words, Liu Pucheng looked shocked.

“Yes, although the medicines we use have antibacterial and anti-inflammatory effects, first, their efficacy indeed can’t compare to Western medicine, and second, because they’re taken orally, the effect is further weakened. If this continues, we can’t control the condition, so I think we must find a way to do intravenous injection,” Qi Yue said.

Under the lamplight, the surrounding disciples were all confused.

“Is it like what you used before, Master… to supplement body fluids?” Hu San asked. “Rapid fluid supplementation?”

“Right, that’s exactly what I mean,” Qi Yue said.

“Good,” Liu Pucheng nodded without hesitation.

A disciple beside them even brought the medicinal soup directly over.

“Madam, this is newly boiled medicinal soup. You can inject it,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head.

“If we inject this directly, the patient will die immediately,” she said.

Everyone was even more confused.

“I need to purify it,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said. “But I don’t know if I can succeed, and I don’t have much time left. Taking another step back, even if I manage to make it, I don’t know if it will actually work, because such medicine has great adverse reactions, so…”

“So we still have a way to try, right?” Liu Pucheng continued, looking at Qi Yue with a gentle but firm smile, his wrinkled face glowing with spirit.

Qi Yue looked at him and finally nodded.

“Yes,” she said with a smile. “That fellow named Wang has a few more chances of kneeling in the street.”

Chapter 120: The Wager
“Actually, I don’t know much about this. I didn’t study this field, so I don’t have much daily contact with it. If it weren’t for a patient I…” Qi Yue said, quickly stopping herself from saying something she shouldn’t, “I once encountered a patient who used it, which is why I started paying attention to it.”

As she spoke, she spread a piece of paper on the table and began recording everything she needed.

“Since Lady Qi has done this before, that’s good,” Liu Pucheng said with some relief.

Qi Yue smiled bitterly.

“Before…” she paused her writing, “I did this before to prove it was unusable.”

How ridiculous it was…

Liu Pucheng and the others were stunned.

“Anyway, I thought it was unusable, it was simply… but people still used it… and it became increasingly popular…” Qi Yue said with a frown, “To refute it, I personally experimented, and then…”

Increasingly popular? Why did Lady Qi’s words sound as if everyone knew about and used this kind of medicine? But why had they never heard of it? Perhaps it was used elsewhere?

How strange, but they couldn’t think about this now.

“Then what happened?” Liu Pucheng asked with some nervousness.

“Then I succeeded,” Qi Yue said, smiling, though the smile looked rather ugly.

“You succeeded, meaning that kind of medicine was unusable?” Zhang Tong couldn’t help but ask first.

The people who had just ignited hope became confused again.

“Although I don’t quite believe in or approve of this medicine, I know it’s being used, which means it has successful and effective cases,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said, “Anyway, let’s try it.”

Everyone nodded. As long as successful cases existed, that was good. As long as it wasn’t just theoretical, that was good.

“I don’t know anything else. I only made two kinds at the time: violet herb and senecio,” Qi Yue said.

This was her second time mentioning violet herb.

“We have senecio, but we’ve never used violet herb,” Liu Pucheng said.

Violet herb was harvested in autumn, and it would be even harder to find in this deep winter.

“Then let’s use senecio,” Qi Yue said, writing it down on the paper. “I need to boil senecio liquid and extract an effective concentrate. So I need test tube dilution of the medicinal liquid, which means I need to culture bacteria…”

She stopped writing and frowned.

“Meat broth culture medium… what to do?” she murmured to herself for a moment, then picked up the brush again.

After writing a few strokes, she stopped again.

“High-pressure sterilization? Distilled water…” she muttered to herself again, “No microscope…”

Liu Pucheng and the others couldn’t understand what she was saying. Knowing they couldn’t help, they could only watch her anxiously and helplessly, seeing this woman constantly scratching her head with her hands, eventually making her neatly combed hair completely disheveled.

Accompanied by Qi Yue’s writing and drawing, disciples began searching the mansion for various strange and peculiar items in the middle of the night.

“Slow down, slow down.” Disciples carrying two pots and a steamer from the kitchen called out in unison as they stepped out the door.

“This is prime pork belly and beef…” another disciple received large chunks of meat from the cook.

“The basins and brushes you wanted…”

“This is white cloth…”

“…will a wooden bucket of this size work?”

“Are these plates enough?”

The noise and lit torches and lanterns illuminated half of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Those who were sleeping and those who couldn’t sleep all curiously watched these people bustling about.

At this moment, Qi Yue was somewhat glad she had stayed at the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. When Chang Yuncheng had pulled her through the door, she had originally wanted to leave. But with all the back-and-forth talking, it would inevitably require more discussion, and time was life—she had no life to waste. Now it seemed it wasn’t bad after all. Otherwise, finding all these things would probably take a lot more time.

However…

After this time, she would definitely prepare these things herself—things that belonged to her.

“What is the Young Madam doing?”

“Are they starting a separate fire in that courtyard?”

“What for? I heard she’s making some kind of medicine…”

“Aren’t medicines all boiled? What’s the meat for?”

“As a catalyst, perhaps?”

Here, with all tools ready, it was already the latter half of the night, but everyone in the courtyard had no desire to sleep.

“Because time is urgent, let’s all take turns resting. We need to purify usable injection liquid within three days, so the patient will depend entirely on you, Teacher,” she said, while taking the ginseng A’Ru handed her. “This is the fine ginseng the Old Marchioness left me. Use it for the patient when necessary.”

Liu Pucheng reached out to take it, while Zhang Tong and the others behind him couldn’t help but widen their eyes.

This kind of ginseng was worth a fortune, wasn’t it? Heavens, the lives of ten hunters couldn’t equal this single ginseng root.

“Now we’re not just doing this for this one patient. For us, for the new treatment method to be accepted by more people, for having medicine available when we encounter this kind of illness again—the significance of this cannot be compared to even ten or a hundred ginseng roots,” Qi Yue smiled.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Good, I’ll take care of the patient,” he said. “Lady Qi, this time it all depends on you.”

Qi Yue nodded, put on her mask and gloves one by one, and called four or five disciples including Hu San to assist her into the room that had been specially cleared to serve as a laboratory.

A’Ru watched Qi Yue and the others enter and took a deep breath.

“Doctor, I’ll go take the patient’s temperature,” she said.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“You go prepare the salt-sugar water Lady Qi mentioned,” he said to Zhang Tong.

Zhang Tong responded affirmatively, and everyone busied themselves with their respective tasks.

This challenge between life and death had begun.

By this time, almost everyone in Yongqing Prefecture knew about this wager, and once again stirred up various idle gossip about the Marquis’s beggar young madam.

“Really… this time Marquis Dingxi is in big trouble…”

Most people opened with this sentence, so much so that outsiders newly arrived in Yongqing Prefecture thought this was the local customary greeting.

“This time Marquis Dingxi is in big trouble.”

Upon hearing this news, behind the prefect’s office, the prefect’s wife also said this to the prefect.

The prefect sighed.

“This Young Madam seems quite sensible. How could she be so unreliable?” he shook his head.

“What reliability could there be?” the prefect’s wife said. “With that kind of background…”

Then she recalled the various behaviors when treating her son. At the time, she was only worried about her son and didn’t think much of it. Now, thinking back, she felt offended no matter how she looked at it.

“Sister from the Xie family must be furious beyond words. Her fate is truly bitter,” she sighed.

The prefect frowned.

“Perhaps we should visit the Marquis’s mansion to express our…” he said in a low voice.

Before he could finish, the prefect’s wife interrupted him.

“Don’t go looking for trouble. Express what? Right now everyone is avoiding the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Why should we go toward it!” she said urgently.

The prefect found these words somewhat distasteful.

“After all, she saved Ziqiao. We should say something…” he said.

“We remember the life-saving grace, but that doesn’t mean she can’t harm people,” the prefect’s wife said. “Gratitude is gratitude, but reason must be reason too.”

The prefect said nothing.

“I’m telling you to be careful. This time, Marquis Dingxi is really in big trouble. You, as the prefect, shouldn’t act rashly. If those people cause trouble at our place, you’ll be in deep trouble,” the prefect’s wife cautioned again.

The prefect felt that listening to his wife was quite an unmanly thing to do, and coughed.

“You women don’t understand. I have my own judgment,” he said solemnly.

The prefect’s wife knew he had listened, smiled, and didn’t mind his small display of pride.

“How is the young master? Watch him carefully. Don’t let him run around. He just recovered. I’ve already requested a good doctor from the capital to examine him,” she called a servant woman over.

The servant woman quickly sent a little maid to check. Soon the little maid returned in a panic.

“The young master has gone out,” she replied.

“He just started walking around, and it’s about to get dark. Where did he go? Who’s with him?” the prefect’s wife was startled and questioned urgently.

“He said he was bored at home and wanted to go out for a walk. He went with the young masters from the Chen, Zhou, and Sun families. He said they wouldn’t go anywhere else, just to Yanxun Pavilion for some pastries,” the maid quickly knelt and said. “Several nannies followed him, and they brought hand warmers, foot warmers, and thick clothes—everything complete.”

Only then did the prefect’s wife breathe a sigh of relief.

“Yanxun Pavilion is a good place, quiet. After being cooped up at home for so long, it’s good to go out for a walk,” she said.

However, where Huang Ziqiao was at this moment was not very quiet at all.

The light was dim, and the noise was constant.

Deqing Manor was Yongqing Prefecture’s largest gambling house, with high, medium, and low-grade gambling halls to meet the different needs of various social classes.

But at this moment, in the highest-grade gambling hall, the atmosphere was rather strange.

“Bet! I’m telling you to place your bets here!” A young man sitting at a gambling table held a horse whip and heavily struck one direction.

There was a marker with the character “Qi” written on it, with only a few scattered chips placed there.

The gambling house’s big boss, Huang Siya, wiped the cold sweat from his forehead as he entered.

“My young lord, how did you get interested in this~ Quick, quick, I heard your health just improved. Don’t stay here. Come with me to a private room. Whatever you want, I’ll personally serve you,” he said with some flattery, stepping forward to help.

Huang Ziqiao struck him away with his whip.

“Don’t. I’m here to play,” he said, throwing a heavy bag of chips over.

It landed squarely and accurately on the “Qi” marker.

“Place your bets!” he shouted again.

The gamblers shuddered and came back to their senses.

“But, but we don’t want to bet on this side…” someone said boldly.

Before he finished speaking, Huang Ziqiao’s whip was pointing in that person’s direction.

“Who’s that?” he asked.

That person quickly hid behind others.

“Sir, he’s the son of Yongqing County’s assistant magistrate…” the servant beside Huang Ziqiao immediately said.

“Good, you just bet whatever you want. After you’re done betting, your father will pay,” Huang Ziqiao shouted.

An assistant magistrate might not fear the county magistrate, but the prefect was his superior!

That person was nearly in tears.

“This is a gambling house! How can anyone force people to bet in a gambling house!” he shouted.

Yes, yes, the others also nodded with aggrieved and dissatisfied expressions. They didn’t want to bet on that Lady Qi—that was clearly throwing money away! Who had so much money they didn’t want to win and instead wanted to lose? Wasn’t that sick?

At this moment, the sick person snapped his whip on the table again.

“I’m being kind, showing you a path to wealth. Don’t be ungrateful! Everyone, quickly place your bets! All bet on Lady Qi winning!” he shouted.

Meanwhile, in the lowest-grade gambling hall, amid the noise and sweat, seventeen or eighteen men of various ages crowded around a large table, shouting as they threw chips of varying amounts. The two sides of the table showed a stark contrast.

“Why is no one betting on this side?” a person squeezed in and asked. “If this side wins, wouldn’t that be a huge profit?”

People around heard this and turned to look, seeing a young man with his arms folded, curiously looking at the table.

Marquis Dingxi’s Lady Qi… what kind of bet was this?

“Little Coffin, you should bet quickly,” someone familiar shouted.

“I’ll bet then,” the young man said, without hesitation throwing all the chips in his bag over.

With this bag of conspicuous chips, everyone laughed happily.

“Good, with Coffin Boy who loses every bet placing his wager, we’re guaranteed to win.”

Chapter 121: Possibility
Morning light shone into the room. Liu Pucheng entered and saw a disciple pouring the medicinal decoction from a pot onto white cloth held by another disciple.

The medicinal liquid filtered down into a small basin below.

“Lady Qi, do you think this needs to be boiled again?” the disciple asked in a low voice, carrying the small basin to Qi Yue’s side.

Qi Yue was bent over carefully at the table, brushing water droplets from a small basin held by Hu San.

“Add the medicine residue again with water and boil for another half hour,” Qi Yue said seriously after examining the medicinal liquid.

The two disciples responded and hurried away.

“What is Lady Qi doing?” Liu Pucheng looked around the room. Everything he saw was familiar, yet somehow appeared very strange.

Why were there heavy stones pressing down on that pot?

The smell of meat broth permeated the room.

And this strange behavior of brushing water droplets…

“I need distilled water…” Qi Yue said, standing up and looking at the water in the basin below, which wasn’t even half full. “Steam it again.”

Hu San nodded and placed the basin on the charcoal stove nearby.

Having stayed up all night and concentrated intensely, everyone’s eyes were bloodshot.

“How is the injured man?” Qi Yue asked, rubbing her eyes to relieve them slightly.

“Not very good,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue didn’t panic; instead, she smiled.

“Looks like I need to speed up,” she said, clenching her fists.

By noon, Liu Pucheng and the others watched as Qi Yue filled small porcelain bottles with medicinal liquid diluted to different ratios, each tied with different colored ribbons as markers.

Two disciples brought over a steamer, arranged them one by one, and placed it in a large pot that had been temporarily set up.

This large pot had a pot inside a pot, covered with a lid, then weighed down with stones, with the lid and pot body wrapped in layers of wet white cloth.

“Half an hour. Everyone stay back in case the pot explodes,” Qi Yue said.

Hearing this, everyone was startled and quickly retreated.

“But please don’t explode…” Qi Yue couldn’t help but clasp her hands together, murmuring prayers to the gods and Buddha.

“Teacher, now go cut some rotten flesh from the injured man’s wound,” she said again.

Liu Pucheng responded, looking at the wide-open pot and listening to the banging sounds inside, feeling somewhat afraid.

“This is…” he couldn’t help asking.

“Attempting high-pressure sterilization,” Qi Yue smiled with some self-mockery.

Liu Pucheng didn’t find it amusing. Instead, he nodded seriously with admiration, becoming even more curious about Qi Yue’s master in his heart. What kind of extraordinary and shocking expert must that person be?

The rotten flesh was carefully cut into pieces by Qi Yue wearing gloves.

“Everyone come over,” Qi Yue said.

Immediately, everyone gathered around.

“Each of you watch one piece,” Qi Yue said.

Everyone didn’t know what she wanted to do, but they each chose a piece to observe carefully, as if they were looking at the world’s rarest beautiful jade and precious stones.

“Remember the state of the rotten flesh you’re each observing,” Qi Yue said. “After tonight, when we take them out again, you need to see if there are any changes. This can only depend on everyone’s eyes and memory, and it’s also the final step to determine whether we can find effective injection liquid.”

She paused here, looking at the disciples who were watching the rotten flesh even more seriously.

Success or failure depended on this final step. If they couldn’t find it tomorrow…

Qi Yue took a deep breath. Then it would be failure, and there would be no more time for her to experiment.

She lowered her head and also looked seriously at a piece of rotten flesh, wanting to imprint it firmly in her mind.

“Young Madam, do you think this temperature is enough?” another disciple was guarding a wooden box surrounded by charcoal stoves on all sides and below.

Qi Yue hurried over and reached inside to test the temperature.

Roughly, perhaps, it was about right.

“Good,” Qi Yue said.

She placed the rotten flesh into the porcelain bottles one by one. Each disciple responsible for their own piece tied on their marked ribbons, arranged them neatly on a wooden board, carried them over, and placed them in the wooden box.

A thick quilt covered the wooden box.

After completing all this, the disciples’ faces showed nervous excitement. They had done many strange things over the past day and night, but hopefully, they could create strange results.

Compared to this side that needed constant heating with charcoal fires, the room where the hunter was kept had ice blocks constantly being brought in.

“Wear gloves properly, especially those with wounds on your hands. Don’t touch anything to avoid infection,” Qi Yue walked in, looking at A’Ru and others who were busy caring for the hunter, smiling. “I can only make enough medicine for one person over there.”

A’Ru and the others laughed upon hearing this. The laughter coming from behind the wide masks was muffled, but it sounded very pleasant to the heart.

Chang Yuncheng stood outside the courtyard gate, hearing the laughter from inside, and stopped his advancing foot.

When she was happy… seeing him might remind her of unhappy things. Better forget it…

He turned to leave, but the door behind him opened. Unable to resist, he turned back and saw Qi Yue walking out, stretching her arms in a very ungraceful manner. Seeing him looking over, Qi Yue’s movement paused slightly, but she quickly continued her actions and moved her gaze away from Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze and walked away.

When morning light shone into the room again, everyone’s eyes were tensely fixed on that wooden box.

Qi Yue looked at the water clock nearby.

“Good, time’s up. Take them out,” she finally raised her hand and said.

The disciples who had been waiting for this sentence found their hands and feet somewhat restricted when they actually heard it, trembling as they lifted the cotton quilt and took out the wooden board from the steaming hot wooden box.

The wooden board was placed on the table, and all the disciples stood in front of their responsible bottles according to their marked ribbons, each holding a small pair of tweezers that had been temporarily made.

“Good, let’s begin. Look at the rotten flesh in the bottles and find the one that hasn’t continued to deteriorate but has instead improved slightly,” Qi Yue said. She also lowered her head and opened the bottle she was responsible for.

The rotten flesh was picked out…

“No good,” Qi Yue put it down. “One to sixteen, failed.”

A disciple nearby marked an X on a paper filled with dilution ratios with trembling hands.

In the patient’s room, it was particularly quiet, with only the unconscious injured man making vague groans.

Liu Pucheng had also gone to see the results. Only A’Ru remained in the room, wearing a large gown and wide mask, with a headscarf covering her hair. She was wringing out a towel with gloved hands and placing it on the injured man’s forehead.

“Sister A’Ru, the ice blocks are here,” a disciple entered carrying a wooden basin full of ice blocks.

A’Ru nodded and efficiently came over to arrange the ice blocks around the sickbed with him.

“Sister A’Ru, aren’t you going to watch over there?” the disciple asked.

A’Ru wrung out the towel again to wipe the injured man.

“No need to watch,” she said.

No need to watch. The Young Madam would definitely succeed, definitely.

“One to one hundred twenty-four, ineffective.”

“One to one hundred forty-six, ineffective.”

…

With each report, sweat on Qi Yue’s forehead increased.

Please succeed. Please succeed. Must succeed…

She stared at the hands of each disciple, afraid they might see incorrectly.

How ridiculous. She had never thought there would be such a day when she would kneel and pray to gods and Buddha for the success of something she had once tried so hard to refute, the result she least wanted to see in experiments.

As more and more ratios were crossed out on the paper, everyone’s expressions became increasingly disappointed.

It was originally impossible, so it was still impossible after all…

Watching the woman lean on the table and hang her head, Liu Pucheng couldn’t help but sigh.

“No matter what, having tried is success,” he walked over and said with a smile.

“Although that’s what you say, the result is still the most important,” Qi Yue said with her head down. “In our profession, whether you work hard or not, what the world ultimately judges is still the result. If you cure someone, it’s success. If you don’t cure them, it’s failure. Simple… and ruthless.”

Just like Dad, for that brain surgery, he made many preparations and wrote many plans, but so what? Failure was failure, and failure required paying the price, regardless of whether you had tried your best.

The sound of counting suddenly stopped, or rather, they hadn’t noticed.

“Qi Qi Qi Qi…” a trembling voice murmured.

Everyone suddenly looked toward the person making the sound.

This disciple used tweezers to pick out a piece of rotten flesh. The small piece of rotten flesh was shaking violently at this moment. Of course, it wasn’t the meat shaking, but the person holding the meat.

“No no no no…” he continued with a shaking voice.

No one urged him. Everyone just stared at him intently, holding their breath.

“No change…” he finally shouted this sentence, just before everyone was about to suffocate.

Qi Yue stepped in front of him and carefully took the piece of meat with her gloved hands.

This piece of meat that even dogs probably wouldn’t look at if thrown on the ground was now held by Qi Yue like the world’s rarest treasure. She looked at it again and again, again and again, until sweat blurred her eyes and she had to close them.

Qi Yue took a deep breath, straightened up, and looked at the ribbon tied to the bottle.

“One to three hundred twenty-four, effective.”

When the cheers from this side reached the other room, A’Ru, who was changing the injured man’s wound dressing, finally couldn’t control her trembling hands. But she said nothing, just tremblingly and clumsily completed changing the dressing.

She knew, she had always known, the Young Madam would definitely succeed. The Young Madam always kept her word!

“It’s been six or seven days already. What’s the use of them dragging it out like this!” In the Rejuvenation Hall, the disciples spoke irritably.

Wang Qingchun sat in his chair, leisurely sipping tea with some composure.

“Let them drag it out day by day. Let them be,” he said with a smile.

“Master, the people queuing outside haven’t dispersed,” Wu Shan said with some boastful complaint as he entered.

“It’s getting quite late…”

“Master has been seeing patients all day…”

“Don’t get too tired…”

The other disciples immediately chimed in with various concerns.

These words were like spring breeze caressing Wang Qingchun’s internal organs, making him extremely comfortable.

“A physician has a parent’s heart. Since they’ve come, how can we not care for them?” He put down his teacup and stood up. “I’ll go take a look.”

“Master’s benevolent heart and skilled technique…”

“…truly a blessing for our people…”

Amid the disciples’ flattering words, Wang Qingchun walked out of the back hall and came to the front hall to hold consultations.

But stepping into the front hall left him stunned, and the disciples following behind him were also stunned.

Where were the people in the empty hall?

“This is… where are the people?” Wu Shan was immediately somewhat embarrassed and angry, shouting.

A clerk sorting medicine nearby looked terrified.

“Senior… Brother, they all ran away…” he stammered.

Wang Qingchun’s face could no longer maintain its composure.

“What do you mean they all ran away? Did you chase them away?” Wu Shan demanded.

“No,” the young clerk looked aggrieved, pointing outside. “Just now someone said the injured hunter walked out of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and everyone ran to see…”

What?

Everyone in the room was stunned.

They hadn’t heard wrong, had they? The injured hunter didn’t get carried out but walked out?

Could dead people also walk?

Those who could walk were naturally not dead people, only living people. Could it be that the hunter was really saved?

Cold sweat instantly broke out on Wang Qingchun’s forehead.

How… could it be… possible…

Chapter 122: Joyful News
In fact, when Marquis Dingxi heard this news, he was also startled. He rushed over immediately, but what he saw was even more frightening than he had imagined.

The hunter who was supposedly dying was half-sitting on a soft sedan chair. Not only was he awake, but he was also wielding a stick and beating people with crackling sounds.

“You ungrateful bastards! I, Du Dashan, don’t have brothers like you! The physician devoted himself to treating me! Yet you actually conspired with others to falsely accuse and humiliate Physician Liu! I’ll beat you ungrateful scoundrels to death!”

The hunter beat and cursed at the same time. Although his strength appeared quite weak and frail, his spirit absolutely didn’t look like someone who was dying.

Four or five men knelt in front of the hunter, silently enduring the beating and scolding with lowered heads, being as submissive as could be. Some women were covering their faces and crying.

The hunter ultimately didn’t have much strength left. He weakly threw down the stick and leaned against the soft sedan chair, gasping for breath.

A woman about his age immediately stepped forward to check on him with concern, but the hunter slapped her across the face and cursed:

“And you, you wretched woman! They don’t understand, but you followed along with the commotion! I’m going to divorce you – if I don’t divorce you, I’ll have no face to meet people!”

The woman knelt on the ground and began crying loudly.

This… this…

Marquis Dingxi’s gaze searched around and soon spotted his daughter-in-law. At this moment, the beauty could hardly be called beautiful – she wore a shapeless large gown, her complexion was haggard, and her hair was wrapped in a head scarf.

Qi Yue was watching the commotion here with a cheerful smile, showing no intention of intervening. Instead, when Liu Pucheng was about to speak, she stopped him.

“It’s human nature, understandable,” Liu Pucheng said, looking at this woman’s expression and understanding that her resentment had not yet subsided. He felt somewhat amused yet very moved.

“I understand,” Qi Yue smiled. “But understanding doesn’t mean they weren’t wrong. If they made mistakes, they naturally should be punished.”

This girl… Liu Pucheng shook his head. He hadn’t realized she was quite vindictive.

Seeing that the hunter had indeed exhausted his strength and the woman had already begun seeking death, Qi Yue finally stepped forward.

“You’ve just recovered, you mustn’t let anger flare up,” she said.

This wasn’t mediation, just concern for the patient. The surrounding disciples exchanged glances and smiled with pursed lips.

Miss Qi wouldn’t even speak polite words for appearances.

The hunter, gasping for breath, thanked Qi Yue repeatedly again.

“You bastards, all of you come over and kowtow to Physician Liu and the Young Madam,” he mustered his strength to shout again.

Those men and women immediately came over to kowtow to Liu Pucheng and Qi Yue, while slapping their own faces with pa-pa sounds.

“Alright, alright, as long as the person is well, that’s good,” Liu Pucheng hurriedly said, helping them up.

Qi Yue stood with her arms crossed, smiling cheerfully.

“That’s not necessarily so. For now there’s no life-threatening danger, but to say he’s completely recovered – I wouldn’t dare claim that. Who knows, he might relapse again after going home. We wouldn’t dare promise you anything,” she said, while pulling Liu Pucheng back from behind, not allowing him to bend down to help these people up.

These people weren’t fools and naturally understood Qi Yue’s meaning. They immediately felt extremely ashamed.

“I know you were worried about your family member. When you heard the news about no cure, you became anxious and hot-headed. But you shouldn’t have hit my teacher,” Qi Yue slowly said, putting away her smile. “You have your reasons, and I have mine. So, from now on, Qianjin Hall will never again treat anyone from your family.”

As soon as these words were spoken, forget about the hunter’s family being shocked – even Liu Pucheng was just learning of this, and those disciples were all full of amazement.

Someone actually dared to say such words! To say such words to patients!

Shouldn’t this be the time to say some polite words, accept these people’s gratitude, and have everyone be happy?

“Miss Qi, you cannot do this…” Liu Pucheng began to speak.

Qi Yue interrupted him.

“Teacher means that I’m not a person of Qianjin Hall and cannot make such decisions, right?” she asked.

Liu Pucheng looked at her with a frown.

“That’s not what I mean. Miss Qi, physicians should have benevolent hearts. How can you speak of refusing treatment because of a momentary misunderstanding?” he sighed.

Qi Yue just tightly closed her mouth and didn’t speak.

But everyone could see the stubbornness and persistence in her eyes.

“Physician Liu, you don’t need to say anything more. The Young Madam is right – we don’t deserve to come to Qianjin Hall anymore,” the hunter on the soft sedan chair said, gasping for breath, cupping his hands toward Qi Yue. “Young Madam is forthright, reasoning with reason and settling grievances clearly. You’re a straightforward person. This condition is the punishment our Du family deserves. We accept it.”

Everyone from Marquis Dingxi’s household was dumbfounded. Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue – from beginning to end, this woman’s gaze had never once looked in his direction.

Reasoning with reason, settling grievances clearly…

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but shudder, a flash of guilt crossing his mind.

“…He’s recovered?” He coughed heavily and stepped forward.

Seeing him approach, people all around greeted him respectfully. The hunter’s family members prostrated themselves on the ground, and even the hunter on the soft sedan chair struggled to get down.

“Marquis is benevolent, Marquis is benevolent.”

They couldn’t speak well and were seeing such a noble person for the first time. Apart from repeating this phrase over and over, they couldn’t say anything else, continuously bowing their heads to the ground.

Previously, when those commoners saw him, it was with awe. Now, these commoners’ awe carried a few extra parts of gratitude…

The feeling of being awed and appreciated by commoners wasn’t bad either. Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but stroke his beard and nod.

“It wasn’t easy, suffering such great hardship,” he said compassionately, while signaling to the steward. “Bring that money over. Go home and recuperate well.”

This made the hunters even more grateful.

“Open the doors and escort them out,” Marquis Dingxi said loudly.

“Just use the side door – don’t make too much of a show,” Qi Yue said with a calm expression.

Zhang Tong beside them couldn’t help but choke after hearing this.

He couldn’t help but look at Hu San nearby, only to see that Hu San also had a calm expression, though compared to Qi Yue’s calmness, Hu San’s was obviously too obviously feigned.

“I seem to have hazily heard the Young Madam instruct you early this morning to go out and spread the news that the hunter had recovered?” Zhang Tong couldn’t help but ask Hu San in a low voice.

“What kind of joke is that? Is my master that shameless? Besides, this kind of thing is fact – what’s there to boast about or spread?” Hu San said in a low voice, looking at Zhang Tong with disgust as if he had been greatly insulted.

Zhang Tong quickly apologized – yes, yes, he must have misheard.

How could the dignified Young Madam of the Marquis household be so petty?

Marquis Dingxi, hearing it was just opening the side door, felt it was somewhat too low-key.

“Marquis, it’s just an ordinary commoner hunter – how could we open the main gate?” Qi Yue looked at him with a slight smile.

This also made sense. Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily, once again regretting that this time they hadn’t saved some important person – otherwise, how glorious it would have been.

“Yueniang, you’re still the most thoughtful, with a steady temperament. Very good, very good,” he laughed.

She had called him Marquis…

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue. In fact, his gaze had never moved away from her.

Marquis, not the paternal address she used before.

Father. This form of address was no longer worth her speaking aloud…

When the side door opened, everyone was startled.

There was a sea of people in front of the door, and even looking toward the street, there were people everywhere. So many people, yet they were quite quiet. When the hunter’s family came out carrying the soft sedan chair, they suddenly let out surprised exclamations, and the exclamations swept across the street in front of the door like wind and waves.

Marquis Dingxi, who had originally felt somewhat regretful, immediately rushed to the door as soon as he learned of this. This, this – this kind of glorious feeling created by common people wasn’t bad either!

After the hunter woke up, Hu San had pulled him aside to explain everything, including the bet. Seeing this scene, Du Dashan immediately sat up from the soft sedan chair.

“Let me down. I want to walk out myself,” he shouted loudly.

He had just awakened, and his injury was in his leg. His family members quietly tried to dissuade him.

Du Dashan struck them with his stick.

“Let me down! I’m not as shameless as you all,” he shouted.

This time no one dared to speak. His brothers helped Du Dashan down from the soft sedan chair.

Seeing Du Dashan’s actions, the shouting died down and the area in front of the door became quiet. Everyone looked toward this side in disbelief.

Qi Yue, Liu Pucheng, and the others following behind naturally saw this too. After a moment of surprise, they also understood his intention.

“This man is truly a man,” Qi Yue laughed. “I like…”

A’Ru pinched her hard from behind. Fortunately, the exclamations outside rose again, drowning out her words.

Qi Yue turned back to bare her teeth at A’Ru to show it hurt. A’Ru glared at her, and unconsciously glanced to the side, surprisingly discovering that Chang Yuncheng, who had somehow moved closer, was looking at them.

He didn’t hear, right… he definitely didn’t hear.

A’Ru lowered her head, while Qi Yue had already turned her gaze away, completely paying no attention to who had moved closer beside her.

Du Dashan walked out step by step accompanied by the shouting. Finally, this shouting made him excited too, as if he himself had done something remarkable. No, he had indeed done something remarkable. Hu San’s narration had been very comprehensive, dramatic, and emotionally engaging. When Du Dashan was listening, he had completely forgotten that he was a stake in the bet, instead feeling like he was one of the betting parties. Of course, he stood on the side of the Young Madam and Physician Liu. Now they had won!

Under the gaze and attention of so many people, they had won!

Du Dashan suddenly pushed away the brothers supporting him and raised the stick he had used to beat people.

“Look! I’m alive!” he shouted loudly, his eyes wide with excitement on his weak, pale face. “I’m alive! Whoever dares to call Physician Liu a quack again, I’ll be the first to twist off his head!”

When Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng stepped forward, the cheering became even more enthusiastic.

“Physician Liu is a miracle doctor!”

“Young Madam is a miracle doctor!”

After being beaten and thinking there was no hope, then suddenly enjoying this kind of enthusiasm, all the disciples of Qianjin Hall were so excited their hair stood on end.

“How does this feel?” Qi Yue asked Liu Pucheng in a low voice.

Liu Pucheng looked at this girl somewhat helplessly. It seemed this girl was becoming more and more confident. He couldn’t help but remember the first time he met this girl – the panic and fear on her face and in her eyes, as if seeing patients was like seeing fierce tigers and wild beasts. But from when had she gradually lost these fears? Just like now, with a calm expression that came from inner confidence.

Moreover, she was becoming more and more… mischievous.

Yes, she was originally the age of his granddaughter, precisely the age of youthful spring splendor.

“There’s an even better feeling,” Qi Yue giggled.

“Ah? What is it?” Hu San immediately asked. He had squeezed through the crowd with great difficulty to stand behind Qi Yue, to demonstrate his status as the senior disciple… though of course, still a level below Miss A’Ru.

“Collecting gambling debts,” Qi Yue smiled while raising her eyebrows.

Chapter 123: Happy to See
For real?

When Liu Pucheng heard Qi Yue say this, that was his first reaction.

They were colleagues after all, and besides, it was better to resolve grievances than to deepen them. Taking a step back and giving the other party a way to save face would be good for everyone – wouldn’t it be nice to see each other every day with no hard feelings?

Could they really be going to force someone to kneel? This… this… probably wasn’t good.

“Of course it’s for real,” Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng with a serious expression. “Otherwise, why would we work so desperately hard!”

Ah? Why? Of course it was to save a life! Liu Pucheng was somewhat speechless. He was about to say something more when Qi Yue had already raised her hand to the crowd.

“Hey, I wonder if Physician Wang Qingchun is ready?” she said loudly. “Everyone has seen the dead come back to life, so do you want to see a living person kneel in the street?”

These words were too crude…

Liu Pucheng and the others, even the doormen and servants of Marquis Dingxi’s household, couldn’t help but frown. But these onlookers were all the most common market folk. They didn’t care about propriety or elegance – they just loved watching people get slapped in the face, and the more painful the slap, the more satisfying it was to watch. With Qi Yue’s words, everyone’s already high emotions were stirred up even more.

Cheers and whistles rose all around. Accompanied by these sounds, the crowd began surging outward.

Soon, the area in front of Marquis Dingxi’s household returned to its usual quiet, with only the clamorous sounds coming from the distance.

The hunter’s family had somehow retreated with the crowd. Standing dumbly at the door were only the disciples of Qianjin Hall and Marquis Dingxi Chang Yuncheng.

Everyone’s face showed disbelief.

“Are they really going to force Physician Wang to kneel…” someone murmured.

What a terrifying scene it would be to have this surging crowd swarm up to the door clamoring for you to kneel.

“Terrifying? Do you sympathize with Physician Wang?” Qi Yue spoke up. She looked ahead with a calm expression, though this calmness carried a hint of restlessness. “What’s there to sympathize with? If we had lost, then I would be the one facing this terror right now.”

It would be me, me, me alone…

You bastards want to bully me? Come on, try it! Bully me, bully me – it’s not that easy!

I have nothing! And I fear nothing!

“There’s nothing to sympathize with and nothing to lament,” she exhaled and slightly raised her chin. “If you dare to play, you must dare to accept the consequences. If it weren’t for Huichun Hall deliberately targeting us from the beginning, instigating these family members to cause trouble, how would we have today’s result? When you come out to play, sooner or later you have to pay.”

When you come out to play, sooner or later you have to pay…

These words passed through everyone’s ears, leaving everyone with mixed feelings.

In fact, this good show didn’t unfold as the people had anticipated. When everyone surged to Huichun Hall to remind Wang Qingchun to honor his bet, Huichun Hall was already empty with its doors tightly closed.

That very day, Wang Qingchun and his entire family left Yongqing Prefecture. Their property and medicine shop were quickly sold off at bargain prices. Overnight, Huichun Hall, which had been famous throughout this street, disappeared from everyone’s sight as if it had never existed.

They really couldn’t handle losing – they actually ran away.

“Ruthless,” Qi Yue sighed after learning of this.

This was the ruthlessness of life and fate – one wrong step and everything was lost.

Chang Yuncheng stood in front of her, watching this woman slowly fold her hands.

“For a woman, this gesture is too unsightly,” he couldn’t help but say.

Qi Yue glanced at him, maintained this posture without moving, and walked forward past him.

Chang Yuncheng turned and followed.

“Why did you think to take responsibility for Qianjin Hall back then?” he asked. “Was it righteousness?”

Qi Yue glanced at him.

“Why did you pull me into the household back then? Wouldn’t this opportunity to drive me away suit you perfectly?” she didn’t answer, instead asking a question.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat at a loss from her question.

“I keep my word,” he answered sullenly.

Qi Yue actually frowned.

“What word?” she muttered, but immediately stopped pursuing the matter.

The two walked in silence.

“It wasn’t all righteousness,” Qi Yue suddenly said, beginning to answer his question. “It’s very simple – heart for heart…”

She turned to look at Chang Yuncheng and smiled slightly.

“Because Physician Liu is good to me, so I must be good to him,” she said. “It’s just that simple. Otherwise, I’m not some saint or sage with a heart to save the world, stepping forward to manage every injustice I see.”

Chang Yuncheng walked slowly beside her.

A’Ru slowed her steps behind them, keeping some distance.

“Are you foolish or just bold? Didn’t you think about what consequences there might be?” Chang Yuncheng asked after a moment of silence.

Qi Yue snorted through her nose.

“I already said,” she glanced at Chang Yuncheng again, “heart for heart. In the face of such an urgent matter, if I had gone to consider consequences, consider how to arrange and deploy, consider how to explain and operate, consider subsequent gains and losses… then there would have been no need to do it.”

“Why?” Chang Yuncheng asked with a frown.

“Because if I had time to think so much, it would mean this person wasn’t worth me protecting,” Qi Yue said. “I want to protect this person simply because I want to protect him – no reason, no concerns, just when danger comes, I only want to be the first to stand in front, blocking everything, not letting him get hurt…”

Dad, I’m sorry that when I saw you facing doubt alone, I didn’t stand out without care.

Dad, I’m so happy I had a chance to make amends.

This feeling is wonderful!

No reason, no concerns, just wanting to protect in front of her…

These words kept rolling through Chang Yuncheng’s heart.

“If you had lost, would you really have knelt?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue turned to look at him.

“Just talk – I’m not some honorable gentleman who keeps his word. There’s no need to take such things seriously,” she showed her white teeth and smiled.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned by her words, then also smiled.

“If I don’t kneel, what can they do to me? Come hit me,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, turning her head to continue forward while shaking her head, her tone rising with a sort of cheeky… cuteness.

The word “cute” floated into Chang Yuncheng’s mind, and he couldn’t help but stop.

Qi Yue paid no attention to his stopping and continued on her way.

Watching that woman walk farther and farther away, disappearing as if he would never see her again, Chang Yuncheng felt his heart panic.

Never see her again…

No…

He didn’t want, didn’t want to never see her again…

“Qi Yueniang,” he called out.

The woman didn’t stop, so he had to lift his feet to catch up.

“That day…” Chang Yuncheng caught up to Qi Yue and said hesitantly after a moment, “about that day, I’m sorry.”

Qi Yue stopped and looked at him with some surprise.

“Which day?” she asked with a frown. “There are too many times you should say sorry – which specific one?”

This woman!

Chang Yuncheng choked.

“Actually, saying it or not doesn’t matter much,” Qi Yue said. “I’ve figured you out – you’re muddle-headed about small things, but you’re still quite reasonable about big matters. Thanks for these recent incidents. Of course I could have handled them myself, but your stepping forward to back me up was still quite helpful. So, thank you.”

She turned to look at Chang Yuncheng and smiled.

This was the first time in days he had seen her smile at him. Chang Yuncheng felt like the huge stone pressing on his heart was lifted, and immediately his breathing became smooth.

This woman… actually getting along and talking with her was really very relaxed… very comfortable…

“Oh right,” after walking a few steps, Qi Yue remembered something and spoke again. “There’s something else I want to tell you. Originally I thought I didn’t need to say it, but it looks like it’s better to speak openly.”

“Go ahead,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Actually, you don’t need to think so complexly,” Qi Yue considered, raised her hand, then felt she didn’t know how to say it. “You don’t need to torment yourself and me with alternating joy and sorrow because of pressure about whether to be good to me or not…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a frown. What was this nonsense…

“To put it simply,” Qi Yue said, “just listen to your mother. You don’t need to be good to me, and you don’t need to see me as your wife. I know you all don’t like me – it’s nothing, I don’t mind.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression grew even uglier.

“What nonsense are you spouting!” he said in a low, stern voice.

Still don’t understand? Qi Yue rubbed her hands.

“I’m saying, since your mindset is normal now, then…” she clapped her hands, “let’s talk about divorce.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

This damn woman! This damn woman! Did she know what she was saying?

Divorce…

Chang Yuncheng fiercely shook his hand, his expression becoming very ugly.

“This way both you and your mother will be free,” Qi Yue paid no attention to his expression – wasn’t his expression always like this? “Of course, I’ll be free too.”

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and looked at Qi Yue.

“I already said I’m sorry,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him and nodded.

“Right, so we can calmly and peacefully talk about divorce…” she said seriously.

Before she finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng strode past her and walked away.

Qi Yue was left stunned.

“Hey!” she hurriedly called out.

Chang Yuncheng had already walked far away.

Bastard!

This woman!

Chang Yuncheng had never thought that the word “bastard” could also be used for women, and it was quite fitting when used.

Chang Yuncheng’s sullen anger only slightly dissipated when it was time for dinner, but soon he became restless again.

That woman hadn’t come back at all…

“Go see what the Young Madam is doing. Why hasn’t she come back for dinner?” he suddenly opened the door and shouted.

The maids in the courtyard were startled and hurried off. They returned shortly.

“The Young Madam has already rested,” the maid said carefully.

Sleeping in that courtyard again? Was this woman doing it on purpose? Chang Yuncheng’s hand gripped the door curtain tightly.

“The Young Madam has been sleeping for half a day. Miss A’Ru is also sleeping. Sister Que Zhi and Sister A’Hao said… said to ask the Young Lord to be patient. The Young Madam and the others haven’t closed their eyes for three days and three nights…” the maid said stammering.

Chang Yuncheng’s sullen anger and restlessness immediately dissipated, replaced by guilt and worry.

This woman…

Chang Yuncheng worried all night – did she sleep well? After staying up like this for three days and three nights, would she become ill? Just after dawn, he finally made a decision.

He would go personally to bring her back, personally ask and show concern.

This way, she should stop being angry, right?

Chang Yuncheng hesitated outside the door for a long time, finally gritted his teeth and stepped into the courtyard.

Two maids in the courtyard were tidying up things. Seeing him enter, they both froze, then one immediately lowered her head and shrank back, while the other approached with a smiling face.

“Young Lord, this servant is Que Zhi,” Que Zhi said. “Do you have any instructions?”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak. Wasn’t she up yet? With such a commotion, couldn’t she hear? Why didn’t she come out?

“Young Lord?” Que Zhi asked puzzled.

“Where’s the Young Madam?” Chang Yuncheng had to ask, while looking toward the room.

“The Young Madam went to the Marquis,” Que Zhi answered with a cheerful smile.

What? She went to father? Chang Yuncheng was stunned – so early… was she paying morning respects?

Somehow, he felt uneasy.

Similarly, hearing that the Young Madam had come to request an audience, Marquis Dingxi also felt somewhat uneasy.

“Yueniang, so early – why didn’t you rest more?” he said with a face full of smiles, even unconsciously losing his elder’s dignity, directing the servants and maids to quickly pour good tea and bring good pastries.

“I’ve rested well,” Qi Yue said with a smile, neither drinking tea nor eating pastries, just looking at Marquis Dingxi with a slight smile. “So I remembered this urgent matter and came to find the Marquis.”

Marquis Dingxi felt even more uneasy from her smile.

“What urgent matter? Nothing is more important than you resting well, Yueniang…” he said with an even more kindly smile.

Then the next moment he saw the beauty in front of him show him a rather inelegant toothy grin.

“The Marquis truly forgets many things in his nobility,” Qi Yue smiled. Although she had rested for a day and night, her eyes were still red and swollen, looking quite eerie. “About the divorce papers.”

Chapter 124: Advance and Retreat
Divorce letter…

Marquis Dingxi’s heart trembled.

Was this also someone coming to collect a gambling debt?

“Divorce letter? What divorce letter?” Marquis Dingxi asked with a completely puzzled expression.

Playing dumb? Qi Yue was somewhat stunned. She had imagined many kinds of reactions from Marquis Dingxi, but she never expected him to directly play dumb.

What nerve he had!

“Why are you talking about divorce letters out of nowhere?” Marquis Dingxi had already switched to an expression of shock and anger.

“Marquis.” Qi Yue smiled somewhat helplessly and said, “Actually, I’m not here to question you about anything. We can discuss this divorce letter matter. The result can be the same, but the form should be changed – for instance, mutual divorce…”

“Yueniang, don’t say anymore. I will definitely investigate this matter thoroughly and give you an explanation. Rest assured, as long as I’m alive, no one will dare bully you.” Marquis Dingxi waved his hand decisively, wanting to end this topic.

Qi Yue became somewhat anxious.

“Marquis, it’s written in black and white, and even has your seal on it. How can we just let it go like this?” she said. “Marquis, you’re a man of your word – when you speak, it creates a crater in the ground.”

That’s right, that’s right. Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but smile with some pride. No, no, he hurriedly suppressed his smile again.

“Yueniang, how could such a thing happen? You’ve misunderstood, you saw wrong.” He straightened his expression and said seriously.

This was truly calling black white. Qi Yue finally witnessed it, and for a moment she opened her mouth wide, not knowing what to say.

“How could I have seen wrong? Marquis, don’t joke around. I saw it with my own eyes.” She frowned and said.

“Where is it? Where?” Marquis Dingxi said seriously, extending his hand. “Let me see which bold person dares to forge my seal?”

“Prince Yuncheng tore it up.” Qi Yue said. “If you don’t believe me, call him over – he saw it too.”

Marquis Dingxi felt for the first time that his unpopular legitimate son had done something considerate.

“Yueniang, if it’s torn up, then it’s gone. If it’s gone, then it’s gone. Don’t overthink it. You’ve been so tired these past few days – go rest properly and don’t worry about anything.” He said earnestly.

What did he mean by “gone is gone”?

Qi Yue looked at Marquis Dingxi. She was an adult too – how could she not understand what this marquis was thinking?

“Marquis.” She couldn’t help but sigh and said, “Actually, I can’t guarantee that I can save people every time. This kind of thing ultimately comes down to gambling on luck. But I can’t bring myself to stand by and watch people die, so I will cause a lot of trouble. This time I was fortunate not to bring trouble to the marquis’s residence, but next time, the time after that – eventually trouble will come…”

As she was speaking, someone swished the curtain open and entered.

“The Prince has arrived.” At the same time, a servant called out hurriedly.

Chang Yuncheng, carrying the chill of winter, stood still.

“Yuncheng, you’ve come too. Have you eaten?” Marquis Dingxi smiled hurriedly, while half-jokingly saying, “Haven’t seen you for just a moment, and you’re already following your wife?”

Both Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng’s faces stiffened. What did this have to do with anything?

“Not yet. Father hasn’t eaten either, has he? We’ve delayed Father’s meal – we’ll take our leave first.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Good son, good son. Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but beam with relief and joy, nodding repeatedly.

“Good, good. Quick, Yueniang has worked so hard these past few days – go eat quickly. Have the kitchen prepare something good.” He said, impatiently serving tea to usher them out.

“I’ve already eaten…” Qi Yue said. What a joke – she hadn’t said anything yet.

Chang Yuncheng reached out and grabbed her hand, turning to pull her out.

As soon as they left, Marquis Dingxi immediately busied himself giving orders.

“Quick, quick, pack things up. I’m going to stay at the manor by Yanyun Lake for a couple days. It’s the perfect time to enjoy the lake scenery.” He said.

What lake scenery to enjoy in the dead of winter… The servants were bewildered, but this marquis who loved elegance had aesthetic sensibilities different from common folk like them. Not daring to delay, they hurriedly passed along messages, packed various items to bring, prepared the carriage, and selected people to accompany him, rushing about without their feet touching the ground.

Here, Qi Yue was dragged out of Marquis Dingxi’s study by Chang Yuncheng.

“What are you doing?” Qi Yue struggled forcefully but couldn’t break free. Chang Yuncheng was determined, gripping her hand tightly without letting go.

Qi Yue’s strength was completely negligible in his eyes.

“You’re hurting my hand again!” Qi Yue was furious. Anyone would be angry at having their carefully planned affair disrupted.

She simply followed closely for a few steps, blocked Chang Yuncheng’s path, and used her other hand to grab his.

Chang Yuncheng let her do as she pleased.

“With that little strength of yours, you’d be lucky to pry it open.” He looked at this woman’s exasperated appearance and couldn’t help but laugh.

Qi Yue reached out and grabbed his lapel.

“Is it fun?” She looked at him, her eyes red – whether from staying up late or otherwise.

Chang Yuncheng’s smile faded.

“Is it fun for you to toy with me like this?” Qi Yue looked at him. Her voice wasn’t raised, and her tone was slow. “Is it fun to watch me come and go like a dog at your beck and call? Is it comfortable to give me smiles when you’re happy and cold faces when you’re not?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her. He didn’t release her hand but gripped it tighter, covering her hand that clutched his lapel with his other hand.

“I know, I’m very clear about it. I’m the one shamelessly clinging to your family, very annoying. I find it annoying too. I’m very sorry. At first I didn’t know what to do, didn’t know how to manage in an unfamiliar place after leaving, so I shamelessly stayed at your house. You have to believe me – I felt worse than any of you.” Qi Yue looked at him and continued, “Now it’s good – you’ve said it outright, and I’m prepared too. Everyone can part on good terms. Is playing like this interesting?”

Chang Yuncheng still didn’t speak, only gripping her hand.

Qi Yue’s chest heaved violently, as if the accumulated frustration and stifled feelings had found some relief.

“And you – what are you pretending to be so calm about?” She forcefully tried to shake off Chang Yuncheng’s hand, to no avail. “Is it so hard to speak openly? Can’t we all sit down clearly and talk properly? What’s the point of all this alarming and theatrical joy and anger? Is it very interesting?”

Chang Yuncheng waited for her to finish speaking.

“Good.” He nodded and said.

“Good what good?” Qi Yue, having said so much in one breath, felt slightly better and snapped.

“Speaking openly, sitting down to talk properly.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue looked at him, panting.

“Fine. Your place or mine?” She said, while once again trying to withdraw her hand.

“You decide.” Chang Yuncheng said, maintaining his grip.

“Mine.” Qi Yue said, trying to withdraw her hand again. “Let go.”

Chang Yuncheng released her.

Qi Yue rubbed her wrist and glared at him resentfully, then turned and walked away.

Seeing Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng enter the courtyard one after the other, A’Ru, A’Hao, Que Zhi and others who had been talking hurriedly came forward.

“Serve the meal.” Qi Yue said.

Seeing her expression, A’Ru didn’t dare ask questions and hurriedly signaled everyone to comply.

The meal was quickly served – aromatic, colorful, and flavorful. This time there was Qi Yue’s favorite white porridge and side dishes, and of course, the meat and eggs that Chang Yuncheng liked.

Watching Qi Yue eat with her head down in silence, Chang Yuncheng put down his chopsticks.

“Why don’t we talk first?” He said. “Eating with pent-up anger is bad for your health.”

Qi Yue looked up at him.

“Oh my, you understand health preservation too?” She said half-sarcastically.

Que Zhi, standing to the side, couldn’t help but furrow her brow, stealing a glance at A’Ru, who remained calm as if she hadn’t heard anything.

“Yes, I understand some.” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Qi Yue looked at him for a moment, then exhaled.

“I’m fine. Let’s talk after eating.” She said, the irritation between her brows gradually easing as she lowered her head to eat.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng pick up his chopsticks.

“Try this peony cake – it’s made from a recipe Father specially requested from the capital.” He hesitated, then picked up a piece of golden cake from the plate and offered it to her.

Qi Yue accepted it.

“Thank you.” She said, her tone calm, returning to politeness.

“Try this fish soup too.” Chang Yuncheng said again, placing a small covered bowl in front of Qi Yue. “Having something fresh and savory in the morning is also good for the body.”

After speaking, seeing the woman look over, he smiled.

“The nannies in the residence have taught this since childhood – what to eat, what not to eat, when to eat, how much to eat.” He said.

Ancient people knew more about health preservation than modern people, Qi Yue thought to herself, saying nothing more as she slowly ate with her head down.

Breakfast ended in an unprecedented harmonious atmosphere, and Que Zhi and the others also breathed a sigh of relief.

Watching the two sit down in the room, after Que Zhi personally served tea and withdrew with slight reluctance at A’Ru’s signal, they were alone.

“Anyway, I absolutely disagree with being divorced.” Qi Yue said straight to the point.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and nodded.

“Yes, I disagree too.” He said.

Qi Yue’s expression softened slightly.

“You see, neither of us could make decisions about our marriage.” She continued, “Although my status doesn’t match yours, I haven’t done anything wrong in other respects, so divorce is absolutely unreasonable. But mutual divorce would be fair to both of us.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at the teacup in his hands without speaking.

“You have no objection to this point, right?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng smiled without speaking.

“I’m not being stubborn. Since we’re both leaving anyway, as long as the result is achieved, that’s what matters.” Qi Yue didn’t mind either. She also picked up her teacup for a sip, her gaze turning toward the door as she continued, “I must be responsible for myself. If I’m wrong, I’ll bear the consequences. But if I’m not wrong yet must debase myself to bear false guilt, then even if I achieve my desired result, it would be unforgivable to me. People – if you don’t even care about yourself, wouldn’t living be too meaningless?”

“Yes.” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at her with a smile. “Well said. I like that.”

Qi Yue smiled at him – friendly but also polite.

“See, it’s actually very simple. It’s quite good that we sat down and talked it through. You don’t need to struggle with it either. Your mother’s worry and wariness toward me is completely unnecessary. Actually, I’ve had this plan for a long time, just at the beginning…” She said with a smile, tinged with some relief.

Speaking of the beginning, Qi Yue couldn’t help but recall with some nostalgia – at the beginning, she still harbored hope of returning.

“…I just wasn’t ready yet, didn’t know what path I wanted to take. To say I wasn’t afraid would be lying.” She smiled with some sentiment.

She really had been afraid – the unfamiliar environment, unfamiliar people, unfamiliar customs and rules.

“The beginning?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly said, interrupting her words. “You mean you prepared for this early on?”

“Yes, so you really worried for nothing. I never planned to cling to your family for life. Look how you and your mother were scared.” Qi Yue couldn’t help but purse her lips.

So all his struggles, all his torment, and all the things he had done were just a joke in her eyes…

Chang Yuncheng smiled, but this smile was somewhat terrifying.

“Forget it. Let’s not talk about the past. Now I’m prepared.” Qi Yue said, looking up at Chang Yuncheng. “So we’ve reached agreement on the point about mutual divorce?”

“No.” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said.

“Then let’s discuss the property division… huh?” Qi Yue said with a smile, clapping her hands with some relief. Before she could lower them, she froze suddenly, looking at Chang Yuncheng with some alarm. “What did you say?”

Chang Yuncheng looked down at her from above.

“I said…” He smiled slightly, “Whether you stay or go, you think you get to decide?”

Qi Yue stared at him wide-eyed.

“Did you forget what I said to you so quickly?” Chang Yuncheng smiled, stepped closer, and reached out to pinch her chin. “Mutual divorce? You’re dreaming!”

Chapter 125: Take Your Time
Qi Yue was stunned.

How did things suddenly turn sour again?

“If you have any opinions, say them – speak up so everyone can discuss it.” She slapped away Chang Yuncheng’s hand. “Don’t be so disrespectful.”

“I have no opinions.” Chang Yuncheng said flatly. “Pack your things and come back.”

Having said this, he gripped Qi Yue’s arm and started walking.

Qi Yue grabbed the table firmly and refused to move.

“Cut that out – I’m not going to live in that dump of yours.” She shouted.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her with a cold smile.

“A dump?” He repeated, increasing the pressure of his grip. “Whether you live there or not isn’t up to you.”

With a slight tug, Qi Yue was pulled toward him.

What was wrong with him now?

“What’s gotten into you?” Qi Yue stumbled forward against him, having to brace herself against his body, asking anxiously and angrily, “The most annoying thing about you is this – if you’re thinking something, say it! Making people constantly guess is so irritating! What can’t you say? I’m not a mind reader! Stop being so dramatic in front of me!”

“No.” Chang Yuncheng remained flat, looking at Qi Yue with a slight smile.

That smile again! That sinister smile!

“Fine, then tell me – what do you want?” Qi Yue took a deep breath, suppressing her emotions as she asked.

“I don’t want anything.” Chang Yuncheng smiled, turning to walk outside, naturally keeping Qi Yue firmly in his grasp.

In the courtyard, A’Ru and the other maids were frozen in shock.

“Prince.” A’Ru stepped forward to block Chang Yuncheng’s path. “You… the Young Madam hasn’t rested properly yet…”

Que Zhi was startled. Heaven above, had A’Ru gone mad? Daring to block the Prince?

As she stood there in shock, A’Hao, who usually hid whenever she saw people, also ran over and stood beside A’Ru. Though she didn’t speak, her actions expressed her intention to block him.

Well, ever since coming to serve this Young Madam, nothing they encountered was normal anyway.

Que Zhi sighed and stepped forward to join them.

Seeing the three maids blocking his path, Chang Yuncheng showed no anger and smiled slightly.

“Pack her things. Your Young Madam hasn’t rested properly, so hurry back so she can rest well.” He said, then lifted his foot to step forward.

“I’m not going to your place, Chang Yuncheng! Isn’t this what you always wanted? Damn it, you got your wish and now you’re going crazy!” Qi Yue’s feet slipped as she pushed against Chang Yuncheng’s arm and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng stopped abruptly and took a deep breath.

“Damn it…” He repeated, nodding. “Good, very good…”

He turned to look at the struggling Qi Yue.

“What? Don’t want to go?” He asked with a half-smile, flexing his other hand. “Should I help you?”

Qi Yue immediately recalled being carried over his shoulder that time – he really would dare, and she couldn’t afford to lose face like that.

“Prince, what exactly do you want?” She exhaled and softened her tone.

“Nothing much.” Chang Yuncheng smiled and said nothing more, turning to stride forward.

If he was determined to go, the three maids couldn’t really stop him. They could only watch helplessly as the furious Young Madam was dragged away by the Prince.

“Um…” Que Zhi looked at the two maids still standing there dazed and spoke up to remind them, “Should we… pack up?”

A’Ru sighed.

“This… this… the Prince personally came to bring the Young Madam back – this is a good thing.” Que Zhi smiled again.

Though the atmosphere didn’t seem like a good thing at all…

But this really was clearly a good thing! Previously the Prince wouldn’t even let the Young Madam enter the courtyard. No matter how hard she tried to get in, she was always driven out. But look at now – the Prince personally came to drag the Young Madam back…

In just half a year, the relationship between the Prince and Young Madam had truly transformed in a gratifying way.

But clearly her feelings weren’t shared by the others.

“Sister A’Ru…” A’Hao looked at A’Ru with worry.

“Looks like the Young Madam will have more troubles.” A’Ru said with a sigh, waving her hand. “We’ll take it one step at a time.”

What troubles could there be?

To be personally dragged into his courtyard by the Prince – she’d be laughing in her dreams! And yet she was troubled! It was simply… not knowing good fortune when blessed with it.

When this news spread, many people’s first thought was exactly this.

Some were happy, some worried. Besides Qi Yue’s exasperation, Madam Xie felt the same.

“Madam, don’t worry. The Prince had no choice…” Nanny Su carefully consoled her.

Madam Xie rested her head on her hand against the kang table, seeming to have a terrible headache, her long nails digging purplish marks into her forehead.

“No need to deceive myself anymore.” She said, still hanging her head with eyes closed. “I shouldn’t have let that woman move into his courtyard in the first place. Sister-in-law was right – a man and woman alone together… and that woman is so full of tricks. Cheng-ge’er has never been around women, how could he…”

She couldn’t continue, her long nails breaking the skin on her forehead.

Nanny Su exclaimed and quickly pulled her hand down.

“That’s not it, Madam. The Prince is only doing this out of respect for the Marquis.” She said hurriedly.

“Even so.” Madam Xie straightened up, still frowning deeply. “My heart still isn’t at ease…”

“So the matter with Miss Rao needs to be handled quickly.” Nanny Su said with a smile.

Mentioning Miss Rao, Madam Xie’s expression improved considerably.

Now that was a girl she was satisfied with…

“Has the Marquis really gone into hiding?” She asked.

Nanny Su nodded.

“He took Su Mei from Concubine Zhu’s side. He said he’ll be back in a couple days, and you’ll need to worry about New Year preparations.” She said quietly.

That heartless, ungrateful, and cowardly man!

Madam Xie clenched her fists tightly.

“Hide from what? What’s there to hide from? So what if he divorced her?” She said angrily.

“Madam, he can’t divorce her now without proper grounds. The Marquis won’t report it to the court.” Nanny Su said quietly while pouring tea to help calm her. “Madam, this matter is urgent. The Prince has just gained the Emperor’s favor – everything must be handled carefully. This woman’s matter may seem small, but if it becomes big and is exploited by those with ulterior motives, it could be disastrous for our Prince…”

Madam Xie exhaled and slumped back against the pillow.

“This woman is truly strange – why can’t we do anything about her…” She murmured.

Such a perfect opportunity handed to them on a silver platter, yet she still managed to slip through.

Could it really be… divine assistance?

This person was completely unreasonable. Qi Yue gritted her teeth as she looked at Chang Yuncheng in the room, angrily taking back her earlier words.

There wasn’t much to pack in the room. Qi Yue had only been away for three days, so everything remained as it was. The maids tidied up briefly before hurrying out.

“What exactly do you want?” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng leisurely reached for the sword on the wall to polish it, ignoring her.

“You’re absolutely baffling!” Qi Yue couldn’t contain her temper, stepping forward angrily. “Haven’t you always wanted to avoid seeing me, telling me to get lost? Now isn’t it just as you… oh.”

She suddenly understood.

“Oh… I get it now…” She drawled.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her.

Qi Yue slapped her forehead, realizing her mistake!

Aiya, she’d really made a huge error – at her age, too impulsive.

Men and their pride – they could dump others, but being dumped was the ultimate humiliation! This mentality was the same everywhere, in every era.

Of course he wanted her to get lost, but the prerequisite was that he wanted it, not that she initiated it!

Qi Yue clicked her tongue inwardly. She’d originally thought this man, while often contradictory in his reasoning, was at least sensible about major principles. She hadn’t expected…

His pride was hurt? He was furious? Now he had to oppose her on everything?

Fine, fine. I’m not in a hurry – let’s keep dragging this out.

Chang Yuncheng watched the previously furious woman suddenly break into a smile and couldn’t help but shiver.

This wicked woman… what devilish scheme was she plotting now…

He snorted and lowered his head to continue polishing the sword.

But the woman said nothing more, as if her anger had instantly dissipated into thin air.

“A’Ru, I’m going out. Get things ready.” She turned toward the door, then looked back. “Prince, I’m going out for a bit – that should be allowed, right?”

Chang Yuncheng put down the sword.

“Where to?” He asked.

You busybody! Qi Yue cursed internally while maintaining a pleasant demeanor.

“I’m going to check on Qianjin Hall.” She replied amicably. “Physician Liu was already injured and has been exhausted these past days. I’m worried and want to check on him.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Good, go ahead.” He said.

Pah, what an attitude, really thinks he’s somebody important. Qi Yue spat inwardly and turned away.

A’Ru and the other maids had already entered. After helping her change clothes, she came out to find Chang Yuncheng standing outside in his great cloak.

Was he going out too? But Qi Yue couldn’t be bothered to ask – she didn’t want to talk to this person at all right now.

Since she didn’t ask, Chang Yuncheng didn’t explain either. Seeing her come out, he walked straight outside.

A carriage was already waiting at the second gate, along with seven or eight guards holding clubs and looking spirited. Seeing Qi Yue approach, the steward hurried over attentively.

“Young Madam, everything’s ready. See if there are enough people… Prince, are you going out too?” He said with a smile, halfway through before noticing Chang Yuncheng behind Qi Yue and quickly bowing.

Qi Yue laughed at his words – it wasn’t like she was always going out to fight!

Helped by A’Ru into the carriage, before she could settle in properly, she saw Chang Yuncheng getting in too.

“Hey, hey, what are you doing?” Qi Yue quickly put up her hand to block the door and glared at him. “There are plenty of carriages at home – surely you won’t compete with me over this too? Prince, we’re both adults. Let’s not play childish games.”

Chang Yuncheng pushed her hand aside and sat down.

“So you should stop making a fuss too.” He said.

“Who’s making a fuss? Prince, from beginning to end… fine, I started the trouble initially, but I also apologized…” Qi Yue exhaled and looked at him.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand.

“Let’s go. To Qianjin Hall.” He called out.

The carriage swayed gently as it began moving.

Qi Yue said nothing more, knowing it was useless and too tired to bother. She turned to look outside through the fluttering curtains.

In silence, they arrived at Qianjin Hall. Getting out of the carriage, Qi Yue was startled.

There were so many people at Qianjin Hall! At first glance, she almost thought they were being mobbed again.

“Fellow villagers, fellow villagers, we mainly treat injuries and trauma here. If you have other ailments, please go elsewhere – don’t wait here and delay your treatment…” Four or five disciples called out loudly.

But none of the people crowding the entrance showed any sign of dispersing.

“It’s fine, we’re willing to wait. We only feel at ease having Physician Liu examine us.” People said in a jumbled chorus.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief and exchanged glances with A’Ru, both smiling.

“As I always say – results determine everything.” She sighed.

“But without the process of hard work, there would be no results.” A’Ru said quietly with a smile.

Qi Yue laughed and pointed at her.

“Well said. A’Ru is becoming more of a wise woman.” She laughed.

A’Ru looked as if she was used to being teased by her.

Chang Yuncheng stood behind them, his expression calm.

Their guards and carriage quickly attracted attention from those at the entrance. The disciples who looked over immediately beamed with joy.

“Master, you’re here!” They called out loudly as they ran over.

This call of “Master” instantly stirred up excitement among the crowd.

“It’s the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s residence!”

“It’s the divine physician!”

“She’s the one who brought that hunter back from the dead!”

Chapter 126: Warmth
Qi Yue felt somewhat embarrassed being watched by so many enthusiastic gazes. Fortunately, these people were in awe of her status and didn’t dare approach her.

Several disciples personally led the way to bring her inside.

“Is the teacher well? Has he rested properly?” Qi Yue asked while looking at the people waiting in line.

Walking into the hall, there were even more people, with even those collecting medicine crowding around the counter.

One could see how powerful the advertising effect was.

“He has rested. Senior Brother is receiving patients, and Master is watching from the side,” the disciples replied.

Seeing their group enter, those unfamiliar patients waiting for consultation showed displeasure.

“Another queue-jumper”

“These rich people are so annoying”

“Several groups have already cut in line today. I’m afraid I won’t be able to see Dr. Liu today…”

Qi Yue just smiled upon hearing this.

“I’ll just take a look at the teacher and leave,” she said. “Don’t delay his time.”

Liu Pucheng had already heard the news and came out, his arm still in a splint, hanging around his neck, looking quite comical.

“Lord, Young Madam,” he respectfully bowed and personally led them into the room.

Because Chang Yuncheng was present, the atmosphere was somewhat serious. Qi Yue personally examined Liu Pucheng’s injury before feeling relieved.

“Your arm is injured, so you can’t perform some minor surgeries. Call me over,” she said. “It’s a perfect opportunity to practice with my teacher.”

Because Chang Yuncheng was there, Liu Pucheng smiled and repeatedly said he wouldn’t dare.

While they were talking, a loud voice could be heard from outside calling for Master.

Then Hu San came in carrying a large box.

“Master,” he happily rushed toward Qi Yue.

Liu Pucheng coughed from the side.

“Lord,” only then did Hu San notice Chang Yuncheng and hurriedly bowed respectfully.

“What is it?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, pointing to the box in his arms.

Hu San showed no restraint whatsoever, happily placing the box on the table.

“Master, your needles, scissors, and forceps have all been forged. Please see if they’re acceptable,” he said while opening the box.

Qi Yue quickly stood up to look, and A’Ru naturally followed. Liu Pucheng also wanted to see, but remembering there was Chang Yuncheng in the room who couldn’t be left aside, he forcibly restrained himself from moving.

“Excellent, excellent,” Qi Yue carefully picked up each item one by one, her face full of admiration and amazement. “No wonder they say in ancient times—”

She coughed heavily twice.

“Master, what’s wrong?” Hu San immediately asked with concern.

Chang Yuncheng glanced over here, his gaze briefly sweeping over Hu San.

“Nothing, nothing.” Qi Yue swallowed the words she shouldn’t have said and smiled at him. “What truly skilled craftsmen, excellent work!”

At the same time, she noticed Hu San’s eyes were also red.

“You’ve also stayed up for several days. Take turns with others to rest,” Qi Yue said.

“I know, Master.” Hu San grinned. “I was planning to rest, but I wasn’t comfortable letting others handle these needles and knives—”

Chang Yuncheng lifted his teacup to his mouth before realizing… he didn’t drink tea outside, let alone the inferior tea of this medical hall…

“Distribute these to everyone. When everyone has time, we’ll practice suturing,” Qi Yue smiled, putting down those needles and knives.

This time Liu Pucheng couldn’t care about host etiquette and hurried over.

“We have time anytime. It depends on your schedule, Young Madam,” he said.

“Good, everyone can take turns. One shift attends class, another shift works. It might be a bit tiring though,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Master, being able to learn more things is something we could only dream of. Who would be afraid of being tired?” Hu San shouted. “Speaking of tired, it’s you who’s tired, Master.”

Really… look at that bootlicking appearance…

Chang Yuncheng glanced at Hu San again. Who was this person? He seemed somewhat familiar…

“Go distribute these to everyone, and tell them to prepare and divide into shifts,” Liu Pucheng said.

Hu San agreed but still didn’t leave.

“Master, you should also rest for a few more days, otherwise this disciple will also worry—” he continued.

Chang Yuncheng felt his throat itching, and someone coughed for him.

“Get out,” A’Ru glared at Hu San.

Hu San was still quite afraid of her and hurriedly picked up the items and left.

“Teacher, you should get busy. I’m fine,” Qi Yue said.

She had originally come out to avoid Chang Yuncheng, but now that Chang Yuncheng was following along, there was no need for that. Instead, it caused some trouble for Liu Pucheng.

Liu Pucheng nodded and personally escorted them out. Just as they reached the main hall, they heard commotion from inside.

Although the hunter incident had been resolved, it still left shadows in their hearts. Hearing the commotion, everyone’s faces changed slightly, and they hurriedly walked out to see, only to be stunned.

Four or five richly dressed young masters were crowding around the counter, their servants driving away the people in line.

“Get lost, you poor folks. Our young masters were here first…”

These wealthy and powerful people couldn’t be provoked but could be avoided. Despite their faces full of resentment, everyone still stepped aside.

“Which one is the doctor? Come examine this young master…”

“These medicines are all for sale, right? Come, come, I’ll take some medicine—”

These four or five young masters were laughing and making noise chaotically.

The assistants at the counter were at a loss.

“Young Master, what medicine do you actually want?” they asked stammering.

“Doesn’t matter what, here’s money. Just take whatever you see,” several people rattled money pouches onto the counter, and from the sound, it was definitely substantial.

How could anyone take medicine like this?

The assistants were all dumbfounded. Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng were also stunned. This kind of troublemaking was quite rare…

“But, but—” the assistants didn’t know what to say.

“Enough, just pick whatever and dispense it,” a young master stood up from the side and said.

He had been sitting in a corner the whole time, and with all the commotion, no one had noticed until he stood up.

Seeing this young man, Qi Yue and the others were all stunned.

“Young Master Huang?” she couldn’t help but say.

“This is the money your young master had them win by betting on your Qianjin Hall’s victory. Naturally, it should be spent here,” Huang Ziqiao didn’t look this way but only said loudly to the people at the counter. “It’s fine, take it and dispense medicine.”

The others immediately laughed along.

“Yes, yes, Young Master Huang has such keen insight. This is the first time I’ve won this much money…”

“…So Young Master Huang is the real gambling god…”

“Those fools who secretly withdrew their bets later must be regretting it deeply…”

Everyone chattered noisily.

“Of course, just look at who it is. Anyone who wouldn’t bet on Miss Qi’s victory is really a fool,” Huang Ziqiao snorted, while reaching out to pat his chest and abdomen. The servants beside him hurriedly protected him carefully. “Young Master, my belly was personally cut open and sewn back up by Miss Qi, and I’m perfectly fine. Just someone with an injured leg, and they’re talking about life and death – such a trivial matter, yet they opened betting on it. Isn’t this obviously giving everyone free money to spend? Anyone who doesn’t take this kind of delivered money deserves to be struck by lightning.”

Hearing his words, everyone in the hall suddenly understood.

The matter of the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s residence performing surgery to cure the magistrate’s son was something some people had heard about. Even if they hadn’t heard before, through this betting and treatment opportunity, all matters concerning the Young Madam had been brought to light, and now everyone knew.

Such dangerous surgery as opening the abdomen only existed in everyone’s imagination, but now they were actually seeing the real person. The hall immediately erupted, and regardless of status, everyone looked at this magistrate’s son in a chaotic manner, as if he were a curiosity.

He’s alive…

Qi Yue watched and watched, her surprise and bewilderment disappearing, replaced by warmth in her heart.

This child…

Perhaps it was because staying up late had hurt her eyes, but she couldn’t help feeling like she wanted to cry.

So she wasn’t alone…

So there were people outside cheering for her like this…

“Hey, stop patting. If you rupture the wound, it’ll have to be sewn up again,” she raised her voice.

Huang Ziqiao was about to raise his hand to pat his belly again when he heard this and couldn’t help but shiver.

“Who’s cursing this young master…” he said angrily, turning to look in the direction of the voice. He saw Qi Yue standing there with a smile, couldn’t help but freeze, then his face turned red, and he actually remained rooted to the spot.

“Young Master, what’s wrong with you?” The servants, who were already trembling with fear, were almost scared out of their wits. “Why is your face like that? Why are your eyes fixed? Doctor, doctor, someone come quickly…”

Huang Ziqiao, both embarrassed and annoyed, slapped this servant who was shouting hysterically aside.

The remaining people also looked over curiously. They didn’t recognize Qi Yue, but they all recognized Chang Yuncheng, and immediately showed joy followed by alarm.

“Lord, are you also here to see—” one person began to greet him respectfully, but felt it was inappropriate to greet him in this medical hall setting, “see the excitement?”

Chang Yuncheng gave a faint “mm,” which counted as returning the greeting.

The originally lively hall became quiet.

“What’s this nonsense? Don’t interfere with people’s normal business if you have nothing to do,” Chang Yuncheng said, his gaze sweeping over these people.

“Yes, yes,” these people hurriedly said, cupping their hands. “We’ll take our leave now.”

With that, they squeezed toward the exit.

Huang Ziqiao naturally followed along.

“Young Master Huang,” Qi Yue called out.

Huang Ziqiao’s steps stopped, and he turned around somewhat stiffly and unnaturally.

“Since you’re here, it’s time for a follow-up examination. Let Dr. Liu take a look,” Qi Yue smiled.

Huang Ziqiao snorted.

“This young master doesn’t have time for follow-up examinations. The consultation fee has been paid, so make house calls,” he said roughly, then walked away as if his feet didn’t touch the ground.

The servants hurriedly bowed to Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue before following him out.

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips.

Liu Pucheng was also smiling.

“Miss Qi, you can rest assured. As I said, justice lies in people’s hearts. There’s nothing to worry about,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, teacher, I understand,” she said. “I take back what I said about the hunter’s family.”

Liu Pucheng nodded and smiled with some relief.

On the way back, A’Ru sat outside the carriage and told Qi Yue about the citywide betting that she had learned from Hu San.

“Wow, if I had known, I would have placed a bet too, betting on myself. Wouldn’t I have made a fortune?” Qi Yue laughed heartily, then thought of something. “A’Ru, when you go back, pick something suitable from the storeroom and send it to the magistrate’s residence. It’s my gift of thanks to Young Master Huang for supporting me.”

A’Ru agreed.

Being blocked at the door by her own family with divorce papers, while outsiders were waving flags and cheering for her – this feeling probably wasn’t pleasant.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his gaze. He still didn’t speak much, just sat quietly with a calm expression that revealed neither joy nor anger.

The carriage returned to silence, racing through the streets with guards protecting both sides, while pedestrians on the road made way.

People dodging on the roadside collided with each other in their haste.

“Ouch, my foot, my foot, my new shoes,” the person cried out.

The one who bumped into him quickly apologized, but looking back, couldn’t help but spit.

“Ugh, Coffin Boy, how unlucky!” he said, quickly stepping away.

Coffin Boy curled his lip, dusted off his new clothes, and stomped his new shoes.

“Coffin Boy, I heard you won big money?” a young shop assistant nearby smiled at him. “Look at you dressed up like a bridegroom.”

Coffin Boy grinned at him.

“Yeah, my luck has really turned,” he said, putting his hands in his pockets and thinking of something, turning back to look. “Marquis Dingxi’s residence—”

The luxurious carriage surrounded by guards had already gone far down the street.

“That Marquis’s Young Madam who bet on saving someone? The woman who can perform abdominal surgery?” he murmured, with some curiosity looking once more at the distant carriage.

Was there really such a woman? What kind of woman was she? But what did it have to do with him anyway?

Coffin Boy shook his head with a smile and walked slowly along the dark winter wall corner—
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Chapter 127: Thoughtfulness
Qi Yue sat in the carriage watching the street scenes recede one by one outside.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at her, then reached out to lift the carriage curtain.

“Go to West Street,” he said.

A’Ru responded with a “yes,” and the coachman heard as well, cracking his whip to change direction.

Qi Yue simply closed her eyes to rest.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak again either. The bustling noise from the street passed through the carriage body into the small compartment, making it seem even more… lonely.

“Lord, Young Madam, we’ve arrived,” A’Ru said softly from outside.

The carriage slowly came to a stop.

The curtain was lifted, and Chang Yuncheng gathered his robes and stepped down.

“I’ll go back first, and the carriage can come pick you up later,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly.

“No,” he said.

Qi Yue’s brows furrowed again.

“Chang Yuncheng, can we not be so awkward?” She leaned forward, lowering her voice. “You respect me, I respect you – can’t we coexist peacefully without interfering with each other?”

“We can,” Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Then I’ll go back first, and the carriage will come pick you up later,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng said straightforwardly.

Qi Yue stretched out her hand, barely managing to restrain herself from grabbing his collar.

“So you insist on making me walk back by myself?” she said through gritted teeth.

“You can follow me. I’ll buy some things, then we’ll go back,” Chang Yuncheng said calmly. “It’ll be quick.”

Qi Yue looked at him and straightened up.

“Then hurry up,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled at her and turned around.

A’Ru was about to lower the curtain when he turned back.

“Oh, would you like to come down and look around?” he asked.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and thought for a moment.

Sitting here was indeed a bit stuffy…

Qi Yue stood up, and A’Ru quickly reached out to help her. Watching her lower her head to step down from the carriage, Chang Yuncheng, who had turned around, quietly breathed a sigh of relief, then immediately put on a stern expression and walked away first.

This was Qi Yue’s first time strolling through an ancient street. This street should be similar to a modern commercial street, with shops lined up, crowds of people, shouts, laughter, bargaining voices, and the sounds of strings and bamboo music drifting from wine shops and teahouses, all mixing together in a steamy rush.

Several elderly women walked past carrying rice wine and meat.

“Is it almost New Year?” Qi Yue heard them mention the year in their chatter and couldn’t help but be stunned.

“Yes, today is already the tenth day of the twelfth lunar month,” A’Ru said.

“When I arrived, it was…” Qi Yue couldn’t help but say.

A’Ru glanced ahead, where Chang Yuncheng was standing in front of a corner shop, with a clerk enthusiastically trying to sell him something.

“It was April,” she then quietly finished Qi Yue’s sentence.

Qi Yue put her hands in her sleeves and slowly walked forward.

“More than half a year has passed,” she murmured with a sigh.

A’Ru looked somewhat worried. Seeing a general store nearby with various ornaments hanging, she quickly tugged at Qi Yue’s sleeve.

“Young Madam, look at this butterfly pendant…” she said, pointing.

Qi Yue was indeed attracted and looked up to see it was a butterfly made of woven rope, with knots of various sizes hanging down, very exquisite.

Seeing their dress and appearance, the sharp-eyed clerk immediately enthusiastically took it down and handed it over.

“How much is this?” Qi Yue asked.

“Not expensive, not expensive. It really matches your outfit, young lady. It would look wonderful when worn, just eight wen…” he said.

How much was eight wen? Qi Yue had no concept and looked at A’Ru.

Before A’Ru could speak, a hand reached over from behind.

“We’ll take it,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The servant behind him immediately handed over the money.

The clerk loudly expressed his thanks.

“We haven’t bargained yet,” Qi Yue said, glancing at him.

“What’s there to bargain about?” Chang Yuncheng said, tossing the pendant to A’Ru.

A’Ru quickly caught it.

“Why not eat meat broth…” Qi Yue snorted.

“I wouldn’t dare assume that,” Chang Yuncheng said.

There were many people on the street, and despite the servants’ protection, they couldn’t avoid being jostled, so the two unconsciously walked together.

Chang Yuncheng slowed his pace.

“You’re silly. When buying things, you don’t bargain – that person will call you a fool,” Qi Yue snorted.

Chang Yuncheng chuckled.

“If he calls me a fool, does that make me a fool?” he said.

Qi Yue turned to look at him.

When this woman couldn’t out-argue him, she would have this expression. Chang Yuncheng’s lips curved slightly, and he looked straight ahead without looking at her.

“Whatever you’re buying, hurry up,” Qi Yue said irritably, walking ahead first.

A’Ru quickly followed.

Chang Yuncheng’s smile spread, then he quickly put it away and hurried a few steps to catch up with her.

“Cheese? There’s cheese here?”

“What’s this? Let me try it…”

Before long, Qi Yue’s mouth was full of food, both hands were occupied, her expression relaxed, and her brows and eyes carried smiles.

“This is rice brocade cake…” Chang Yuncheng took it from a servant and handed it to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue quickly gave the fish bag in her right hand to A’Ru and reached out to take the fresh one, biting into it quite inelegantly.

“Mm, mm, not bad,” she nodded repeatedly, full of smiles.

She really could eat… I heard she could also cook good food?

Chang Yuncheng watched her.

“Hey, what exactly are you buying?” Qi Yue suddenly remembered after eating half the cake, looking at Chang Yuncheng questioningly.

All this way he had been following her, seemingly without anything specific he was looking for?

It was somewhat like accompanying her shopping…

This thought flashed through her mind, and Qi Yue felt disgusted with herself, quickly shaking her head to dismiss it.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat flustered by the question. He unconsciously looked up and around.

“Oh, that,” he said, pointing with his hand.

Qi Yue looked over and saw it was a shop selling the four treasures of the study.

“Can’t tell, you’re quite the scholarly general,” she said, with some impatience. “Go quickly, I’m still waiting to go back.”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately fell.

This damn woman…

He turned and strode inside.

“Young master, what would you like?” the clerk greeted enthusiastically.

Chang Yuncheng entered, but kept glancing outside from the corner of his eye. Seeing that woman had already turned her attention away, looking at something across the street…

“Young master?” the clerk asked again, somewhat puzzled as he examined this strange customer who entered but didn’t look at the goods, only outside…

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze, randomly swept his eyes over the counter, and pointed at an ink stone.

“How much is this?” he asked.

“Young master has good taste, this is newly arrived Pangu ink…” the clerk began his enthusiastic introduction.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t listen to a word. His gaze turned to the door again – that woman wasn’t satisfied with just looking, she had taken that maid to another stall…

Didn’t she want to come in and see what he was buying at all? Didn’t she care or pay attention at all?

Chang Yuncheng unconsciously used force with his hand…

“Hey, hey, young master, be careful, don’t drop it…” the clerk raised his voice, finally seeing the customer’s attention fall on him. He quickly seized the opportunity to put on an enthusiastic smile. “What do you think of this?”

Chang Yuncheng looked down at his hand, somehow holding an ink stone.

“What is this?” he frowned and asked.

The clerk looked astonished – so he had wasted his breath earlier…

“This is…” customers were the source of food and clothing, must be served respectfully. He swallowed and started over.

After finally finishing his spiel, he looked up to see this gentleman looking outside again.

What was so interesting outside? The clerk couldn’t help but follow his gaze.

Oh my, whose young lady was that? Wearing a bright red robe with embroidered peonies and crossed collar, draped in a phoenix feather lotus-colored cloak, with a matching hairstyle, wearing only a string of pearl flowers, holding up a carved hollow incense ball, blooming with a brilliant smile.

The young clerk couldn’t help but stare too.

Chang Yuncheng turned and saw this, immediately slamming the ink stone heavily on the counter.

“How much?” he demanded sharply.

The young clerk was startled, thinking the gentleman didn’t want it, but unexpectedly he asked this question. He hurriedly stated the price. Chang Yuncheng waved his hand and walked out himself, while the servant behind immediately paid and took the item.

“Let’s go,” Chang Yuncheng said, striding past the chatting master and servant.

Qi Yue tossed the copper ball in her hand and followed.

All the way until they got out of the carriage, she never asked Chang Yuncheng what he had bought.

“I’m tired,” Qi Yue said to A’Ru as she got out of the carriage.

A’Ru nodded.

“So am I. This is good – we can go back and sleep, and after this afternoon and evening we’ll recover.”

The two walked away talking.

Chang Yuncheng stood to the side, watching Qi Yue who seemed to have forgotten there was another person who had gone out with her. He sighed and followed.

After walking just a few steps, they saw a maid running over hurriedly.

“Lord, Young Madam, something terrible has happened,” she said anxiously. “Madam wants to return to Shanning.”

What was so terrible about this? Qi Yue didn’t understand. Besides, what was Shanning?

But Chang Yuncheng’s expression had already changed, and he hurried past her toward Rong’an Courtyard.

“Shanning is Madam’s maiden home,” A’Ru quickly explained to Qi Yue in a low voice.

Qi Yue said “oh” and yawned.

“Going back to her maiden home – that’s nice. What’s so terrible about that?” she said.

A’Ru smiled.

The maids had all followed Chang Yuncheng, and there was no one else here.

“How can one casually return to one’s maiden home? Without the maiden family sending an invitation, going back on one’s own is… that’s absolutely forbidden,” she said.

There was such a rule? Qi Yue said “oh.”

“Really lacking in freedom,” she muttered and said nothing more.

“Young Madam, shouldn’t we go have a look?” A’Ru had to ask proactively.

“Us?” Qi Yue laughed. “Let’s not go add fuel to the fire.”

At this point her eyes lit up – she had important matters of her own.

“Let’s go find the Marquis,” she said with a humming laugh.

“Young Madam, you shouldn’t go. This is so inappropriate. The Marquis doing this is actually already admitting fault. Let’s just let this matter rest…” A’Ru quickly advised.

This child still thought she just wanted an explanation. Qi Yue looked at her with a smile and said nothing more.

But when she asked about the Marquis, she learned he had actually gone out.

This man… actually hiding… really amazing…

A dignified marquis could actually do such a thing…

Qi Yue was somewhat speechless. Really no way to deal with this…

“Can he hide for a lifetime?” Qi Yue shook her head. She had no choice but to return to the courtyard. “Come on, let’s go sleep.”

While she went back to sleep in frustration, Chang Yuncheng had already knelt down to block Madam Xie’s path.

“Mother, what’s wrong? Where did your son do wrong? Tell me, and I’ll change,” he said urgently.

Madam Xie looked down at him from above.

“Fine, tell me – do you listen to me, or do you listen to that woman?” she asked slowly.

Chapter 128: The Intention
Chang Yuncheng looked up at Madam Xie in astonishment.

“Mother, why do you say such things?” he asked. “Naturally, I listen to Mother…”

Madam Xie looked at him and let out a cold laugh.

“What did you do today?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng hesitated for a moment…

“Had quite a good time playing around with that woman, didn’t you?” Madam Xie asked with a cold smile. “This also wouldn’t be something your father forced you to do, would it?”

“No, it wasn’t.” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly said. “I… I wanted to go to Qianjin Hall to take a look, after all… after all, this matter is somewhat related, so I went to see if there were any follow-up matters to handle. Yueniang, she heard about it and also wanted to go. She and Doctor Liu and the others have been through hardships together, so I had no reason not to let her go…”

Madam Xie looked at him with a scrutinizing expression.

“Is that really so?” she asked.

That’s how it was… that’s what he thought.

Chang Yuncheng nodded emphatically.

“Don’t go there anymore from now on.” Madam Xie’s expression softened slightly as she reached out to pull him up, saying, “It’s just a pharmacy and medical clinic, what’s there to see? Those lowly people are like blood-sucking flies and insects – once they latch onto you, you can’t shake them off. Stay away from them.”

Chang Yuncheng stood up.

“Mother, they’re actually quite good people,” he said.

This child always said whatever was on his mind and wouldn’t speak nonsense just to please her. Hearing this, Madam Xie wasn’t angry but rather felt more at ease, because it meant he wouldn’t lie to deceive her.

“Your father does absurd things, but it’s always you who has to bear the consequences.” Madam Xie sighed and said, gesturing for Chang Yuncheng to sit down. “That woman didn’t cause you any trouble, did she?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled somewhat unnaturally and shook his head.

“No, how would she dare? Besides, what would she have to make trouble about?” he said.

“Is she the type of person who knows her place?” Madam Xie sneered disdainfully.

Chang Yuncheng touched his nose.

“Mother, actually, Yueniang, she… she…” he hesitated before saying.

“As for her, I have my own plans. Don’t worry.” Madam Xie said, looking at Chang Yuncheng’s conflicted expression with great heartache.

It was all because of this lowly servant that Chang Yuncheng couldn’t even have peace in his own home.

“With New Year approaching, I can’t get away, but you’ve been back for so long without visiting your grandfather and the others. Why don’t you go deliver New Year gifts?” Madam Xie said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded in agreement.

“When I first returned, I went to see Grandmother, and her health wasn’t very good. I’m quite worried about her,” he said.

Speaking of her mother, Madam Xie’s expression became even more gentle.

“Yes, she’s getting on in years. If you can visit her more often, then do so. Who knows about next time…” she said with a sigh.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression also became somewhat downcast. Grandmother’s health had never been good. If… if that woman could go take a look and cure her…

Would Mother then like her a little more?

Chang Yuncheng’s expression immediately brightened.

“I’ll go prepare right away,” he said.

“Just like when you were little – mention going to Grandmother’s house and you become all eager,” Madam Xie smiled.

Chang Yuncheng touched his nose and took his leave with some embarrassment.

Madam Xie then reached for the calendar book, discussing with Nanny Su which day to go, finally settling on the day after tomorrow.

“Go tell the Second Madam,” Madam Xie said, putting down the book.

Nanny Su was slightly stunned. Why would they need to tell the Second Madam about the Prince going to visit his own grandmother? But she asked no questions and went out with an acknowledgment.

Meanwhile, Chang Yuncheng returned to his courtyard, where Qi Yue was already asleep.

“…The Young Madam and Sister A’Ru were both extremely tired and went to sleep as soon as they returned…” Qiu Xiang said carefully, watching Chang Yuncheng’s expression, afraid he might be angry that the Young Madam hadn’t waited for him.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at the curtain hanging down from the partition over there.

“Has she eaten?” he asked in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang was actually startled by the question.

“No…” she answered hastily.

Chang Yuncheng frowned and looked again toward that direction before going in to wash and change.

Qiu Xiang rubbed her eyes. Good heavens, am I seeing things? It seems like the Prince’s expression was… somewhat worried?

Qi Yue woke up in the middle of the night. The charcoal fire in the room was still burning warmly, and she reached out from under the covers, using the light from the floor lamp to get up.

Listening carefully, she could hear complete silence outside, clearly indicating it was already past midnight.

Since she was accustomed to not having servants stay in the room, Qi Yue got up herself to pour water. She had just walked over to light the lamp when footsteps could be heard from outside.

“Awake?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice immediately came from outside.

Qi Yue was startled, watching him lift the curtain and enter.

He was wearing casual azure crab-shell colored undergarments, trousers, and soft cloth shoes as he walked over.

“You’re such a light sleeper,” Qi Yue frowned and said. “Then you can’t blame me for disturbing you.”

Chang Yuncheng glanced at her.

This woman’s mind always worked differently from normal people – what was she thinking about!

“Do you want some midnight snacks?” he asked.

Qi Yue looked at him while drinking water.

“What are you looking at?” Chang Yuncheng felt inexplicably irritated and somewhat flustered being looked at like that. Had she guessed that he had specially prepared this for her? This… this was simply too embarrassing…

“You’re quite good-looking,” Qi Yue said casually, tilting her head back to finish half a cup of water.

Chang Yuncheng was bewildered by this non-sequitur response.

“I’ve always been good-looking,” he said sullenly.

Qi Yue chuckled.

“Bring the midnight snacks,” Chang Yuncheng said somewhat urgently, turning his head to call out.

There was a patter of light footsteps outside, and soon two night-duty maids came in carrying food boxes, setting them on the table before respectfully bowing and withdrawing.

Chang Yuncheng opened the food boxes, and fragrant aromas immediately wafted out.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but sniff, her appetite thoroughly aroused.

“This is spare rib and chestnut soup,” Chang Yuncheng said while serving it.

Qi Yue sat down and rubbed her hands together.

“You didn’t poison it, did you?” she asked, looking up at Chang Yuncheng again.

“I did – enough to kill a bull,” Chang Yuncheng replied matter-of-factly.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, reached out to take the bowl, and took a big gulp.

“Mm…” she raised her eyebrows approvingly. Not bad, not bad – it was even better than what she’d eaten in modern times. After all, the meat and chestnuts here were all natural and pollution-free, and the ingredients for making soup were all fresh and natural too.

Chang Yuncheng sat down and served himself a bowl. Under the lamplight, both of them sat with their heads together, eating happily and contentedly.

“You’re actually not bad as a friend,” Qi Yue suddenly said.

Chang Yuncheng’s soup spoon stopped.

“That requires no judgment from you,” he said coolly.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and said nothing more, finishing her bowl in a few quick gulps and setting it down.

“Have some more,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“No, I need to go back to sleep, and I can’t eat too much.” Qi Yue waved her hand and stood up.

Chang Yuncheng kept his head down, biting a piece of meat.

“We’re going to Shanning Prefecture the day after tomorrow,” he said.

Shanning Prefecture?

“Your mother’s family?” Qi Yue asked.

Why was he speaking so roundabout?

“My maternal grandfather’s family,” Chang Yuncheng said with a frown.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and said nothing more.

Chang Yuncheng slowly drank his soup. The night wind whistled against the windows, and the draft coming through made the candle flames flicker.

With another person in the room, this winter night had a different kind of atmosphere.

The corners of Chang Yuncheng’s mouth couldn’t help but curve up slightly.

“Hey, are you finished eating?” Qi Yue asked. “I’d like to sleep a bit more.”

Chang Yuncheng stopped eating and lowered his face.

The little maids cleaned up and burned fresh incense before withdrawing. Chang Yuncheng also stood up and walked toward his bedroom.

“Hey, thanks,” Qi Yue called after him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t stop walking and seemed not to have heard as he lifted the curtain and went in.

This person really was… quite contradictory. Qi Yue shook her head and blew out the lamp on the table.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t stop until he reached his room and closed the door. In the lamplight, a rich smile spread across his face.

After sleeping through this time, Qi Yue looked carefully in the mirror.

“The red streaks have diminished considerably,” A’Hao said while combing her hair.

A’Ru came in carrying clothes, and hearing this, hurried over to look.

“Mm, not bad,” she said, examining carefully before nodding.

Qi Yue studied her in return.

“Mm, you’re not bad either,” she smiled. “Youth really is wonderful…”

A’Ru coughed.

“Young Madam is only one year older than me – stop pretending to be old,” she laughed.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

A’Hao watched them with envy.

“Today I plan to teach them suturing techniques,” Qi Yue said to A’Ru. “You should come learn too.”

A’Ru nodded.

“Young Madam,” A’Hao suddenly called out.

Qi Yue and A’Ru both looked at her.

A’Hao was somewhat timid but still gathered her courage.

“I… I also want to learn,” she said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“Of course,” she said.

This time when going out, A’Hao was brought along.

“What are you learning this for?” Que Zhi asked curiously when she heard about it.

“I also want to help Young Madam like Sister A’Ru does,” A’Hao said.

Que Zhi twisted her little braid around her finger, looking thoughtful.

“I… also want to learn,” she suddenly said.

A’Hao looked at her in surprise.

“I also want to help Young Madam,” she said to A’Hao with a smile.

That day she had witnessed firsthand what a sensation Young Madam’s divine skills had caused…

She had witnessed firsthand how the Marquis had been so servile in the face of such a sensation…

She had seen those looks of awe and worship…

That feeling might be better than becoming a concubine…

This time Chang Yuncheng didn’t come along. With two more maids beside Qi Yue, they drew curious yet shy gazes from the disciples at Qianjin Hall.

A’Hao stood behind A’Ru, still somewhat afraid of meeting people, while Que Zhi was much more outgoing, actively smiling at those disciples, making them blush and not dare to look at her.

“Alright, alright,” Qi Yue clapped her hands, looking at the room that had been arranged according to her requirements with tables and stools. “Everyone sit down.”

The disciples responded affirmatively and found seats, each carrying their own needle kits and leather pieces.

A’Ru hesitated for a moment, then sat down with A’Hao and Que Zhi.

Qi Yue stood at the front, feeling somewhat nervous. She had actually supervised interns before, but this was her first time being a teacher and giving hands-on instruction. She couldn’t help but take a deep breath and recall how her teachers had taught her.

“Before learning suturing, we need to understand many things first, such as human skin, muscles, and the tools we use…” she said, looking at everyone.

Before she could finish speaking, she saw everyone stand up somewhat anxiously, with a clatter of chairs and benches being moved, interrupting her words.

“Master, how can you stand…”

“That’s right, Master, how can we sit when you’re standing…”

Several disciples said anxiously.

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment, then laughed heartily.

“Don’t think about it so much – this is for the convenience of teaching,” she laughed. It took quite a bit of persuasion to get everyone to sit down, but each person still couldn’t sit properly, either sitting on one corner or simply hovering, which was even more uncomfortable than standing. Finally, Qi Yue had to let them stand up again.

“…The purpose of suturing is to bring together the edges of tissues that have been cut or separated by external trauma, eliminate dead space, and achieve hemostasis, early wound healing, and reconstruction of organ structure for cosmetic purposes…”

“…There are many types of manual suturing techniques in clinical practice… simple interrupted suturing…”

Although many words were like hieroglyphs to the disciples, everyone was reluctant to be distracted, writing furiously and carefully recording every word Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng quietly walked in from outside, also carrying needle and thread kits, leather pieces, and paper and pen. He gestured for everyone not to be overly courteous, walked to the last table, and stood ready to listen attentively to the lecture.

Chapter 129: Won’t Comply
Qi Yue held classes in the morning and afternoon to allow the disciples to take turns, and when she wasn’t teaching, she followed Liu Pucheng to learn about identifying medicinal herbs.

“Madam actually understands medical principles quite well, but just doesn’t know how to use medicines. So let’s skip the observation, listening, inquiry, and pulse-taking – the important thing is to learn about medicines,” he said.

During breaks from studying medicines, Qi Yue drew some more instruments for Hu San to forge.

“Are these the pots, bowls, ladles, and basins used when making medicine last time?” Hu San said in surprise, looking at the drawings. “Master, are you planning to make a lot of that medicine?”

This comment drew Liu Pucheng over as well. The effect of that medicine injected into the human body with a needle had shocked him – such a small tube of medicine had taken effect so quickly.

If they could use this kind of medicine regularly, it would be a great weapon against sudden illnesses that couldn’t be intercepted in time.

“That kind of medicine, let’s talk about it later,” Qi Yue smiled. “I still think herbal decoctions are better.”

Hu San chuckled.

“Oh, Master actually still won’t acknowledge that kind of medicine, right?” he laughed.

Qi Yue also laughed heartily.

“I still think it’s better to be cautious. If something goes wrong…” she said, then clapped her hands as if remembering something. “That’s right, Teacher, next time we take on critically ill patients, we need to have them sign critical condition notices and liability waivers or something, so that if we encounter unreasonable patient families like this again, we can speak clearly even if they take us to court, to avoid sullying our reputation.”

Liu Pucheng smiled.

“A doctor’s reputation can only be sullied by oneself – a few words or incidents can’t do it,” he said, shaking his head with a smile. “There’s no need to worry about this.”

Ancient doctors relied on word-of-mouth from patients and solid medical skills – you either could do it or you couldn’t, it was that simple.

Qi Yue nodded and no longer pressed Liu Pucheng. For a doctor whose greatest mission was saving lives, asking him to consider what to do after a patient died before even treating them was really too difficult.

“However, the inpatient treatment you mentioned, Madam Qi, I think is very good. I plan to clean out several rooms here to use as wards,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” she exclaimed happily, turning to survey the courtyard.

Since Qianjin Hall mainly treated injuries from falls and blows, although it had quite a reputation in this field, it wasn’t really a large medical clinic after all – the courtyard wasn’t very big.

“It would be best to expand further. Since we’re having inpatients, we need a specialized sterilization room,” Qi Yue said while looking around and planning. “And we need an operating room…”

“This place won’t be enough for that,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile.

Qi Yue frowned and nodded, her gaze falling on both sides.

“What are those places on either side used for?” she asked.

Liu Pucheng was startled, understanding her meaning.

“Well…” he hesitated. “They’re all shops that have been there for years – it might not be easy to negotiate.”

“Let’s try first. If not, we’ll go buy somewhere else,” Qi Yue smiled. Once this idea arose, she became more and more excited. “Maybe we can set up a modern-model hospital…”

Hospital? Was that like the Imperial Medical Bureau? He knew about that, but modern…

“What do you mean by modern?” Liu Pucheng asked humbly.

Qi Yue smiled sheepishly.

“It’s something a teacher of mine once mentioned – also a pharmacy, but different from medical clinics and pharmacies,” she said carefully.

Liu Pucheng was very interested in her teacher’s affairs, but since the girl didn’t elaborate, he couldn’t press. Hearing her speak now, he couldn’t help but feel excited too.

“What was it like?” he asked hurriedly.

What was it like… Qi Yue sighed, with a hint of reminiscence, looking toward the clear sky. For a moment, it seemed like time and space shifted, and she was back in the modern world, standing in a hospital, surrounded by the familiar bustle of everything…

Qi Yue returned home at dinnertime. Chang Yuncheng was sitting in the room reading.

Qi Yue greeted him, and he hummed in response as acknowledgment.

This simple “hmm” was already quite rare – it seemed he was in a good mood.

However, having learned her lesson, Qi Yue absolutely wouldn’t go over and chat with him again. The matter of moving away should be put off for now, or she could wait until Marquis Dingxi returned. What a joke – when divorce papers were slammed in your face in black and white, could you really act like nothing happened?

Chang Yuncheng threw down his book with some displeasure, listening to Qi Yue chattering and laughing with the maids over there.

What was there to talk about? She’d just gone to a pharmacy – how could there be so much to laugh about and discuss? It was just a pharmacy…

“Lord, may we serve the meal?” a maid asked for instructions.

Chang Yuncheng hummed and stood up to go out.

Even after all the dishes were ready, Qi Yue still hadn’t come over.

“Where is the Young Madam? What is she doing?” Chang Yuncheng asked, suppressing his anger.

Qiu Xiang hurried out and quickly returned.

“The Young Madam said she ate outside, so she won’t be eating now,” she said carefully.

Chang Yuncheng gripped his chopsticks tightly and forcefully picked up food from the plate.

“There’s so much to do,” Qi Yue said excitedly under the lamplight, stretching.

A’Ru looked sideways at what she was writing and drawing on paper.

“Is this a bed?” she asked, bringing over another lamp.

“Yes,” Qi Yue nodded.

“Then what’s this underneath?” A’Ru pointed.

“Those are wheels,” Qi Yue said. “This way the bed can be moved easily with patients. We treat injuries from falls and blows here, so patients have mobility issues. This way, instead of needing three or four people to carry them back and forth, one person can just push them.”

Hearing this, A’Ru imagined the scene and nodded with a smile.

“How did Young Madam think of this? So clever,” she said.

“I didn’t think of it – I’ve seen it often…” Qi Yue said, then seeing Chang Yuncheng lift the curtain and enter, she quickly swallowed her words.

“You go down and eat,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru nodded, bowed to Chang Yuncheng in the main room, and withdrew.

“What did you eat outside?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue had just lowered her head to continue writing when she heard his question and looked up.

“Nothing much, just some food Hu San bought. I ate some with him,” she said.

Hu San? Again that sneaky man…

Chang Yuncheng frowned. Looking at Qi Yue lowering her head again to write and draw, she showed no intention of chatting with him further.

He stood in the main room, watching the woman writing earnestly under the lamplight, sometimes smiling, sometimes frowning, sometimes suddenly understanding – so focused and at ease, so pleasing to the eye…

When the zither music rang out, Qi Yue was startled. She looked around frantically and peered into the opposite bedroom, where Chang Yuncheng sat cross-legged, playing the zither.

The music was clear and flowing, light and powerful.

Indeed a young master from an aristocratic family – he could both wield weapons and play music, chess, calligraphy, and painting.

Qi Yue listened with her head tilted for a moment, then turned back to continue planning her hospital.

The zither music was soft and low, the human shadow on the window peaceful. The maids standing outside felt for the first time that the atmosphere in the courtyard was really nice.

When night deepened, Qi Yue put down her brush and stood up, standing at the partition door to look toward Chang Yuncheng’s side.

Chang Yuncheng stopped playing and pressed the strings, the lingering notes gradually fading.

Qi Yue applauded.

“Really good, beautifully played,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng acted somewhat indifferent and ignored her, but lowered his head with a slight smile of satisfaction flickering across his lips.

“It’s getting late, I need to sleep. That, since we’re roommates living in peace and mutual consideration, you’d better not play anymore,” Qi Yue said, reaching out to hang up the curtain.

Chang Yuncheng looked up in astonishment, but that wretched woman’s figure was already blocked by the curtain.

He angrily strummed the strings randomly, discordant notes echoing in the room.

Really ungrateful!

Chang Yuncheng didn’t deliberately play the zither again. Qi Yue was somewhat surprised to have a good night’s sleep and naturally woke up early feeling refreshed.

After washing up, she came to the dining table where Chang Yuncheng had almost finished eating.

“Hurry up, dawdling around, wasting time,” Chang Yuncheng said with a dark expression as Qi Yue entered.

Qi Yue sat down.

“I have plenty of time now, not afraid of wasting it,” she smiled, taking the bowl of rice Que Zhi had filled for her.

Chang Yuncheng watched her eat grain by grain.

“Have you packed your things?” he asked.

“Packed?” Qi Yue stopped her chopsticks and looked up at him, somewhat incredulous, then her eyes burst with joy.

This joy immediately improved Chang Yuncheng’s gloomy mood.

This marriage was unacceptable to the Xie family, so Qi Yueniang had never been to the Xie household. Taking her this time would show that he treated her as… a wife…

Wife…

This word crossed his mind, and Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but pause slightly. My wife, Chang Yuncheng…

She must be very happy…

“Are you saying you want me to move out?” Qi Yue asked, putting down her chopsticks.

“You wretched woman! Is your brain confused?” Chang Yuncheng finally couldn’t suppress his temper and slammed the table.

The bowls, chopsticks, and plates shook noisily, and the attending maids also trembled in fright.

“You’re the one with brain problems!” Qi Yue also slammed the table.

The bowls, chopsticks, and plates that had just settled jumped again.

“Can’t you speak clearly if you have something to say! I’m not a worm in your belly! How would I know what you’re thinking? Why are you losing your temper!” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng glared at her. What a foul temper this wretched woman had!

“Didn’t I tell you? We’re going to Shanning Prefecture today,” he shouted.

“You go ahead, saying it once is enough. Do you need my approval to go out…” Qi Yue also glared at him and shouted, then paused mid-sentence. “You don’t expect me to go too, do you?”

“Obviously,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his teeth itching with hatred. “You know very well – would I need to tell you when I go out?”

Qi Yue smiled and quickly waved her hands at him.

“Misunderstanding, misunderstanding. I understood wrong,” she immediately changed to a smiling face and gestured to Chang Yuncheng. “But you speak too concisely.”

The atmosphere at the dining table finally eased, and the surrounding maids sighed in relief.

“However, I won’t go,” Qi Yue said again.

Chang Yuncheng’s face, which had just softened, became ugly again.

“What would I do there? I don’t know anyone…” Qi Yue ignored his expression, paused with her chopsticks and continued eating while saying, “Besides, your maternal relatives definitely don’t like me either. Better not go and cause trouble for people. You all go and gather happily and comfortably.”

“Why is talking to you so difficult?” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said.

Qi Yue looked up at him.

“I said, I want you to come with me. I’m not asking if you want to go or not,” Chang Yuncheng said word by word.

Qi Yue’s expression also changed.

“Hey, Chang Yuncheng, are you about to have another episode?” she said hurriedly, pushing her chopsticks away to get up.

But she was still a step too slow and was grabbed by the wrist by Chang Yuncheng.

“Chang Yuncheng, you’re going to drive me to death!”

Qi Yue’s shouts came from the room, frightening the maids in the courtyard who didn’t know what to do.

A’Ru and A’Hao rushed over in panic, only to see Chang Yuncheng dragging Qi Yue out with big strides.

“Pack what your Young Madam needs for the trip,” he said, ignoring Qi Yue’s struggles in his hand as he strode toward the exit.

What could A’Ru and A’Hao say? After being stunned for a moment, they hurriedly went to pack in a panic.

Madam Xie was already waiting at the second gate, personally checking the carriage and the things to bring. She was about to ask if the Prince had eaten when she saw Chang Yuncheng striding over. A smile appeared on her face, but then she was stunned, her gaze falling on Qi Yue beside Chang Yuncheng.

What was this woman doing here? Why was he holding her hand? Why was he holding that woman’s dirty hand!

Before she could think further, she heard the sound of carriages. From the pathway over there came a carriage, followed by some servants and maids, and behind them were over ten horses and two blue cloth carriages for the servants and maids to ride in.

“Madam,” Rao Yufang got down from the carriage with a servant’s help and respectfully bowed to Madam Xie. “Thank you for having the Prince escort us.”

Chapter 130: Traveling Together
Madam Xie looked at Rao Yufang, who was wearing a pink floral cross-collared long jacket with a light blue trimmed fur-lined cloak – gentle and graceful, pleasing to the eye and comforting to the heart.

“It’s just a matter of going the same way, and it saves your aunt from worrying. Her health isn’t good, and with New Year approaching, there are many household matters,” Madam Xie smiled, taking her hand and having her stand beside her while looking toward the direction Chang Yuncheng was coming from.

Rao Yufang also looked that way, first seeing Chang Yuncheng. Just as she was about to shyly avert her gaze, she noticed the woman following beside Chang Yuncheng, and her expression froze slightly.

That woman… was that the Young Madam?

She couldn’t help but focus her gaze.

Today, because Qi Yue was going out to teach and didn’t want to dress too extravagantly in front of the disciples at Qianjin Hall, she wore very simple clothes with her hair simply pinned up.

This woman’s dress and appearance were inferior to even a maid’s. Rao Yufang couldn’t help but be stunned. Wasn’t she supposed to be a beauty?

At this moment, Qi Yue used her other hand to pinch Chang Yuncheng’s waist.

“Little bastard,” she cursed in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t turn around, but used his other hand to slap away Qi Yue’s misbehaving hand.

“You dare cause trouble, just try it,” he also threatened in a low voice.

This bastard had an abnormal mind and could do anything…

He wasn’t afraid of losing face, but she was!

Qi Yue gritted her teeth in hatred but still behaved herself.

Still can’t deal with you… Chang Yuncheng’s mouth curved slightly in a smile. At this moment, he also stopped in front of Madam Xie and the others.

Rao Yufang didn’t dare look much and lowered her head to avoid his gaze.

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng called out with a smile, simultaneously releasing Qi Yue’s hand.

“Mother,” Qi Yue had to lower her head slightly and say.

Madam Xie wanted to smile seeing her son, but really couldn’t smile looking at Qi Yue, so her expression was very strange.

“You’re here. This is your… sister,” she simply turned to look at Rao Yufang and introduced her to Chang Yuncheng.

Where did this sister come from?

Chang Yuncheng looked over somewhat puzzled.

Rao Yufang lowered her head and curtsied.

“Lord,” she greeted softly.

Chang Yuncheng nodded slightly in return and didn’t look at her again.

“Mother, Yueniang heard that Grandmother’s health is poor, so she also wants to go see if there’s anything she can help with,” he said to Madam Xie, his brows full of joy.

Both Madam Xie and Qi Yue were startled by his words.

Qi Yue stared at Chang Yuncheng, shocked by his rich imagination.

Madam Xie was shocked that her son wanted to bring this woman into the Xie family home.

It must be this woman who heard about it and deliberately insisted on clinging along!

What a shameless servant!

The scene suddenly turned cold. Chang Yuncheng was somewhat surprised. How… how was Mother’s expression different from what he had expected?

Even like this, Qi Yueniang couldn’t win Mother’s favor even a little bit?

Sensing the wrong atmosphere, Rao Yufang also looked up in surprise and confusion. This time she saw the Young Madam clearly and couldn’t help but show astonishment.

Lazy makeup, plain clothes, simply bound cloud-like hair, light rouge and powder, graceful charm beyond words.

Indeed… a beauty…

In the end, Rao Yufang could only sigh with this phrase.

“Your grandmother has invited the former director of the Imperial Medical Bureau to take her pulse,” Madam Xie said coolly, forcing down her hatred.

This was also her son’s concern for his grandmother, so she couldn’t scold him in front of everyone and hurt his filial heart. She would explain it to him carefully later in private.

Her son was still too straightforward and didn’t understand this woman’s scheming mind.

“Having one more person look is also good,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, relieved that his mother hadn’t objected.

“I think it’s better to have that director or whatever look…” Qi Yue couldn’t help but interject from the side.

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her, his eyes threatening.

Qi Yue swallowed her words. Fine, you think highly of me. Just don’t blame me when you’re disappointed.

“Alright, it’s getting late. Go quickly,” Madam Xie said, not wanting to look at this woman for another moment, wishing she would leave immediately. But thinking that if she left immediately, she would be leaving with her son, her heart immediately wished they wouldn’t go.

But the family visit had already been arranged, and not going wasn’t an option.

All because of this shameless servant!

Madam Xie looked at Qi Yue with hatred again.

Qi Yue naturally saw the hostility in her eyes and pursed her lips. Who cares about your precious son anyway?

“This is your aunt’s sister-in-law’s younger sister from the Rao family. She’s going from here to the Shanning Prefecture post station, then returning to the capital. Take good care of her along the way,” Madam Xie pulled Rao Yufang over and said to Chang Yuncheng.

Ah, she’s from the Rao family. Only then did Chang Yuncheng understand where this sister had come from.

Seeing him look over, Rao Yufang’s heart couldn’t help but beat faster as she lowered her head and curtsied again.

“Thank you for your trouble, Lord,” she said.

She had once spoken in front of him. Although they hadn’t met face to face, he should still remember her voice…

However, to Rao Yufang’s disappointment, Chang Yuncheng never said “Oh, so it’s this sister.”

“Good, I understand. Please don’t worry, Aunt,” Chang Yuncheng said, bowing to Madam Xie again. “Then we’ll go.”

He didn’t look at Rao Yufang again and turned to walk away.

Rao Yufang bid farewell to Madam Xie and went to her carriage. From the corner of her eye, she saw the Young Madam push Chang Yuncheng, and Chang Yuncheng reached back to grab her hand, personally helping her into the carriage…

Was this flirting…

In front of so many people…

Where was the rumored dislike and disgust…

Rao Yufang felt slightly sour in her heart.

Indeed, with such a beauty, which man wouldn’t like her?

She sat in the carriage, and the curtain was lowered, blocking her view.

Four carriages with over ten people and horses departed from the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

Madam Xie stood watching until the carriages disappeared from sight before turning around.

“This woman really calculates everything…” she murmured.

Nanny Su sighed.

“She uses such good reasons, and the Prince is worried about the Old Madam…” she said softly.

Madam Xie stopped walking.

“We can’t wait any longer. We need to quickly bring in a new person,” she said, exhaling. “Go ask the Marquis to return and tell him his capable daughter-in-law has gone out, so he doesn’t need to hide.”

Nanny Su suppressed her laughter and agreed.

“Chang Yuncheng, I really don’t know how to treat your grandmother’s illness. I don’t know how to take pulses and such,” Qi Yue said in the carriage, glaring at Chang Yuncheng. “You’re the one talking nonsense. Don’t blame me when you lose face.”

Chang Yuncheng ignored her, leaning against the carriage wall with his eyes closed.

“I have a lot of things to do. How many days will we be gone?” Qi Yue asked again.

Chang Yuncheng still didn’t respond.

“Then this counts as me helping you, right?” Qi Yue changed the topic again.

Chang Yuncheng opened his eyes and looked at her.

“You’re helping me?” he asked back.

“Am I not helping you?” Qi Yue also asked back.

“You know in your heart,” Chang Yuncheng said, crossing his arms and closing his eyes again.

What do I know! So dragging someone out early in the morning to visit relatives without asking if they’re willing – that’s helping? Qi Yue was frustrated again.

There was no way to communicate. This kid simply couldn’t understand human speech!

Qi Yue simply took out the paper and pen A’Ru had brought, cleared the small table, sat down, and began writing and drawing.

Chang Yuncheng slightly opened his eyes to look at Qi Yue, who was already focused on her own work. A smile appeared on his lips, and he adjusted his position to lean more comfortably against the soft pillow, closing his eyes with the faint fragrance in his nostrils.

When Chang Yuncheng woke up, the carriage had stopped. He sat up with a start, surprised that he had fallen asleep.

“Where are we?” Qi Yue was asking through the curtain.

“There’s a place to change clothes, Young Madam,” a servant woman said from outside.

“Change clothes?” Qi Yue was puzzled. “The toilet?”

Chang Yuncheng pressed his lips together. This woman could say anything…

He leaned forward and reached out to push Qi Yue.

“Go, go, get out,” he said.

“I can get out myself,” Qi Yue turned around and glared at him, reaching out to swat away Chang Yuncheng’s extended hand.

Chang Yuncheng pulled back.

“You missed,” he laughed.

Qi Yue raised her eyebrows and simply reached out to hit him.

Chang Yuncheng dodged, and Qi Yue missed again.

Chang Yuncheng laughed even louder.

Hearing the laughter from the carriage, Rao Yufang, who was walking over, couldn’t help but pause.

“Miss Rao,” A’Ru saw her and bowed in greeting.

“I’m tired from riding in the carriage. I just made tea with water I brought to help the Prince and Young Madam feel refreshed,” Rao Yufang said with a smile.

The little maid behind her quickly held up a purple clay teapot.

A’Ru bowed and thanked her as she took it.

Here, the carriage curtain was lifted, and Chang Yuncheng jumped out, followed closely by a hand warmer.

The hand warmer hit his back and then fell to the ground.

Rao Yufang quickly lowered her head and stepped back several paces to avoid him.

Chang Yuncheng walked past her with big strides.

When Rao Yufang raised her head again, she saw Qi Yue getting out of the carriage.

“What a bastard,” she muttered under her breath, shaking her hand.

“Young Madam,” Rao Yufang quickly bowed to her.

Qi Yue was startled. Oh, this sister… was Second Madam Chen Shi’s relative…

“Hello,” she smiled, becoming somewhat friendlier. “Tired from riding in the carriage?”

Rao Yufang nodded with a smile.

“This is my first time traveling far from home,” she said.

“Not used to it?” Qi Yue smiled knowingly.

Rao Yufang nodded, quite satisfied with the atmosphere between them.

“This is tea I made. Please try it, Young Madam, you and the Prince,” she said.

A’Ru quickly presented the teapot to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue nodded and thanked her.

Rao Yufang was about to say more when she heard Chang Yuncheng cough heavily from over there.

“What are you dawdling for!” he said.

Rao Yufang immediately felt embarrassed, somewhat shy and flustered. Was it because she was keeping the Young Madam from talking?

“We’ll chat later. I need to use the toilet first,” Qi Yue smiled, patting her arm before walking away.

“What are you yelling about!”

Rao Yufang heard her shout this at him as she walked, and couldn’t help but be even more astonished.

How dare she take such an attitude with the Prince?

Was it due to her background, or was she relying on the imperial marriage decree?

With such a crude and arrogant personality, no wonder the Marchioness disliked her so much.

She couldn’t help but look over, seeing Qi Yue brush past Chang Yuncheng. Not knowing what was said, Chang Yuncheng’s expression was very displeased.

With such an attitude, it would be strange if anyone found it pleasing…

Perhaps sensing the scrutiny from this side, Chang Yuncheng’s gaze suddenly looked over.

Rao Yufang was startled and somewhat flustered as she lowered her head. After hesitating for a moment, she still gave up the idea of talking to Qi Yue again and returned to her carriage. In the carriage, she slightly lifted the curtain with her hand to see that soon after, Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue walked over one after the other, talking and… getting physical…

Qi Yue kicked Chang Yuncheng’s leg. Chang Yuncheng didn’t dodge, and Qi Yue laughed heartily, running away in a few quick steps.

Chang Yuncheng first had a stern face, then watching the woman who had landed a hit and run away like a rabbit, he showed a faint smile.

Getting along with women was indeed different from men… but it was quite interesting…

It wasn’t as boring and stifling as he had imagined. It seemed no different from being with his brothers. Oh, there was a difference – he couldn’t really use force to fight and play, only pretend…

Rao Yufang lowered the curtain, blocking out that man’s smile.

If one day such a smile was directed at her…

She couldn’t help but cover her face with her hands – they were burning hot to the touch.

That day wasn’t far away, was it?

Chapter 131: Night Lodging


The journey to Shanning Prefecture would take two days. When darkness fell, they reached their overnight lodging point.

The servants who had gone ahead had already made arrangements, and the officials at the relay station who had received word came personally to receive them.

Qi Yue rubbed her waist and back as she got out of the carriage, surveying the relay station before her. This must be the ancient government guest house, she thought—with lanterns hanging high, slate-blue bricks and gray tiles, imposing and dignified.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru reminded her in a low voice.

Qi Yue came to her senses and saw Chang Yuncheng walking toward the inner gate, surrounded by four or five officials.

“Where is Miss Rao?” she asked, looking back.

Rao Yufang had just gotten off the carriage and came over with lowered head upon hearing the inquiry.

“Let’s go,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Rao Yufang nodded and pulled the hood of her cloak lower, covering half her face.

The minor officials at the relay station secretly observed these two women protected by servants.

Such beauties… indeed, the family members of the Marquis’s household are as beautiful as heavenly immortals…

Qi Yue found everything fresh and interesting. Seeing that most of the rooms here were lit, it seemed there were quite a few guests.

“Walk faster, what are you looking at!” Chang Yuncheng had somehow appeared in front of her.

Qi Yue frowned and looked up at him. Just as she was about to retort, Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and pulled the hood behind her over her head, suddenly blocking her eyes.

“What are you doing!” Qi Yue said angrily, reaching up to pull at the hood.

“It’s so cold, keep it on,” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice.

“Cold? What cold…” Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Before she could finish speaking, Chang Yuncheng grabbed her hand and pulled her forward.

“My wife has a weak constitution…” she heard Chang Yuncheng explaining to the people around them.

The surrounding officials laughed heartily, all praising the Prince for his tender care for his delicate wife.

What tender care? Was he really that kind-hearted? Qi Yue pursed her lips and used her other hand to lift the hood slightly so she could at least see where she was going.

“Miss…” the maid following behind Rao Yufang reminded her quietly.

Only then did Rao Yufang lift her feet to follow. Up ahead, Chang Yuncheng pulling Qi Yue had already been separated by the crowd of people surrounding them.

“This is Miss Rao, please arrange things properly for her.”

Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from ahead.

The Rao family? The officials were stunned. To be referred to directly as “the Rao family” and have connections with the Marquis Dingxi’s household could only mean the Shandong Rao family!

The officials who had assumed these were delicate wives and beautiful concubines traveling along suddenly realized, and several immediately came personally to pay their respects.

A slight smile appeared on Rao Yufang’s face beneath her hood as she returned the courtesies one by one. When she looked up again, Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue had already entered their room.

Her steps hesitated for a moment.

“Miss Rao, this way please,” an official said attentively, leading the way.

It was in the opposite direction from Chang Yuncheng’s room…

Rao Yufang lowered her head and walked with light steps. After simple washing, dinner was brought.

At this time, the local officials would certainly be hosting a banquet for Chang Yuncheng, so he must have gone out to eat.

“Nanny Gui, do we still have any of the preserved meat in jars that we brought from home?” Rao Yufang asked.

The woman who was watching the maids organize the bedding they had brought hurried over at her call.

“Yes, we still have some. Knowing Miss loves to eat this, besides what was left for the concubine, we kept a small jar,” the woman said with a smile.

“Bring it out,” Rao Yufang said. “Take it for the Young Madam to taste.”

The woman was startled, then understood and nodded with a smile.

“Baojuan, come serve Miss while she combs her hair,” she called busily.

A young maid hurried over.

Rao Yufang sat before the mirror, carefully and lightly applying makeup…

That Young Madam was already a beauty—no matter how much makeup she applied, she couldn’t compare to her…

It would be better not to apply makeup at all…

Rao Yufang carefully wiped off the makeup she had applied.

When she brought people to Chang Yuncheng’s side, since they all recognized each other, the guards didn’t stop them.

“Miss Rao?” The maids and servants standing outside the door were all surprised.

“The Young Madam is eating dinner, isn’t she? I’m also alone, so I came to keep her company,” Rao Yufang said with a smile to the servants who came to greet her.

The servants smiled.

“Thank you, Miss…” one of the plump women said with a laugh, “but our Prince is also here, so you see…”

Rao Yufang was stunned.

The Prince was also here? Why hadn’t he gone to the banquet?

If the Prince was there, it wouldn’t be convenient for her, an unmarried young lady, to go in…

But…

Rao Yufang hesitated and turned around.

Wouldn’t it be better if he was there?

“This is preserved meat made by my mother. My aunt also loves to eat it most, so I wanted the Prince and Young Madam to taste it,” Rao Yufang said, taking the small jar from the servant behind her as she turned, then smoothly turning back to smile at the servant. “Please trouble yourself to take it in, Nanny.”

“Meat?”

Qi Yue stopped her chopsticks and asked, looking at the jar in the servant’s hands.

“Yes, made personally by our madam. Miss loves to eat it,” the young maid said with a giggle.

Chang Yuncheng sat to the side with his head lowered, eating, seemingly paying no attention to any of this.

“Then thank her for me,” Qi Yue indicated to receive it and smiled. “Has your miss eaten yet?”

“Not yet, she’s outside,” the maid answered quickly.

Outside?

“Then quickly invite her in to eat together,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru, who was serving dishes nearby, coughed, but was still a step too late—the young maid agreed and immediately turned and left.

Soon footsteps could be heard outside the door.

“Miss Rao has arrived,” a servant announced.

A’Ru’s expression changed slightly. How could this Miss Rao be so improper? She actually came in!

She couldn’t help but look at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng also seemed somewhat surprised and frowned.

Rao Yufang entered. Indoors, she wasn’t wearing her cloak, only an elegant dress and jacket.

“Prince, Young Madam,” she lowered her head and curtsied.

Chang Yuncheng grunted, and Qi Yue smiled and beckoned for her to sit.

“I thought the Prince had gone out to eat and that the Young Madam was alone, so…” she sat down and said with some unease.

“Yes, yes, I also thought…” Qi Yue casually smiled and said.

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng kicked her under the table.

Qi Yue turned her head to glare at him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t look at her and stood up.

“You eat,” he said, and walked out leisurely.

Finally comfortable, Qi Yue happily picked up her chopsticks.

“Eat quickly. The food here is really quite good,” she said, beckoning to Rao Yufang.

Rao Yufang watched Chang Yuncheng stand up, disappointment flashing across her face.

“I… disturbed the Prince’s meal… I should go back to eat…” she stood up, looking apologetic.

“Oh, he’s finished eating,” Qi Yue laughed. “Sit down quickly. What’s the point of eating alone?”

Chang Yuncheng, who was stepping out the door, paused when he heard this.

This annoying woman—he had thought she didn’t know!

Eating alone was no fun, so he had specifically stayed to keep her company…

But as soon as she sat down to eat, she gave him that sour look as if he was deliberately disgusting her…

Chang Yuncheng pressed his lips and strode out.

To A’Ru’s relief, this Rao Yufang didn’t go further overboard and left quickly after simply eating.

“Young Madam, this Miss Rao seems somewhat… improper,” she said quietly to Qi Yue while helping her remove her hairpins and ornaments.

Qi Yue rubbed her shoulders, which were sore from a day of bumping around, and laughed.

“People naturally have a love of beauty,” she said. “Don’t mention young ladies—even someone my age can’t help but want to look a few more times, much less a girl who rarely has opportunities to go out and finally has a chance to feast her eyes. It’s understandable if she loses her composure.”

A’Ru didn’t understand a word of this.

“What’s understandable?” Chang Yuncheng entered and asked.

A’Ru quickly curtsied and stepped back.

“Being moved by seeing a handsome man,” Qi Yue laughed, turning from the mirror to wink at him with a smile.

In the dim lamplight, with the bronze mirror gleaming, the woman before the mirror appeared even more beautiful.

Chang Yuncheng uncomfortably looked away and sat down, not really hearing what Qi Yue had said.

“Hey, it’s getting late,” Qi Yue walked over and said.

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her.

“You didn’t just get one room, did you?” Qi Yue frowned and asked, seeing his expression.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

This stupid woman…

“Do you think it would be appropriate for me to get two rooms?” he asked back.

For a married couple to have separate rooms when traveling—this wasn’t at home, but at a relay station outside…

Qi Yue suddenly understood too.

Caring about face—you’re also afraid of losing face, aren’t you? I thought you weren’t afraid of anything.

She pursed her lips and indicated for A’Ru to withdraw.

“You’re all tired too. Rest early—we still have to travel tomorrow morning,” she said.

A’Ru nodded.

“The Prince is being kind, don’t deliberately provoke him,” she said quietly as she helped Qi Yue shake out her long hair, walking close.

Qi Yue gave her a look that said “you’re suspecting me again.”

A’Ru withdrew with the maids.

The room became quiet.

“Change clothes,” Chang Yuncheng said, spreading his arms.

“In your dreams,” Qi Yue snorted. “Don’t you have hands?”

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened as he reached out himself.

Qi Yue ignored him and frowned as she looked around the room. Fortunately, it was the custom in ancient times to have servants keep night watch, so there were small beds in the room for servants to sleep on.

“I’ll sleep here, you…” she said, pointing to the bed and turning around.

As she turned, she couldn’t help but be startled.

Chang Yuncheng was already down to just his pants.

“You, you, you… there are still people in the room, and you… what are you taking off!” Qi Yue frowned and said, turning her head away.

Chang Yuncheng swayed past her, taking out his undergarments and slowly putting them on.

How strange—this woman was shy, but along with the shyness was a certain frankness that made her feel both amusing and… comfortable and natural.

“Exhibitionist,” Qi Yue muttered, holding her clothes and placing them on the bed, preparing to lower the bed curtains to change.

Chang Yuncheng sat down on the bed.

“Hey, I’m sleeping in the bed. You’re a man—have some manners, okay?” Qi Yue said, hurriedly pushing against his shoulder. “Get up quickly.”

Just as she pushed hard, Chang Yuncheng was lying down on the bed, and her push met empty air, causing her to tumble over too.

Qi Yue was startled and hurriedly grabbed the curtain for support, but instead pulled it down.

This woman suddenly fell on top of him, and Chang Yuncheng was also startled. The curtain blocked the light in the room, and vision dimmed.

“Who told you to lie down…” Qi Yue muttered, propping herself up with her hands to get up. Before she could rise, a pair of large hands embraced her waist.

This was much more frightening than the earlier fall.

Qi Yue cried out in alarm, pressed against Chang Yuncheng’s chest.

“Calm down!” she couldn’t help but shout, struggling to break free. “You must stay calm, don’t think wildly…”

Along with these words, Chang Yuncheng rolled over, pressing her beneath him.

Qi Yue felt dizzy and breathless. Before she could react, lips breathing hot air kissed her mouth.

Damn it!

Qi Yue’s mind exploded!

She had known that a man and woman alone in a room would lead to trouble!

Chapter 132: Disorder
Qi Yue nearly fainted from suffocation—this bastard didn’t know how to kiss at all, he was gnawing.

Finally, when he moved to somewhere else, Qi Yue gasped for breath.

“Chang Yuncheng, don’t make me look down on you,” she shouted fiercely.

She didn’t struggle, nor did she attack him like last time. She just lay motionless, seemingly submitting to this man’s actions.

Chang Yuncheng stopped his movements, his breathing still rapid.

With the bed curtain half-lowered, the light was dim. At such close distance, they couldn’t see each other’s faces clearly.

“What’s wrong now?” he asked in a hoarse, low voice.

“What do you mean what’s wrong? What are you doing?” Qi Yue bit her lip and demanded.

This action made Chang Yuncheng’s blood surge again. He couldn’t control himself and gripped the slender waist beneath him tightly.

“Nonsense, naturally it’s what husband and wife should do,” he growled.

“What husband and wife should do? What do you think that has to do with you and me?” Qi Yue also growled back. “Get up, don’t make me look down on you.”

Having said this much, Chang Yuncheng’s desire subsided.

“Haven’t you made enough trouble?” He suppressed his inexplicable anger and shouted. “Are you going to keep this up endlessly?”

“Who’s making trouble with you?” Qi Yue also shouted back. “So if someone slaps you several times and humiliates you at will, you’d still happily go be lovey-dovey with them? You can be a masochist if you want, but I’m not that cheap!”

Chang Yuncheng angrily got up.

“What do you mean?” he demanded.

“I don’t mean anything,” Qi Yue sat up, straightening her disheveled clothes. “I’m just stating facts.”

“The fact is that you and I are husband and wife!” Chang Yuncheng gritted his teeth and shouted.

“Now you know that you and I are husband and wife when it comes to this?” Qi Yue sneered and looked at him.

“Qi Yueniang!” Chang Yuncheng stepped forward, grabbed her chin, and called out through gritted teeth.

Qi Yue lifted her head, her expression solemn in the lamplight, her eyes full of disdain, contempt, and anger.

Their eyes met for a moment.

Chang Yuncheng released his hand and sat down beside her.

“Yueniang,” he called out, his voice softening. “Stop making trouble, alright?”

Qi Yue sighed.

“Chang Yuncheng, I really wasn’t making trouble,” she said, her voice also softening.

This really wasn’t about making trouble or not, but… but… it was completely impossible!

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and reached out to hold her hand.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but stiffen all over, instinctively trying to pull back, but Chang Yuncheng gripped tightly.

This man being like this… she really wasn’t used to it, and felt uncomfortable all over…

It would be better if he hit, scolded, or yelled at her.

This way… this way was too strange.

“Yueniang, about the past, what’s done is done. There’s no use talking about it now. I promise it won’t happen again in the future,” Chang Yuncheng said in a deep voice.

Qi Yue felt her hair stand on end. She couldn’t help but lean back, looking at this man in surprise.

What was this man saying? She hadn’t heard wrong, had she?

“You say the past is past? If you drive a nail into a fence and then pull it out, does the fence become good as new? Hitting someone then giving them a sweet treat—only children would accept that, and besides, there have been so many hits already…” she said while turning her gaze away.

The man beside her was silent for a moment.

“Then what do you want to do?” he asked in a low voice.

“We should part amicably, get a divorce,” Qi Yue quickly turned her head and said.

The moment these words came out, Chang Yuncheng’s face instantly darkened, and at the same time, Qi Yue felt the hand Chang Yuncheng was holding hurt tremendously.

She couldn’t help but cry out in pain.

Chang Yuncheng released her hand, got up, and walked out. The sound of the door opening and closing in the dark night was particularly loud.

The room returned to quiet, but Qi Yue sat on the bed feeling her heart in turmoil.

This man… wouldn’t he really want to spend his whole life with Qi Yueniang?

Of course, this sentence had a grammatical error—they were already husband and wife, after all. But hadn’t he always wanted to divorce her?

Could it be that he didn’t want to divorce her anymore?

He wouldn’t really have fallen in love with this Qi Yueniang, would he?

Then wouldn’t she be in trouble…

She didn’t know how much time had passed. Qi Yue tossed and turned, unable to sleep, when she heard the door softly open.

Being at a relay station with so many guards, the only one who could enter this room so easily was Chang Yuncheng.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but grip the front of her clothes tightly.

The footsteps didn’t come over. The lamp lit in the outer room was blown out, then she heard the rustling sound of bedding being spread. Through the curtain, by the light of the lanterns outside, she saw the man lying on his side on the small bed near the door.

Qi Yue breathed out quietly and closed her eyes.

The next day on the road, the change between the Prince and Young Madam immediately drew attention.

“The Prince is riding a horse?” Rao Yufang lifted the window curtain slightly and said in a low voice.

The woman beside her hurried over to look.

Chang Yuncheng, wearing a thick cloak, spurred his horse forward and soon reached the front of the convoy, leaving their line of sight.

“He must be feeling stuffy in the carriage,” the woman said. “The Prince is a military officer, so he’s probably not used to sitting in carriages.”

Stuffy? Or perhaps he found the person he was sitting with stuffy?

Rao Yufang looked toward the carriage in front again. When getting in the carriage earlier, she seemed to have seen that the Young Madam’s complexion wasn’t good either.

Aunt had said that originally the Young Madam wasn’t supposed to come along on this trip—it seemed she had insisted on following. The Prince must be annoyed…

They traveled rapidly all the way. When they stopped to change clothes, Rao Yufang had wanted to observe more, but Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue didn’t let her approach, so she gained nothing. However, this also made Rao Yufang more certain of her guess—something had definitely happened between these two last night, and it wasn’t anything good.

The convoy entered Shanning Prefecture City in the afternoon. The Xie family had already received word from the advance servants and sent people to meet them.

To Rao Yufang’s disappointment, Chang Yuncheng only had his trusted attendants escort her to the relay station. He didn’t appear again or even exchange a few words of greeting, but went directly with the Xie family’s people, much less invite her to the Xie household.

Rao Yufang lifted the carriage curtain and looked back at the departing convoy, the man on the tall horse surrounded by the crowd.

However, it shouldn’t be long before they could meet again.

When they met again, she would be able to stand beside him openly and proudly.

Rao Yufang let down the curtain with a slight smile on her lips.

The Xie family of Shanning Prefecture had produced two jinshi degree holders since the new dynasty. Jinshi achievement flags stood in front of their gate, proclaiming their noble scholarly lineage.

Qi Yue rode in the carriage all the way to the inner residence before stopping.

When A’Ru helped her down from the carriage, only four or five servants were waiting.

This scene made the servants who had come from the Marquis Dingxi’s household with Qi Yue look very displeased. Although it was the Xie family who had slapped Qi Yue, their faces also burned with pain.

Perhaps because she was unnerved by Chang Yuncheng’s attitude that day, seeing the Xie family treat her this way, Qi Yue actually felt relieved and much more comfortable.

After all, when people who everyone knows hate you suddenly treat you very well, that’s much more frightening. Compared to hypocrites, honest villains are somewhat more endearing.

Qi Yue was led inside by the servants.

“Young Madam has had a tiring journey, please rest well,” the servant said as they walked.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru frowned.

“We should first pay respects to the Old Madam,” she said.

The servant turned to look at her, her eyes showing some disdainful amusement.

“No need. The Old Madam said to let the Young Madam rest well. She’s old and her spirits aren’t good, so she won’t see so many people,” she said with a smile.

Just the grandson and grandson’s wife—two people in total… The servants from the Marquis Dingxi’s household couldn’t stand listening to this. They couldn’t help but look at their Young Madam with concern.

Qi Yue said “oh” with a relaxed and cheerful expression. She had been dragged here by Chang Yuncheng to treat this old madam’s illness, but what could she treat? It was better not to see her, saving them both the embarrassment of her not being able to explain and the old lady not understanding.

This was the first time the Xie family had seen the Young Madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s household. When they got married, to express displeasure, Old Madam Xie hadn’t let any of the Xie family women attend the wedding.

Because of the old madam’s taboo, no one usually mentioned this Young Madam. If they hadn’t seen her in person today, they would almost have forgotten she existed.

She really was beautiful…

But wasn’t she supposed to be dying soon? How come she looked to be in decent health, except for some dark circles under her eyes?

They had just reached the front of a room when they heard maids calling from behind.

“Young Madam.” Two maids hurried over and curtsied to Qi Yue, who was obviously identifiable among the group. “The Prince asks you to come see the Old Madam.”

At these words, everyone present was stunned.

“But the Old Madam instructed that the Young Madam should rest first…” the servant said quickly, afraid the maid might have misunderstood and delivered the wrong message.

“The Prince just said at the Old Madam’s place that he wanted to invite the Young Madam over,” the maid said, a flash of helplessness in her eyes.

It seemed Chang Yuncheng wanted her to go.

Qi Yue understood and hesitated for a moment. Well, since he had spoken, she shouldn’t let his words fall to the ground. Besides, it was about filial piety.

She nodded and said good, then walked over.

Watching the group of people return along the original path, the servants who had first led the way looked helpless and somewhat embarrassed.

What kind of situation was this? They had led people around in a circle, originally wanting to see others embarrassed, but ended up being the embarrassed ones themselves.

The layout here was the same as the Marquis Dingxi’s household, just smaller in scale, but it didn’t seem cramped. The buildings were well-arranged with red flowers and green willows as decoration.

Along the way, maids and servants who saw their group all stopped and looked with surprise and curiosity. Even when they reached the Old Madam’s courtyard, the maid who lifted the curtain to announce them couldn’t help but look at her a few more times.

Stepping through the door, warm fragrance greeted them, and the floor was softly carpeted.

Surprisingly, there weren’t many people in the room. Apart from a gray-haired old woman in the main seat, only Chang Yuncheng was sitting. The rest standing around were all maids and servants.

“This is grandmother,” Chang Yuncheng said.

A maid brought over a cushion and placed it down.

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment. Well, she’d just consider it respecting the elderly.

She knelt down, kowtowed, and called out “grandmother.”

But there was no response, naturally no instruction to rise either.

Deliberately? Qi Yue looked up to see the old lady had somehow closed her eyes and was leaning to one side as if asleep.

How boring!

Qi Yue pursed her lips and shook her head. I respect you as an elder, but that doesn’t mean I’ll indulge you. She was about to get up.

“Get up,” Chang Yuncheng spoke.

She hadn’t expected him to speak first, disregarding the elder. This made Qi Yue pause in her rising motion. The old woman in the seat also opened her eyes. Compared to Qi Yue’s slight surprise, her expression was rather displeased.
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Qi Yue stood up and walked over to sit beside Chang Yuncheng on her own.

Old Madam Xie’s expression became even more unpleasant.

“Did I tell you to sit?” she suddenly shouted. “How utterly rude!”

Qi Yue was startled, and Chang Yuncheng also stood up with an ugly expression.

This old lady certainly had strong lungs—where was any sign of illness?

“Grandmother,” Chang Yuncheng called out.

“Look at your worthless appearance!” Old Madam Xie glared and scolded him. “A grown man—when an elder is talking to his wife, what business is it of yours!”

Chang Yuncheng was left embarrassed and speechless by the scolding.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh. This was indeed a Xie family member—never hiding joy or anger. It seemed Madam Xie had truly inherited her mother’s character.

“All of you, get out,” Old Madam Xie directly waved them away.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at Qi Yue and saw that this woman showed no sign of panic or unease on her face. Instead, she seemed somewhat amused, as if watching excitement that had nothing to do with her.

For her, did these displays of anger and joy no longer matter?

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath.

“Grandmother, Yueniang has excellent medical skills. Let her take your pulse,” he said.

“Are you crazy?” Old Madam Xie asked, beckoning him over.

Chang Yuncheng was puzzled but still walked over as instructed.

Old Madam Xie grabbed his hand and looked him up and down.

“Let me see if you’re still my grandson Chang Yuncheng,” she said. “Why are you saying such strange things this time?”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately darkened.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but lower her head and laugh.

“Grandmother, I’m not joking,” Chang Yuncheng said with some suppressed irritation. “If you don’t believe me, go ask around in our Yongqing Prefecture, and you’ll know.”

Old Madam Xie gave a bland snort.

“I don’t have that kind of free time,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “If you came to see me, then see me properly. Let’s have a good talk, just us grandparents and grandchild. If you have other thoughts, you can leave right now.”

When she said “other thoughts,” her eyes were looking at Qi Yue.

Clearly, the mastermind behind these “other thoughts” was naturally Qi Yue.

Somehow, seeing Chang Yuncheng’s complex expression, Qi Yue suddenly felt some sympathy. The so-called “caught between a rock and a hard place”—this was probably exactly his situation now.

“Grandmother, Prince, I’ll take my leave first. The bumpy journey has left me somewhat unaccustomed to travel, and I’d like to rest. Grandmother has already arranged a place for me, thank you for your consideration,” she said with a smile, bowing as she spoke.

This statement was also an explanation to Chang Yuncheng. Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

Qi Yue raised her head and smiled slightly at him.

Chang Yuncheng looked away.

“Then go quickly,” Old Madam Xie said, a flash of disdain in her eyes. She watched Qi Yue withdraw, then looked at Chang Yuncheng and raised her hand to hit him.

“Grandmother,” Chang Yuncheng frowned and protested.

“Look at your worthless appearance—have you never seen a woman before?” Old Madam Xie glared and said, raising her hand again to poke Chang Yuncheng’s forehead.

Chang Yuncheng dodged to the side.

“Grandmother, how old am I now?” he said with some helplessness, though his expression was quite gentle.

“No matter how old you are, you’re still my grandson,” Old Madam Xie said, turning to speak to a nearby maid. “Go, invite the madams, young madams, and misses back. That eyesore is gone. Let our family talk properly.”

Chang Yuncheng’s brow furrowed and never relaxed. Laughter came from outside, and the women who had withdrawn upon learning that Qi Yueniang was coming to pay respects returned. The room became lively again. He couldn’t help but look toward the door. Through the women entering one by one, he seemed to see that woman’s lonely departing figure.

When dinnertime came, no one came to invite Qi Yue. A’Ru stood at the door with a very ugly expression.

“Is this the Xie family’s way of treating guests?” she was about to go out and argue.

Qi Yue reached out and held her back.

“You’re right—this is exactly the Xie family’s way of treating guests,” she laughed.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru couldn’t hide her anger. “Let’s leave. We won’t eat their food.”

“You’re wrong. The food we eat isn’t theirs—it’s… the Prince’s,” Qi Yue laughed, pressing her to sit down. “If we leave, we won’t be slapping the Xie family’s face, but the Prince’s face.”

A’Ru naturally understood this point after hearing it.

“Although the Prince was inconsiderate in dragging me here, but… the crime doesn’t warrant suffering this kind of treatment,” Qi Yue laughed.

A’Ru looked at her, her expression softening.

“Young Madam, it’s wonderful that you can think of the Prince this way,” she said.

Somehow, hearing A’Ru say this, Qi Yue couldn’t help but blush slightly.

“This isn’t really thinking of him—any normal person would think this way,” she said, standing up and turning her back to A’Ru under the pretense of exercising.

As they spoke, servants from the Xie family came to deliver food.

They bustled about setting a full table.

“Wow, not bad at all—really sumptuous,” Qi Yue laughed, beckoning to A’Ru. “Perfect, let’s have a comfortable meal and save ourselves from all that forced smiling and talking.”

A’Ru came over with a smile. She knew that when the Young Madam was happy, she was genuinely happy, and when unhappy, she was genuinely unhappy—she would never force a smile.

“Good, let’s taste the Xie family cooks’ skills,” she said, picking up chopsticks to serve Qi Yue.

Hearing the laughter from inside, the Xie family servants standing outside couldn’t help but exchange glances. She could still laugh under these circumstances? Could this Young Madam be simple-minded?

The banquet in the Xie family’s front hall was lively. Halfway through the drinking, drums and gongs on the small stage created a din as two young performers flipped somersaults like flowers, drawing continuous cheers from the Xie family children.

Chang Yuncheng watched the stage, but his expression seemed distant.

“When you were young, you loved watching the martial arts performances grandmother’s house put on. You and Zhao-ge’er secretly practiced somersaults in the back courtyard and ended up breaking your head…” Old Madam Xie laughed.

“That happened?” Chang Yuncheng came back to himself and laughed.

“Cheng-ge’er has forgotten…” a middle-aged woman sitting beside Old Madam Xie said with a smile. “Third Sister scolded the household servants terribly for that, frightening our Zhao-ge’er so much he never dared play with somersaults again.”

Chang Yuncheng laughed, and a young man about his age on the other side also laughed.

“I wouldn’t dare compete with my younger brother now. I’m a weak scholar, while younger brother is already a fine general who mounts horses to kill bandits,” he said loudly with laughter.

Chang Yuncheng raised his wine cup to him. The young man also raised his cup, and they touched cups across the air before both drinking it down in one gulp.

Old Madam Xie wasn’t laughing, though. Her face fell as she glanced sideways at the woman.

“Cheng-ge’er brought his Young Madam this time?” the woman just smiled at Chang Yuncheng and spoke again. “Why didn’t we see her come to dinner?”

Old Madam Xie hadn’t specifically invited her, and Chang Yuncheng hadn’t mentioned it again either.

“It’s her first time traveling and she’s not used to carriages. She can’t eat much either, so I didn’t want her to spoil the mood,” Chang Yuncheng answered the woman.

It was better not to have her come to this kind of occasion—coming would only subject her to coldness and embarrassment.

He wondered if she had eaten. What was she doing now? At home, she liked to be alone, either reading or just reading. In this unfamiliar environment, she must feel even more lonely and isolated…

The middle-aged woman’s laughter interrupted Chang Yuncheng’s thoughts.

“…Cheng-ge’er is so considerate,” she laughed. “It seems next time you come, you won’t just bring your wife, but your son too…”

“Even eating can’t shut your mouth! Where do all these words come from!” Old Madam Xie suddenly shouted, throwing her chopsticks heavily on the table.

The drums and gongs on stage had just stopped, so everyone in the flower hall heard this roar.

The children all quickly stood up.

The middle-aged woman looked both ashamed and anxious as she stood up.

“You’re asking for it,” a middle-aged man across from her glared and scolded, hurrying over to bow to Old Madam Xie, repeatedly asking mother to calm her anger.

Chang Yuncheng naturally also stood up.

Old Madam Xie sat with a dark face. The middle-aged woman lowered her head and apologized before being glared at and dismissed by the middle-aged man.

The performers on stage didn’t know what had happened. When the drums stopped, they didn’t dare resume, until a servant frantically waved at them. The troupe leader understood, and the stage became lively again.

Perhaps accustomed to Old Madam Xie’s temper, this episode didn’t much affect the banquet. Everyone resumed talking, laughing, eating, and drinking.

Seeing Old Madam Xie still looking sullen, Chang Yuncheng smiled and served her food.

“Grandmother, aunt was just concerned about me…” he said.

“Concerned about you? Does she think we’re all fools?” Old Madam Xie snorted. “Clearly saying disgusting things but pretending to be gracious about it—this kind of behavior, this kind of mentality, is even more disgusting than the words! There are no fools in this world. It’s just that some hear it earlier and some hear it later. Don’t tell me you didn’t hear it…”

Chang Yuncheng smiled faintly and drank some wine.

Of course he could hear it. Old Madam Xie was mocking openly, while his aunt was sneering secretly. In any case, that woman was a laughable existence in their eyes.

Perhaps he had come wrong, perhaps he had thought too simply…

It was enough for her to suffer cold looks at home—why bring her out to suffer cold looks elsewhere?

One cup of wine after another, Chang Yuncheng quickly became drunk.

“This child doesn’t usually drink much—how did he get drunk?” Old Madam Xie said with great concern, calling for people to serve sobering soup.

“Isn’t it because he came to our house? Naturally he wouldn’t drink so freely elsewhere,” others laughed.

“That’s true—only when coming to our house is it really coming home,” Old Madam Xie nodded with a smile.

A soft sedan was brought, and servants asked where the Prince should rest.

“At the Young Madam’s place…” they said.

Before they could finish, Old Madam Xie interrupted.

“What nonsense are you talking? The warm pavilion behind my courtyard is empty. Let Cheng-ge’er rest there and find someone to attend him properly,” she said. “Young Madam, not Young Madam—what does she have to do with anything?”

The servants quickly laughed and went to carry out her instructions.

Chang Yuncheng woke up not long after falling asleep, perhaps due to the sobering soup, or perhaps… because sleeping in a different place was unsettling.

He opened his eyes knowing he was sleeping in a bed. This was somewhat strange, but then he laughed.

Here, if that woman wanted to make him sleep in the servants’ bed, it would probably be impossible.

He looked through the bed curtain directly toward the small bed by the door and saw a small figure sleeping there, wrapped in a quilt and curled into a tiny ball, looking somewhat pitiful.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly threw off the covers and got up, walking somewhat unsteadily toward that side.

Chapter 134: Headache
Because the alcohol hit him so suddenly when he got up, Chang Yuncheng’s steps were unsteady as he went over, and he collapsed onto the small bed, directly pressing down on half of the sleeping person’s body.

“Qi Yueniang…” he called out softly at the same time.

The sleeping person was startled awake by this sudden pressure and let out a cry of alarm.

This cry also jolted Chang Yuncheng awake. Without getting up, his hand grabbed and flung the person to the floor.

“Who are you?” he roared angrily, raising his foot to stomp down.

“Prince, this servant is Feicui, this servant is Feicui!” the person on the ground screamed shrilly in terror, frantically kowtowing.

Chang Yuncheng’s foot landed on the ground beside Feicui with a dull thud. Feicui could even feel the ground shake, frightening her into a cold sweat. If that had landed on her…

Feicui was a maid from Old Madam Xie’s side, whom Chang Yuncheng somewhat recognized.

“What are you doing here?” he asked in a deep voice.

“Prince, you drank quite a bit, so the Old Madam had me attend to you in case you needed water at night,” Feicui said it all in one breath without daring to delay.

Chang Yuncheng rubbed his head, remembering he had indeed drunk quite a lot, then been sent back by the old lady…

“Where is the Young Madam?” he demanded.

“The Young Madam is resting in another courtyard. The Old Madam saw you had drunk too much and had you rest in this warm pavilion instead of going to the Young Madam’s place…” Feicui again rattled off the words in one breath, nearly suffocating herself.

Chang Yuncheng understood. He sat down on the small bed to clear his head a bit.

Feicui knelt on the ground, both frightened and cold, her body trembling continuously.

“Take me there,” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said.

Feicui didn’t react for a moment and was kicked by Chang Yuncheng.

“To the Young Madam’s place,” Chang Yuncheng shouted with some annoyance.

Only then did Feicui hurry to get up, busily helping Chang Yuncheng dress, but was pushed away by him.

Chang Yuncheng put on his heavy cloak himself and went out the door.

The cold night wind was bitter. Night patrol women scurried past with hunched shoulders. Suddenly seeing two people approaching, they were startled. When they came closer and dared to challenge them, before they could ask, Feicui with the lantern waved them away.

Everyone recognized Feicui, and seeing Chang Yuncheng behind her made them even more shocked.

“In this bitter cold, how did the Prince come out like this…” the women were even more alarmed, calling out in confusion.

Chang Yuncheng paid them no attention. Feicui naturally didn’t dare linger either, lowering her head and walking quickly away.

The two soon disappeared, leaving the women in a particularly noisy state of surprise.

After crossing through two courtyards, Feicui finally stopped in front of a building. There wasn’t even a single maid or servant at the door, just two lanterns hanging under the eaves—it didn’t look like a place where anyone lived.

She had been deliberately dumped in this place…

“You can go back,” Chang Yuncheng said, stepping up onto the stairs himself.

Feicui didn’t dare speak to stop him and could only watch helplessly as he went forward.

The sound of the door opening woke A’Ru who was sleeping by the door.

“Who is it?” she wrapped her clothes around herself as she got up, asking quietly.

“It’s me,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

A’Ru was so surprised she didn’t react for a moment. Chang Yuncheng outside didn’t urge her, waiting until A’Ru came to her senses and lit the small lamp by her bed.

Qi Yue on the other side was also awakened. She had been sleeping restlessly in the new environment anyway, and hearing A’Ru get up, she also got up.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

A’Ru had already dressed and gotten out of bed to open the door.

“The Prince has come over,” she said to Qi Yue while opening the door.

Qi Yue was also startled and hurried out of bed.

The door opened, and Chang Yuncheng entered with the cold air of deep night.

Seeing the master and servant clearly awakened from sleep and looking at him with puzzled examination, Chang Yuncheng suddenly didn’t know what to say.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue walked over and asked.

What’s wrong… Chang Yuncheng smiled bitterly—he didn’t know what was wrong either…

A’Ru lit two more lamps, brightening the room.

“How could you come over dressed like this?” Qi Yue saw Chang Yuncheng’s attire clearly and was even more surprised, hurrying to pull him. “Come over here quickly.”

She had meant to pull Chang Yuncheng’s arm, but unexpectedly Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and caught hers.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but shiver, not knowing if it was from the coldness of his hand or from this unexpected contact.

“How could you dress like this? Did you come by yourself?” she said quickly to change the subject while leading him to the inner room.

Two charcoal braziers in the inner room were burning brightly.

A’Ru brought tea over. Qi Yue hurried to take it, using the opportunity to free her hand from Chang Yuncheng’s grasp.

“Why did you come at this hour?” Qi Yue asked again.

Chang Yuncheng felt inexplicably annoyed being looked at by the master and servant.

“I’ll come whenever I want to come. What’s wrong with that?” he asked back.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Oh, this is your grandmother’s house, so it’s your territory too. Sorry, sorry, I asked a stupid question again,” she laughed.

A’Ru hesitated, watching the two talking, then withdrew from the inner room.

A moment of silence fell over the room.

Qi Yue didn’t say anything more either, turning to rummage for something on the bed.

Chang Yuncheng also didn’t speak, slowly turning the teacup in his hands.

The room had only the occasional crackling sounds of charcoal fire and candle flames—peaceful and warm.

“Actually, you don’t need to mind it,” Qi Yue said, her back to him as she organized something.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

Qi Yue turned around, holding a quilt and pillow in her arms, and walked to the kang table by the window to spread them out.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak, just watched her skillfully make the bed.

“It was something I knew from the beginning, expected, so being treated coldly is natural. If your grandmother’s family had warmly welcomed me, that would have been strange—I probably wouldn’t have dared eat the food. This way is quite good; I ate my fill tonight,” she laughed, finishing making the bed and clapping her hands. “Alright, you sleep here. I’m not giving up the bed…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, suddenly reached out and pulled her into his arms.

Qi Yue was so frightened she cried out, one hand desperately pushing against him. A’Ru in the outer room also hurried in, suddenly seeing this scene and quickly turning around in fright, wanting to withdraw but worried about Qi Yue, standing there at a loss.

Qi Yue struggled, but Chang Yuncheng just held her without making any further moves. Gradually, Qi Yue calmed down from her panic.

Qi Yue hesitated, then reached out one hand to pat Chang Yuncheng’s back.

“That’s about enough. You’re not a child, and you’re a grown man—where does all this… sentimentality… come from?” she muttered.

Bringing such a wife out to visit relatives and having the relatives mercilessly disdain her must be very embarrassing for him as a man. Who wouldn’t want a companion they could proudly take anywhere? It was just unfortunate he didn’t have a choice and was bound to her…

Qi Yue sighed and was about to say something more when Chang Yuncheng suddenly tightened his hold, the sudden closeness making Qi Yue nervous again. Her hand that hadn’t withdrawn pressed against Chang Yuncheng’s waist, and in her nervousness, she pinched and twisted his firm waist muscles.

“Don’t move around!” Chang Yuncheng said in a low, deep voice.

“Who’s moving around?” Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, pushing against him again. “Hey, you disturb people’s sleep in the middle of the night and then act so improperly—are you here to make enemies?”

Chang Yuncheng released her.

“Chattering,” he said dully, lying down on the kang by the window just like that.

Finally freed from this awkward position, Qi Yue breathed out.

“Cover yourself properly,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng pillowed his head on his hands, closed his eyes, and soft snoring sounds began—he had actually fallen asleep.

Qi Yue sighed helplessly and had to take off his shoes and cover him with the quilt herself.

A’Ru stood at the doorway looking over. Qi Yue waved at her, made a sleeping gesture, and blew out the lamp.

The room fell into darkness again, returning to the quiet of night.

As soon as dawn broke, Old Madam Xie learned that Chang Yuncheng had run to his wife’s room to sleep in the middle of the night. For a moment she thought she was still dreaming, until she personally went to the warm pavilion to see for herself and confirmed it, becoming so angry she smashed a teacup.

“Someone pick two pretty maids and send them to Cheng-ge’er. I don’t believe it—how could he be so bewitched by that woman?” she began calling for the stewards again.

Her sons learned the news and hurried over to awkwardly persuade her.

“Speaking of beauties, where could compare to son-in-law’s household…” the eldest son spoke his true thoughts.

Old Madam Xie was stunned, then came to her senses and gave up the idea, though her anger hadn’t subsided. When Chang Yuncheng left, she simply didn’t see him off.

“This is really unreasonable—can’t a husband and wife sleep in the same room…” the eldest uncle’s wife whispered to those beside her.

“Mother, you should say fewer words,” her daughter-in-law said carefully while looking at the wet nurse holding a child, hurrying to instruct that the small blanket be covered properly.

The eldest uncle’s wife pursed her lips and reached out to take the child.

“Is Hao-ge’er feeling better?” she asked.

“Still has some diarrhea,” the wet nurse said quickly.

“Mother, perhaps we should find another physician to look at him,” the daughter-in-law said with some worry.

“Young Physician An is fine. What other physician could be as capable as the An family physician?” the eldest uncle’s wife said. “Didn’t Young Physician An say that when children have diarrhea, starving them for a few meals will cure it? In a couple more days Old Physician An will return, and we can have him take another look.”

The daughter-in-law said “oh” and stopped talking, though still with some worry.

The eldest uncle’s wife rocked the child while quietly complaining that a grandson was still a grandson, but her own great-grandson wasn’t a grandson anymore. Just for seeing people off, they even called the child up when he was still sick. She really didn’t know who was actually surnamed Xie…

Her daughters-in-law and daughters beside her hurried to quietly persuade her.

“Eldest aunt died young, so grandmother inevitably dotes on the Prince…” one daughter said quietly.

“There are plenty of motherless children in the world, but we don’t see them protected like this. Besides, isn’t there still youngest aunt?” the eldest uncle’s wife snorted, her expression between smiling and not smiling, rocking the child in her arms.

The child made muffled crying sounds from within the swaddling.

Chang Yuncheng had kowtowed farewell at Old Madam Xie’s door and came out with Qi Yue.

Everyone gathered around with smiles to say goodbye. This was the first time Qi Yue had seen all the Xie family members since arriving, naturally drawing countless curious, searching, and amazed gazes.

Qi Yue maintained a smile throughout, gracious and dignified, showing no sign of being upset or saddened by the cold treatment she had received. Following Chang Yuncheng, she met all the Xie family members one by one. Others came to visit relatives, but she was meeting them only when leaving.

“This is Zhao-ge’s wife,” the eldest uncle’s wife introduced with a smile.

“Sister-in-law,” Zhao-ge’s wife hurried to curtsy, the child in her arms crying quite severely, making her bow somewhat flustered.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue couldn’t help asking. Hearing the child’s crying didn’t sound like normal fussing, her professional habits kicked in.

“He’s not feeling well, has some diarrhea,” Zhao-ge’s wife said.

“Let me take a look…” Qi Yue reached out to lift the swaddling, seeing this was a child of few months. “How old?”

“Almost three months,” Zhao-ge’s wife instinctively answered.

“How is his eating? How does he sleep?” Qi Yue examined while asking.

Zhao-ge’s wife was somewhat stunned and turned to look at her mother-in-law.

“Cheng-ge’er’s wife can also treat illnesses?” the eldest uncle’s wife laughed.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, I’m a physician,” she also said with a smile.

The eldest uncle’s wife’s smile froze—she had only been joking…

Chapter 135: Joke
The eldest uncle’s wife had only been joking, but unexpectedly the woman had nodded and accepted it. Now she didn’t know what to say.

What kind of profession was being a physician for a woman to do? Only midwives were women, right? Besides, even if some family’s daughter understood some medical principles, she wouldn’t say so directly “I’m a physician”—at most she’d say she knew a little. This woman… but this was also normal—what would a fatherless, motherless beggar understand?

“Yes, Yueniang’s medical skills are very good. She’s quite famous in our Yongqing Prefecture,” Chang Yuncheng said from the side.

This time not only the eldest uncle’s wife, but everyone else who heard this was stunned.

Qi Yue paid no attention to their reactions, using the small swaddling to shield as she carefully examined the child, her brow gradually furrowing.

Diarrhea? It was somewhat like that… but also not quite…

“Let’s go inside the house. It’s too windy here to examine properly,” she said, looking up.

The eldest uncle’s wife and others came to their senses at this point.

“No need, no need,” she said with a bland smile. “We’ve already seen a physician and he’s taking medicine. We wouldn’t dare trouble you. Please go home quickly.”

Qi Yue said “oh.” Since the patient’s family wasn’t seeking medical help, she couldn’t force a diagnosis.

“What did the physician say?” she still couldn’t help asking.

“It’s vomiting and diarrhea syndrome. He said to warm the child’s belly and gave some herbal medicine,” Zhao-ge’s wife somehow answered, then hurriedly looked at her mother-in-law, indeed seeing her give her a cold look.

“He’s been taking medicine for several days, right? Does the vomiting and diarrhea exceed three times a day?” Qi Yue asked, looking down again at the child in the swaddling.

“He’s taken medicine and is almost better. He only has diarrhea twice a day, no vomiting. Nothing serious, nothing serious. You should leave quickly,” the eldest uncle’s wife interrupted Qi Yue, smiling.

During this conversation, the child had stopped crying and closed his eyes to sleep.

“He’s been crying and fussing for half the day—now he’s sleeping. Quickly take the child inside,” the eldest uncle’s wife said.

Zhao-ge’s wife didn’t dare disobey and hurried inside.

“Let’s go,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue said “oh,” looking once more at the figure of the woman carrying the child who had already gone inside.

She always felt the child’s symptoms were particularly familiar, as if she’d seen them somewhere before. But she had treated many illnesses, so naturally many would seem familiar.

“If the medicine doesn’t work after a few more days, I suggest you have the physician check for other causes. I think it might not be diarrhea,” Qi Yue said, withdrawing her gaze.

The eldest uncle’s wife smiled politely but distantly.

The carriage swayed away into the distance, and the people in front of the Xie house dispersed.

“Husband,” Zhao-ge’s wife emerged from the side, startling Zhao-ge.

“Why haven’t you gone back? Didn’t mother say to take Hao-ge’er back to sleep properly?” Zhao-ge said with a stern face, glancing forward where his parents were being escorted by servants, talking and laughing as they went inside.

“I feel uneasy,” Zhao-ge’s wife said, looking down at the child in her arms. “He’s been taking medicine for many days but is still like this, no improvement…”

Hearing this, Zhao-ge also frowned, looking down at the child in his wife’s arms. This child had come with difficulty too…

“Didn’t Young Physician An say this child has a weak constitution and needs more nurturing?” he said.

“Since the Prince said so, could the Young Madam really be a physician?” Zhao-ge’s wife suddenly asked.

Zhao-ge’s expression was somewhat conflicted.

By rights, Chang Yuncheng was absolutely not someone who would lie, but…

“Really ridiculous,” the eldest uncle’s wife said to those beside her as she walked. “Motherless children are precious, but those of us with mothers aren’t precious? Using our child to curry favor—this is too much bullying. She even told the old lady about some miracle doctor, and the old lady spat it right back at her. Now she comes to me—does she think I don’t dare spit too…”

In the carriage, Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue who was frowning.

“Don’t overthink it,” he said after hesitating for a long time, speaking somewhat stiffly. “Eldest uncle’s wife has never liked me, so naturally she won’t like you either.”

Qi Yue laughed at his words, with some curiosity.

“She doesn’t like you? I thought you were the precious treasure of your maternal family,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and leaned against the carriage wall, but said nothing.

Though he said nothing, Qi Yue could sense his low and melancholy mood.

The song “Motherless children are like grass” involuntarily slid through her mind.

“I wasn’t thinking about that,” she laughed. “You know me—whether others like me or not, what does that have to do with me?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and pursed his lips.

Speaking so confidently—”you know me”… How would I know? I’m too lazy to know about you…

“I was thinking that child really doesn’t seem like simple diarrhea,” Qi Yue said, her brow furrowing again, then she laughed at herself. “But I’m probably overthinking. The physicians here must be better than me…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“You people?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue felt a chill, her hair standing on end.

“Right, you people of Shanning Prefecture,” she said naturally, looking at Chang Yuncheng with no avoidance in her eyes.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and turned away, ignoring her.

“Oh, right,” Qi Yue remembered something and said.

Chang Yuncheng turned back to see this woman looking at him with bright eyes.

“Why are you riding in the carriage again? Didn’t you not want to see me?” Qi Yue laughed.

It seemed they had fought after that night’s incident, right? When had this guy climbed back into the carriage?

“My carriage,” Chang Yuncheng patted the carriage wall and said blandly.

“Then I’ll go ride a horse,” Qi Yue laughed, actually getting up and moving toward the outside.

This woman always dared to say and do…

“What nonsense!” Chang Yuncheng said, also getting up and reaching out to grab her arm.

One was pretending while the other took it seriously—with this pull, she tumbled over and leaned against him.

“I was joking. I’m not that foolish,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, hurrying to get up and sit apart.

Ever since that night, she always felt somewhat uncomfortable with such intimate contact with Chang Yuncheng.

But Chang Yuncheng didn’t release her. Instead, he gripped tighter, holding Qi Yue in front of him.

“Hey, improper conduct is forbidden,” Qi Yue said, trying to get up again.

“Stupid woman,” Chang Yuncheng said dully, holding her steadily in front of him. “How is this improper conduct?”

That was true too—Qi Yueniang was his wife, he was Qi Yueniang’s husband. This hugging and embracing was quite normal.

Qi Yue laughed dryly twice.

“What’s not my will is improper,” she said, using her elbow to push Chang Yuncheng. “Let go quickly.”

Chang Yuncheng not only didn’t let go but drew even closer.

Hot breath sprayed on her neck, making Qi Yue shiver. She didn’t know if it was her imagination or the carriage’s bumping, but the person behind her also seemed to be trembling slightly, the large hand gripping her arm showing bulging veins.

“Then… what would it take to be according to your will…” a low voice came from behind her ear.

Dead!

Qi Yue suddenly stiffened all over, her mind blank for an instant!

Was… was this a confession?

At her age, having dated before, if she couldn’t understand what was happening at this point, she’d really be playing dumb.

But at this point, playing dumb seemed to be the only way to survive…

Qi Yue laughed dryly twice.

“Don’t play dumb,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from behind. Perhaps because he’d said what he wanted to say, he was no longer nervous and his body relaxed.

Qi Yue’s words about discussing the weather were stuck in her throat.

“That… isn’t it a bit inappropriate to discuss this now? The divorce papers have already been written…” she took a deep breath and said.

“There are no divorce papers!” Chang Yuncheng gripped her arm tighter again and replied.

“I’m not blind,” Qi Yue laughed. “Your father wrote it in black and white…”

“That was written by my father. It has nothing to do with me,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue was choked again.

“But… but didn’t you have the same intention?” she said.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng replied simply and decisively. “Never.”

“As if,” Qi Yue snorted, so shocked by this response that she turned her head and glared. “You’re fooling an idiot.”

With this turn of her head, the two were almost face to face. Looking at the beautiful face so close, her delicate brows slightly raised and expression lively, Chang Yuncheng could only follow male instinct—one hand cupped the back of Qi Yue’s neck and he kissed her forcefully.

Sealing this mouth that talked too much…

Not allowing her to speak anymore…

Not allowing her to say those stabbing words anymore…

Qi Yue’s eyes widened. She opened her mouth to shout, but this only allowed the man’s kiss to go deeper.

Lips and tongues entangled, sucking, nibbling. This man’s movements became increasingly uncontrollably rough, rapid breathing echoing in the carriage, adding to the excitement.

Whether from lack of oxygen or not, Qi Yue had become dazed, not even knowing when she’d been pressed down, until a pair of hands grasped the softness at her chest, the slightly rough large hands kneading heavily, bringing stimulation mixed with slight pain.

Qi Yue snapped back to awareness, using hands and feet to push and shove at the person pressing on her who was still nuzzling and biting wildly.

“Chang Yuncheng!” she let out a shriek, the sound penetrating the carriage and spreading out. Even the horses seemed startled, the carriage bumping several times. Taking this opportunity, Chang Yuncheng was pushed away by Qi Yue’s chaotic kicking and hitting.

“You’re crazy!” His face was flushed, breathing chaotic, as he growled, reaching out to cover Qi Yue’s mouth as she was about to scream again.

Qi Yue shook her head violently, throwing off his hand.

“You’re the one who’s crazy!” she shouted, equally agitated with a flushed face, using her hands to hastily gather her clothes that had been mostly undone, blocking the half-exposed spring scenery. With a face full of anger, she kicked at Chang Yuncheng. “Pervert, sex maniac, hooligan, bastard…”

Chang Yuncheng took her wild kicks and hits, his face full of irritation.

“What’s wrong now!” he roared, reaching out to grab Qi Yue’s legs. “What exactly are you making a fuss about! What exactly do you want!”

“You… you… you’re shameless!” Qi Yue fiercely broke free from his restraint and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng grabbed her over.

“How am I shameless?” he also shouted fiercely. “It’s natural for me to sleep with my woman—how is that shameless? What are you fussing about, you annoying woman? I’m not a monk! Are you trying to suffocate me to death!”

Chapter 136: Coincidence
“Like hell I’m your woman!” Qi Yue raised her hand and shoved him hard, “Like hell I’m your woman, get away, get away! Sleep your ass!”

Chang Yuncheng was nearly exploding with rage. This damned woman had completely lost her mind! His chest rose and fell violently, clearly infuriated beyond measure. He abruptly released Qi Yue and leaned against the carriage wall.

This time, he didn’t storm off in a huff.

The carriage fell into silence, with the sound of rolling wheels, horse hooves, and the guards’ conversations drifting in chaotically.

“I wasn’t trying to do anything,” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice after a while, “Just kissing, hugging, touching…”

“Touch your sister! Don’t talk to me!” Qi Yue hissed in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng’s face flushed with embarrassment, his veins bulging, teeth grinding audibly, but he ultimately remained silent.

Qi Yue leaned against the other side, straightening her clothes. Looking down, she could see kiss marks on her skin. Thinking of the earlier chaos, she felt a mixture of shame, embarrassment, and anger. Being thrown into this godforsaken place, dumped by her modern scumbag boyfriend, and now nearly violated by this ancient man – why was she so unlucky? Her eyes reddened involuntarily, and tears she couldn’t hold back began to fall.

Chang Yuncheng noticed.

Apologize? Absolutely not. What was there to apologize for? If anyone should apologize, it should be that woman!

“Stop crying!” he finally said in a muffled voice.

Qi Yue ignored him. She didn’t sob aloud, just raised her hand to wipe away the falling tears. She straightened her clothes, took out a mirror and comb, and began tidying her hair bit by bit. This was the first time since arriving here that she had combed her own hair. As she slowly combed, her emotions gradually calmed.

Until it grew dark and they stopped at an inn, the two hadn’t spoken another word.

As night fell over the post station, the two who were still sharing a room each slept in their own beds. The silence was so profound that even the attendants dared not breathe loudly.

Compared to the quiet post station, the Xie residence was in quite an uproar. When a middle-aged man was hurriedly escorted into the room, the woman inside was already crying so hard she could barely stand.

“Physician An, please take a look… why won’t Hao-ge’er wake up?” Zhao-ge stepped forward immediately, saying in a trembling voice.

Being woken up in the middle of the night would put any doctor in a bad mood, especially for a child he had already examined and repeatedly diagnosed with diarrhea.

“Illness strikes like a landslide, recovery is like pulling silk thread. The young master has a weak constitution and was already difficult to nurture. Don’t worry, take the medicine slowly and recover properly…” Physician An said leisurely. This composed demeanor in the face of any crisis was taught by his father – the first thing a good doctor must do is maintain confidence at all times, as this provides the greatest comfort to patients.

“Yes, yes.” Zhao-ge nodded in agreement while waving away the maids and asking Physician An to sit down.

Physician An sat down and casually pulled out the infant’s hand. The moment he saw the palm lines and fingerprints, his expression changed drastically.

“How can this be!” he cried out in shock, jumping to his feet.

This shout struck everyone in the room like a thunderbolt.

“Doctor!” Zhao-ge’s wife screamed, her legs giving way as she collapsed to the floor.

This meant the child’s illness was indeed very serious…

Old Madam Xie was also disturbed and came over, supported by a maid.

“How can a case of diarrhea cause such a commotion?” she said, sitting down and breathing heavily.

Children were hard to raise – of the three children she had raised, only two survived, and now only one remained. This generation of legitimate grandsons had been slow to reproduce, and when they finally had one, just as he was about to reach his hundredth day, was he still not going to make it?

Physician An lit three lamps in front of him and nearly pressed his face to the child’s palm. Those nearby could clearly see the fine sweat on his nose tip. Everyone in the room dared not speak loudly, and even the eldest aunt and daughter-in-law covered their mouths with handkerchiefs when crying, afraid of disturbing the doctor’s pulse-taking.

Hearing Old Madam Xie’s words, Physician An turned around.

“Old Madam, this is not diarrhea,” he said with a grim expression.

Old Madam Xie shot to her feet.

“Whatever it is, just tell me how to treat it,” she said, her heart already guessing something, her words trembling.

Physician An sighed and shook his head.

“This child has a liver that cannot store blood – it’s convulsive syndrome. This disease initially affects the liver, with liver meridian wind-heat, wind and fire combining, qi and blood in chaotic reverse flow. When qi stagnates, water cannot flow and phlegm is produced. When qi stagnates, blood must congeal. Phlegm and blood stasis reinforce each other, causing mental confusion and convulsions – this is convulsive syndrome,” he explained.

This lengthy explanation left everyone in the room completely bewildered.

“Doctor, since you know the condition, please treat it quickly,” the eldest aunt urged.

Physician An shook his head.

“I’m afraid I’m powerless to help…” he said slowly. “This condition has no cure.”

This statement immediately threw the room into chaos, with crying and shouting erupting instantly.

Old Madam Xie collapsed back into her chair.

“When will your father return?” she shouted.

Physician An sighed.

“Actually, even if father returns, this condition…” he shook his head, but following his habit of comforting patients’ families, he rallied his spirits and said, “Perhaps he’ll arrive home tomorrow evening, if the child can hold on until then…”

After speaking, he bowed again and withdrew.

The room filled with wailing. Zhao-ge’s wife, however, stopped crying. She sat blankly on the floor while two or three servants pinched and slapped her.

“My lady, please cry it out, cry it out. You can’t hold it in,” the servants wept and shouted.

“This isn’t diarrhea…” Zhao-ge’s wife suddenly murmured, repeating this phrase over and over.

The servants assumed the young mistress was mentally confused from excessive grief and continued to rub and comfort her through their tears.

Zhao-ge’s wife’s voice grew louder and louder, and she suddenly stood up.

“This isn’t diarrhea! She said it! She said it then! She knew!” she shouted suddenly.

The crying in the room quieted at her outburst, everyone involuntarily looking at her.

Zhao-ge’s wife was already rushing toward the door, causing several servants to hurriedly restrain her.

“Let me go, quickly invite her, quickly invite her to save Hao-ge’er!” Zhao-ge’s wife struggled and screamed as if possessed.

“Stop her quickly,” the eldest aunt cried. “What is this about?”

Unable to get out the door, Zhao-ge’s wife threw herself at her husband.

“Husband, quickly invite the Lord and Young Mistress. Young Mistress can definitely cure him,” she cried, gripping her husband’s arm so tightly that she broke a fingernail without noticing.

“What are you saying?” Zhao-ge asked, confused by his wife’s painful grip.

“Do you remember, when Young Mistress left today, she looked at Hao-ge’er and said this didn’t look like diarrhea, telling us to be careful,” Zhao-ge’s wife said urgently. Thinking of then and seeing now, tears flowed like a spring.

It was her, she had harmed the child. If she had let Young Mistress examine him then…

Hearing this, everyone in the room remembered, their expressions becoming quite animated.

“This… this might have been something she said casually, a coincidence…” the eldest aunt said hesitantly.

“Who?” Old Madam Xie asked loudly, being hard of hearing.

“Grandmother,” Zhao-ge’s wife stumbled over and knelt before Old Madam Xie, crying, “Please have someone invite Young Mistress back. She can definitely cure him. Didn’t the Lord say she’s a divine physician?”

Old Madam Xie heard clearly and struck her cane on the floor.

“This is nonsense! You believe that too? If she’s a divine physician, then I’m an immortal!” she scolded.

“But the Lord wouldn’t lie. Grandmother, don’t you know the Lord’s temperament?” Zhao-ge’s wife clung to her knees, crying. “Grandmother, when has the Lord ever lied?”

Old Madam Xie sat in her chair with a complex expression.

Yes, her grandson had never lied. Whatever he said, that’s what it was…

“Did she really say Hao-ge’er didn’t have diarrhea?” she asked.

“This morning when she examined Zhao-ge, she said it then, that it didn’t seem like diarrhea, but… but at the time we didn’t let her…” Zhao-ge’s wife nodded, and at this point tears fell like rain again. She couldn’t help but slap herself, “Hao-ge’er, mother harmed you…”

Though she slapped her own face, the eldest aunt felt as if she had been struck.

At that time, it was she who had forbidden the examination…

“This, this, this – how could she be a divine physician? You’re desperately grasping at straws now. She was just speaking casually, you’re imagining too much… Besides, even Physician An said it can’t be cured…” the eldest aunt said with a complex expression.

She truly hoped there was such a divine physician who could save her grandson’s life, but that person – how could it be that beggar Young Mistress from Marquis Dingxi’s residence?

Old Madam Xie struck her cane forcefully, having made up her mind.

“Prepare horses, go after them,” she commanded.

Qi Yue actually hadn’t slept all night.

She and Chang Yuncheng were still sharing a room, except this time they didn’t argue over the bed, which was still a small bed. In fact, since the carriage incident, they hadn’t said a word to each other.

“What should I do?” Qi Yue turned over, rumpling her already disheveled hair even more.

It seemed Chang Yuncheng had truly given up on the idea of divorcing her…

This would be great news for Qi Yueniang, but the key point was, she wasn’t Qi Yueniang.

Actually be husband and wife with this man?

As this thought flashed through her mind, Qi Yue couldn’t help but turn over again, feeling an indescribable sensation in her heart…

A lifetime was too long…

Especially for her, in this strange space-time with everything unfamiliar, so many rules she couldn’t understand or accept, too many variables and uncertainties…

Even in her familiar space-time, in an environment where everything was under control, hadn’t her relationship ended without cause?

So here, how long could feelings last?

Having a romance with an ancient man – wouldn’t that be crazy…

But what else could she do? Tell him directly that she wasn’t Qi Yueniang and ask him to let her go? That would be suicide!

This man wasn’t like A’Ru. Those fists the size of sandbags could probably beat her soul right out of her body and back to reincarnation…

She turned over again and suddenly saw the curtain lift as Chang Yuncheng sat up.

Qi Yue shrieked in fright and sat up clutching the blanket.

“Enough, what are you shouting about?” Chang Yuncheng scolded in a bad mood, sitting cross-legged.

Qi Yue patted her chest, watching him warily.

“What do you want to do?” she demanded in a low voice.

“Tell me, what exactly do you want?” Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and asked slowly.

Qi Yue was stunned by his question.

“What do you mean, what do I want?” she said.

“What must I do for you to behave properly and stop making trouble with me?” Chang Yuncheng took another deep breath and said slowly.

“How am I making trouble?” Qi Yue immediately protested, then looked up at Chang Yuncheng.

Dawn was breaking, and she could see his face clearly in the tent – this young man in the prime of his youth…

“Speaking of which, it is somewhat inhumane…” she hesitated for a moment, deciding that human relationships should be based on empathy and understanding. A normal man, campaigning for three years, finally returning home to find his beautiful wife but unable to enjoy marital bliss – that would indeed be very… frustrating.

“Don’t you all have chamber maids and such? Do whatever you want,” she finally said.

Chang Yuncheng was momentarily stunned before understanding what she meant. He felt both angry and amused.

“Can’t you think normally?” he scolded.

“Your thinking is what’s not normal,” Qi Yue immediately frowned and retorted.

“When I’m speaking, can you not talk back?” Chang Yuncheng said through gritted teeth, his hands clenched on his knees making audible sounds.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and gestured for him to continue.

Chang Yuncheng was amused again, and after laughing, he sighed.

This damned woman…

He really had no way to deal with her.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his expression gradually softening.

“Yueniang,” he called, taking a deep breath. “I…”

Just then, chaotic sounds came from outside the door.

“Lord, Young Mistress, please save a life!” accompanied by someone’s loud shouts.

This cry for help stunned them both, and Qi Yue immediately got out of bed.

“What’s wrong?” she called out loudly.

Torches were already lit in the courtyard, illuminating it like daylight.

Chang Yuncheng swallowed the words that had reached his lips and stood up.

“What happened?” he asked toward the door, standing beside Qi Yue.

Chapter 137: No Doctor
At noon, Qi Yue finally stepped through the main gate under the expectant gazes of everyone in the Xie residence.

This scene left Old Madam Xie and the others quite conflicted – they couldn’t understand how, in just one day and night, they had come to hope for this woman’s arrival.

This left Old Madam Xie and the others unsure how to speak to this woman. Welcome her? Plead with her? What a joke!

Fortunately, Zhao-ge’s wife took over all the talking, and Qi Yue had no intention of exchanging pleasantries with them either, avoiding any awkwardness.

“I only suspect it – I need to examine him properly to know for sure. I didn’t bring my medicine box either, but I’ve already sent someone back to get it. Don’t worry for now, let me take a look,” Qi Yue comforted Zhao-ge’s wife, who was crying like a person made of tears, and walked straight into the inner room.

In the inner chamber, two or three servant women were weeping while watching over the child.

Seeing them cry like this, everyone’s hearts immediately plummeted into an ice cave.

Was it already too late…

Zhao-ge’s wife’s legs gave way and she collapsed to the floor, unable even to cry.

Qi Yue stepped forward quickly.

“…His body temperature is so low,” she murmured while examining him systematically. “Give me a lamp.”

It was already broad daylight – what did she need a lamp for…

Everyone in the room stood there stupefied, no one moving.

Chang Yuncheng picked up a lamp, lit it, and handed it over.

How to use this kind of lamp… Qi Yue frowned, looked around, and lowered the bed curtains.

The bed immediately darkened. Qi Yue took the lamp in one hand, holding it close to the infant, while using her other hand to lift the baby’s eyelids.

“…Bilateral pupils unequal in size, increased intracranial pressure… light reflex still present…” she murmured. “Don’t know what the blood pressure is… but it certainly can’t be high…”

She pondered for a moment and pulled back the curtains.

“It’s fine, he’s still alive, there’s still a chance,” she said.

This statement made everyone in the room breathe a sigh of relief, and Zhao-ge’s wife caught her breath and began to cry.

“What illness does this child actually have? There was nothing else wrong, just diarrhea – how could it become this serious?” the eldest master asked loudly.

Meanwhile, Old Physician An sat in his chair, looking at his son, Young Physician An, before him.

“That’s right, according to what you’ve described, this is indeed pediatric convulsive syndrome,” he said slowly.

“But it was clearly diarrhea – how did it become convulsive syndrome?” Young Physician An looked completely puzzled. “Did I misdiagnose?”

Old Physician An’s expression was grim.

“No, don’t overthink it. This type of symptom is inherently easy to confuse. It’s normal for someone who hasn’t seen this condition before to be unable to recognize it,” he said with a sigh.

“Then Father, the people from the Xie residence are still waiting. You…” Young Physician An asked.

Old Physician An sighed.

“Go tell them that doctors do not treat those destined to die. I am powerless against this condition,” he said, waving his hand.

Young Physician An acknowledged and withdrew.

The door closed, and Old Physician An sat motionless in his chair as if in meditation.

“Another case of convulsive syndrome…”

After a long while, a melancholy sigh echoed in the room, then it fell silent again.

“…Patient showing inhibitory symptoms, drowsiness, coma, decreased muscle tone…” Qi Yue murmured. “…Various reflexes weakened… anterior fontanelle bulging, suspected subarachnoid hemorrhage… but without CT, cannot confirm specific bleeding location or amount… also don’t know what caused it…”

This string of words was completely incomprehensible to everyone in the room. They just watched Qi Yue’s grave expression and felt their hearts sink.

“Sister-in-law…” Zhao-ge’s wife choked out.

“Based on current symptoms, I can confirm it should be intracranial hemorrhage,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and looked at the family.

The family stared at her with wide eyes, completely bewildered.

“That is to say, inside the child’s head…” Qi Yue pointed to her own head, explaining simply, “there’s bleeding…”

This statement caused an uproar in the room. Bleeding was a serious matter to them, let alone inside the head!

Zhao-ge’s wife immediately burst into tears.

“Young Mistress, Young Mistress, please save Hao-ge’er,” she knelt down and hugged Qi Yue’s legs.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to pull her up.

“Get up quickly. This condition strikes fiercely – you need to go find a doctor immediately!” she said loudly.

At these words, everyone in the room was stunned.

So she had identified the condition and named the disease, just one step away from treatment, yet she was saying she couldn’t do it and to find someone else.

What kind of logic was this?

Everyone thought they had misheard.

“Hurry up and find a doctor to prescribe targeted medication,” Qi Yue urged again.

They hadn’t misheard…

“What do you mean?” Old Madam Xie struck her cane and demanded.

Qi Yue was startled by her shout.

“I don’t mean anything,” she said, then suddenly understood. “This – I can diagnose the condition, but I don’t know how to prescribe medicine. I can give this child emergency treatment now, but you need to hurry and find a doctor to prescribe medication.”

“Young Mistress, you don’t know how to prescribe medicine?” Zhao-ge asked in surprise.

How was this possible?

“That’s right, I don’t know how to prescribe medicine,” Qi Yue didn’t know how to explain, so she admitted directly. “What I originally learned was only diagnosis. I can recognize conditions, but I don’t know how to prescribe medicine.”

Old Madam Xie stared intently at her eyes, trying to find a trace of cunning or deception, but ultimately found none.

This woman’s expression was candid, her gaze pure.

“Quickly go get Physician An!” Old Madam Xie turned and shouted.

The servants immediately scattered in confusion.

Good, they were fetching a doctor. So what should be done now?

Qi Yue stood by the bed, her mind recalling the measures modern hospitals took for this type of condition.

“Stop bleeding… oxygen… blood transfusion… reduce intracranial pressure…” she murmured, her mind rapidly running through those familiar procedures.

But now she wasn’t in modern times, she had nothing – what could she do?

“All unnecessary personnel immediately leave the room, keep the air circulating,” Qi Yue raised her hand and called out, while grabbing a pillow from the bed, gently supporting the infant’s head, and carefully positioning him in a right lateral decubitus position.

Others in the room had already withdrawn, but Old Madam Xie, the eldest aunt, and Zhao-ge’s wife all stood there, staring at Qi Yue’s every move – actions they had never seen before…

“Bring braziers, warm up the room,” Qi Yue said again.

Old Madam Xie gave the order again.

Soon several braziers were brought in, and the room immediately warmed up.

“Still not enough, still not enough,” Qi Yue called out.

“Go find more, go find more,” Zhao-ge’s wife shouted loudly, once again grabbing Qi Yue’s hand as if grasping the last thread of hope. “Young Mistress, please, please save him. He was just born, hasn’t even opened his eyes properly yet…”

“I’ll do my best, I’ll do my best,” Qi Yue said, patting Zhao-ge’s wife’s hand. “Now it depends on the doctor…”

As soon as she finished speaking, they heard commotion outside.

“Mother, Old Physician An has returned,” Zhao-ge ran in and announced.

Old Madam Xie and the eldest aunt immediately beamed with joy.

“Quickly, have you invited him?” the eldest aunt couldn’t wait for her mother-in-law and asked first.

“No,” Zhao-ge said hoarsely.

Only then did the eldest aunt notice her son’s face was nearly in tears.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, puzzled.

“Old Physician An said, said he cannot save him, this condition he cannot treat…” Zhao-ge was almost crying as he spoke.

Old Madam Xie and the eldest aunt were immediately stunned.

Qi Yue was also greatly shocked.

The doctor actually refused to come? Then what should they do? What should she do?

“Go find other doctors!” she said urgently. “Quickly, quickly, this condition cannot be delayed!”

Old Madam Xie and the eldest aunt were both shocked into stupor by the news that Old Physician An refused to treat the patient.

For them, Old Physician An’s word was the final judgment.

If he refused to treat, that meant the child was beyond help…

Old Madam Xie swayed and collapsed into her chair.

The room fell into chaos again.

Qi Yue was left aside, completely ignored.

“Hey, don’t be like this! He can still be saved! Quickly go find a doctor. Without this Old Physician An, there are other doctors!” she shouted.

Zhao-ge’s wife was actually more composed than these two elders at this moment.

“Yes, go invite all the doctors on this street, bring them all to me,” she said loudly.

The people in the room stared at her blankly for a moment.

“Since my son isn’t dead yet and can still be saved, I will save him. Even if everyone else gives up, I won’t give up, as long as he still has a breath,” Zhao-ge’s wife straightened her back and murmured.

“Quickly go invite all the good doctors in the city,” Zhao-ge stood up and commanded loudly.

The servants responded loudly and ran out.

As evening approached, torches were lit in the courtyard of the Xie family’s young mistress, crackling and burning as they illuminated the busy figures coming and going.

“Oxygen, oxygen, oxygen…” Qi Yue murmured, bending down to place her mouth over the infant’s mouth and beginning artificial respiration. She continuously inhaled, exhaled, inhaled, exhaled. Her face became sallow from oxygen deprivation, but she still repeated this action without stopping.

This time she had no thermometer, no blood pressure monitor, no stethoscope, no Professor Liu Pucheng standing behind her as support, no A’Ru to assist with nursing. Besides her past experience, she had nothing.

She knew the body temperature was very low, but didn’t know how low. She knew the heart rate must be very fast, but didn’t know exactly how fast…

“The splints are here…” someone shouted from outside the door, entering with a strange wooden board.

Qi Yue quickly stood up, but her vision went black from oxygen deprivation.

A pair of hands timely supported her.

Qi Yue closed her eyes and took a few breaths before opening them.

“How are you? Are you alright?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice whispered in her ear.

“I’m fine,” Qi Yue opened her eyes and smiled at him.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and helped her take the wooden board.

Qi Yue carefully secured two small splints around the infant’s head, then turned around.

“How is it? Has everyone figured out how to prescribe medicine?” she asked.

Seven or eight doctors stood in the room, some with heads bowed in thought, some conversing in low voices, but most were curiously watching Qi Yue’s actions.

Mouth-to-mouth breathing?

Strange wooden boards clamped around the infant’s head?

Several doctors raised their hands to wipe sweat from their foreheads – this sweat was partly from worry over the condition, and partly because the room was too hot, like a steamer.

The room temperature was very high, with braziers placed on the floor and bed. Anyone entering would feel the oppressive heat, while Qi Yue and others who had been there the whole time had their clothes soaked through.

“Young Mistress Qi, this condition is indeed…” an elderly doctor finally spoke, “really difficult to treat.”

Once he spoke, the others all nodded in agreement.

“Why not invite Old Physician An to examine him? He was once the director of the Imperial Medical Academy, he must have a solution,” another slightly younger doctor said. “We, we have shallow skills…”

Old Physician An again…

Being so revered, Qi Yue also wanted to invite him. Now without Liu Pucheng by her side, she naturally wanted to find the most skilled doctor. It was just that so many people mentioned Old Physician An…

But the problem was, he refused to treat!

This was really… completely at a loss!

Chapter 138: Bewitchment
Looking at the doctors in the room whispering among themselves and shaking their heads, Qi Yue gritted her teeth and made a decision.

“Physician An said it cannot be cured, so he won’t come to examine the patient,” she announced loudly.

At these words, all the doctors in the room erupted in surprise.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression also showed some surprise. He glanced at Qi Yue, seemed about to say something but ultimately didn’t, just stood steadily to the side.

“What? Old Physician An said it can’t be treated!”

“Heavens, then what are we here for!”

“If the old master says it can’t be cured, how can we treat it!”

The doctors all looked agitated.

No wonder the Xie residence had suddenly invited them, these doctors. Which of the slightly prestigious high-ranking households in Shanning Prefecture didn’t guard only the An family’s door? If they couldn’t get the old one, they’d compete for the young one…

So it turned out the An family had already said it was untreatable.

All the doctors’ faces immediately darkened. So what were they doing here making fools of themselves?

Qi Yue looked at them, understanding their thoughts at a glance.

“Moreover, Physician An also said he won’t last until evening,” she said.

Of course, this wasn’t what Old Physician An had said, but what Young Physician An had said – that he wouldn’t survive tonight. But they were both surnamed An, and “won’t last until” and “won’t survive” had similar meanings, so her vague statement wasn’t too much of a stretch.

The doctors shook their heads and sighed even more.

“But you can see for yourselves how this infant is doing now,” Qi Yue pointed behind her and said loudly.

The doctors were startled and looked in the direction of her gaze.

That infant, positioned in a strange posture with wooden boards and pillows, though his eyes were tightly closed and his breathing rapid, was indeed truly and clearly alive…

The implication was…

Everyone unconsciously looked toward Qi Yue.

“The implication is that what Physician An said isn’t necessarily true or definitive,” Qi Yue took a deep breath and lifted her head slightly. “We physicians should guard our original intention. We shouldn’t just listen to whatever others say. No one can treat every condition, and likewise, no one can only stick to treating what they know and never take on what they don’t know. Whether we can or cannot, whether we’re capable or not – for us, these should not be boundaries. What we should consider is only how to treat. A senior once said that originally there were no roads in this world, but when many people walked, roads were formed. Treating illness is the same. Think about it – when people first knew about diseases in ancient times, didn’t they all not know how to treat them either? But there was still Shennong who tasted hundreds of herbs and tried, which is why we have today’s medical techniques, experience, and prescriptions. If back then someone had said a certain disease was incurable and everyone agreed without trying anymore, how would we have inherited so much medical knowledge today?”

She finished speaking in one breath, looking at the doctors in the room who were already somewhat stunned, then smiled slightly.

“To put it more simply,” Qi Yue’s gaze swept over these doctors, “imagine how it would feel to cure someone that Old Physician An said couldn’t be saved…”

This statement made the shocked expressions of the doctors present become animated.

What was she saying? Did she know what she was saying?

This… this…

But she wasn’t finished. Qi Yue continued speaking.

“I think that feeling must be wonderful! Hey, you doctors are often compared to that Physician An fellow, aren’t you? Tsk tsk…” She shook her head looking at these doctors with sympathetic eyes. “Unless absolutely necessary, those high-ranking households and noble families wouldn’t find you to treat illnesses, right? And even if they do find you, they’d say things like ‘how about Old Physician An,’ right?”

This was indeed the truth, and the doctors present couldn’t help but blush slightly.

“Being inferior in skill is nothing to be ashamed of,” someone said with a dark expression.

How could this woman speak so unpleasantly?

When scolding, don’t expose shortcomings; when fighting, don’t hit the face!

But she was doing exactly that – exposing shortcomings and hitting faces.

“This doctor speaks well,” Qi Yue laughed loudly at him and even clapped. “Having the courage to admit being inferior to others is itself a kind of bravery! Worthy of respect!”

Respect your head – who wanted this kind of respect!

That doctor’s expression grew even darker, and he was about to leave with a flick of his sleeves.

“There’s nothing wrong with admitting inferior skills. I admit it too – I’m not as good as you. What you all know, I don’t know,” Qi Yue continued laughing.

The doctor had intended to leave but couldn’t help wanting to hear what else this woman could possibly say.

“But there’s one thing I’ll never admit,” Qi Yue put away her smile and looked at these doctors. “And that’s courage.”

Courage?

The doctors looked at her.

“I will never admit that I would lack even the courage to try because of cowardice, because I’m inferior in skill, because others have already made a definitive judgment!” Qi Yue declared.

After saying this, Qi Yue no longer looked at these doctors but turned back to bend over the infant, repeatedly performing mouth-to-mouth resuscitation with large breaths.

The room fell silent. Those doctors who had originally intended to leave or had already turned around all stood there without moving.

“Well, since you say it’s internal bleeding, I think we should focus on treating the liver,” a doctor suddenly said, turning to pick up a brush and write a prescription. “Let me write a prescription to try first.”

“No, no, I think we should prioritize eliminating phlegm,” another doctor also said while stroking his beard thoughtfully.

“This child’s qi and blood are not yet solid, his organs are very fragile. He belongs to the category of immature yin and yang. With mental confusion and convulsions, qi and blood in chaotic reverse flow, eliminating blood stasis should be the priority.”

“…Donkey-hide gelatin nourishes blood and supplements the liver, astragalus, codonopsis, and Chinese yam benefit qi…”

“…How can we not add agrimony?”

“…Actually, panax notoginseng would be better…”

“…I think we must add leech to eliminate stasis and swelling…”

Qi Yue was already dizzy from continuous artificial respiration and couldn’t hear clearly what these doctors were discussing. Even if she could hear clearly, she probably wouldn’t understand. She stood up to catch her breath briefly, not looking back at these doctors who were now engaged in heated discussion and argument. What she could do was point the direction; as for how to prescribe targeted medication, that was up to them. She bent down again to continue breathing.

Outside the room, people from the Xie family were also standing everywhere.

Old Madam Xie sat in a round chair, wrapped in a thick cloak.

Because she refused to wait in a side room, the eldest master, eldest aunt, and others had to accompany her here.

So everyone had heard the previous conversation inside.

“Can these quack doctors do it…” the eldest aunt frowned, anxiously looking toward the door, then bowing her head to speak to Old Madam Xie. “Mother, why don’t I go personally and offer more payment to invite Old Physician An… These people, these people are completely making a mess. Look at the things they’re using – wooden boards, braziers – can these cure illness? And these doctors can’t even write a prescription by themselves, huddling together arguing…”

Old Madam Xie neither moved nor spoke.

“Mother,” the eldest aunt couldn’t help but raise her voice, looking at her son and daughter-in-law who were pressed against the door like lost souls, then thinking of her own legitimate eldest grandson. “Your grandson’s face and status are precious, but my grandson is also your great-grandson. You, you’re being too partial!”

After saying this, she flicked her sleeves and left.

The eldest master couldn’t stop her with his scolding and quickly knelt before Old Madam Xie to apologize.

“It’s fine. She’s a blockhead – don’t mind her,” Old Madam Xie said slowly.

“Then, then, Mother, should we really not try again to invite Old Physician An…” the eldest master asked hesitantly after a moment.

After all, they really couldn’t trust those people in the room.

“No need,” Old Madam Xie gripped her cane tightly, sitting upright in her chair, and said in a deep voice. “Since Old Physician An is unwilling, then we shouldn’t force him.”

The An family’s gate was awakened by knocking in the middle of the night, leaving everyone somewhat helpless, though as a physician’s household, this was a common occurrence.

Young Physician An looked at the eldest aunt from the Xie family pacing anxiously back and forth in the reception hall and sighed helplessly.

“Madam Xie,” he stepped forward and bowed.

“Young Physician An, please ask the old physician to come again,” the eldest aunt said, her face full of anxiety, her voice somewhat choked. “This grandson of mine came with difficulty. If something happens to him, I’m afraid my daughter-in-law won’t survive either…”

Young Physician An asked her to sit, but how could the eldest aunt sit still?

“Madam, it’s not that we refuse to save lives, but we truly cannot save this one,” he said in a low voice. “Madam, this pediatric acute convulsive syndrome strikes fiercely and truly has no cure. It’s an incurable condition. Madam, when Bian Que saw Duke Huan and turned to leave, it was for this very reason.”

“But this disease isn’t incurable,” the eldest aunt said urgently, trying hard to remember the fragments she had heard. “It’s… it’s the brain… something bleeding. As long as we stop the bleeding, uh… stop bleeding… reduce… reduce something…”

“Brain bleeding?” Young Physician An frowned, not understanding the eldest aunt’s words. “What brain bleeding?”

How would the eldest aunt know?

“Anyway, it can be treated. Right now my nephew’s wife is treating it with a group of street doctors…” she could only say.

Young Physician An looked shocked, then smiled bitterly.

As the saying goes, when illness strikes, one desperately seeks medical help. This was understandable.

“Then let’s hope the young master will be blessed with good fortune and longevity,” he nodded.

“That’s not what I mean,” the eldest aunt wasn’t saying this. She quickly said, “How can they be capable? Old Physician An should still go take a look.”

Young Physician An sighed – they were back to this topic again.

“Madam, please forgive us, but we truly cannot,” he bowed.

“Then I’m not leaving!” the eldest aunt slapped her hand down and sat.

For Young Physician An, this wasn’t anything rare or troublesome.

“Someone, serve tea to Madam Xie,” he said gently.

Immediately servants brought tea and thoughtfully provided cushions and blankets.

“Madam, the night is cold,” Young Physician An said.

The eldest aunt felt a surge of anger stuck in her chest. After glaring for a long time, she angrily grabbed the cushions and blankets.

I’m not leaving! Deal with it!

Young Physician An hesitated for a moment before leaving the reception hall.

“Should we still inform the old master?” a servant asked.

“No need,” Young Physician An said. “I estimate that by dawn, the Xie family will come with news, and that Madam Xie will naturally return.”

The news would naturally be that the child had died…

The servant lowered his head in silence and said no more.

“However…” Young Physician An hesitated slightly, thinking of what the eldest aunt had said, and stroked his beard. “Brain bleeding…”

The servant looked at him uncomprehendingly.

Young Physician An looked at the courtyard, smiled, and shook his head. He wrapped his cloak tighter without saying anything more and walked along the corridor.

Chapter 139: Surviving the Crisis
When morning light shone into the room, Qi Yue and the doctors were taking turns eating.

“Are you stupid? What are you doing sitting guard here?” Qi Yue said to Chang Yuncheng sitting across from her while hurriedly eating.

Her mouth was full of rice, and grains spilled out as she spoke.

Chang Yuncheng put down his chopsticks and frowned at her.

“What kind of manners is that! Swallow before speaking,” he scolded in a low voice.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and swallowed.

“Stop adding to the chaos here. Go find a place to rest, or keep your grandmother company and talk with her,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng handed over a soup bowl, seemingly not hearing her words.

Qi Yue suddenly felt a bit embarrassed to take it.

“I’m finished eating,” she said, putting down her chopsticks.

“How can you eat so fast?” Chang Yuncheng frowned.

Back when work was busy, she used to eat instant noodles before they were even properly cooked – now that was eating fast.

Qi Yue smiled and said it was fine, then hurried out of this room. Before leaving, she stopped at the door.

“Don’t stay here,” she said once more.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her.

“Are you concerned about me?” he asked.

“Of course I’m concerned about you,” Qi Yue immediately replied, snorting. “I’m still counting on you to carry me out of here if I can’t cure him and get attacked by your grandmother’s family.”

After saying this, she lifted the curtain and hurried away.

“This damned woman…” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice, but this time he didn’t scowl. Instead, he smiled. At first it was just a slight curve of his lips, but he found this smile couldn’t be stopped. The smile seemed to brew from deep in his heart, overflowing uncontrollably. In the end, he could only avoid grinning by taking large mouthfuls of food.

The doctors here also only ate briefly before coming over.

Some were deep in thought, some were writing prescriptions, but most stood beside Qi Yue.

“For this type of condition, the key is to stop bleeding, reduce intracranial pressure, and prevent edema,” Qi Yue said while reviewing the records from the past day and night. “I can only point you in this direction, but the specific medication is up to you.”

Recognizing conditions but not knowing how to prescribe medicine was indeed strange, but now wasn’t the time to consider this. The doctors nodded and continued their consultation and medication research.

“Young Mistress, Young Mistress,” came a familiar female voice from outside.

Qi Yue’s face immediately lit up with joy.

“A’Ru,” she called out.

“Young Mistress, I’ll disinfect and change clothes first,” A’Ru said from outside, and footsteps could be heard going to the side.

Excellent, finally a helper had arrived. Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief and clenched her fists.

When evening fell again, torches crackled and burned in the courtyard, and people in the room remained busy.

“Thirty-six point three degrees…” A’Ru reported the temperature once more while recording it.

“Heart rate normal, no murmurs…” Qi Yue put away the stethoscope and once again bent down to perform artificial respiration on the infant.

After checking all the data, Qi Yue briefed the doctors on the patient’s condition for discussion. After hearing her analysis, the doctors performed their own examination using observation, listening, questioning, and pulse-taking, then readjusted the prescription.

“Add and subtract gastrodia, uncaria, rehmannia, polygonatum…” one of the doctors said, looking at the others. “What do you all think?”

Everyone pondered for a moment, and most nodded.

“Good, prepare the medicine,” this doctor picked up his brush to write the prescription.

Old Madam Xie had finally been persuaded to go to a room, but it was this room, not her own.

“A maid came? To deliver the medicine box?” she asked.

Zhao-ge quickly nodded.

“That’s her… assistant,” Chang Yuncheng explained.

Assistant? What did that mean?

The people in the room were puzzled.

“She’s already taking disciples,” the eldest master, being well-informed, finally explained to everyone while nodding. “To be able to take disciples at such a young age shows she’s truly formidable.”

“Whether she’s formidable or not, we’ll only know after she cures the patient,” the second master said, glancing at Old Madam Xie somewhat flatteringly.

Old Madam Xie glared at him.

“Just by daring to take this on so boldly, she’s already very formidable,” she said slowly.

The second master’s flattery had backfired. He coughed awkwardly and stepped aside.

“She’s always been bold,” Chang Yuncheng said with a slight smile.

Everyone in the room looked at him. They were all shrewd people – if they couldn’t see Chang Yuncheng’s satisfaction with his wife, they’d truly be fools.

How strange. Hadn’t he clearly disliked this beggar wife?

Old Madam Xie naturally understood as well. She glanced at Chang Yuncheng with a complex expression, seeming about to say something but ultimately didn’t.

“Is your mother still at the An residence?” she turned to ask Zhao-ge.

Zhao-ge nodded.

“We invited her back, but mother just won’t come…” he said, both helpless and moved. “Physician An said to let her stay there for peace of mind, and they’ll take good care of her.”

Old Madam Xie nodded and said nothing more.

The room fell quiet again, everyone’s gaze unconsciously turning toward outside, ears perked up, hoping to hear the good news they had once thought hopeless.

The night seemed to pass in the blink of an eye.

The torches that had burned all night appeared much dimmer in the morning light.

A maid leaning against a pillar and dozing accidentally bumped her head.

“Mama, don’t hit me, I won’t do it again,” she instinctively covered her head while still closing her eyes.

Opening her eyes, she found no one in front of her.

The little maid felt the joy of escaping disaster and grinned while rubbing her nose and standing properly.

Just then, a shout came from inside the room.

“Young Mistress, the temperature has risen! The temperature has risen!”

A’Ru shouted this with tears almost coming out.

“Really? Let me see,” Qi Yue rushed over from the other side and took the thermometer from A’Ru’s trembling hands.

The three doctors on duty shook their heads, and one of them reached out to feel the infant’s body himself.

Couldn’t they tell the… temperature just as well this way? Was that thing just used for this? Such an exquisite object – who knew what precious stone or crystal it was made of…

Carefully feeling the infant’s gradually warming body, the doctors couldn’t help but exhale, all feeling their hearts racing. Had they… had they really done it?

Was it really possible? Could they really cure a condition that Old Physician An said was incurable?

The doctors who were supposed to be resting in the outer room hadn’t really slept soundly. Hearing this, they all rushed in.

“Shh, shh,” the doctors on duty quickly waved at them. “Keep the air… air flowing… don’t crowd…”

After two days together, they could now casually use the incomprehensible terms this woman used.

“The situation has improved greatly,” Qi Yue removed the stethoscope, looked at the numbers on the blood pressure monitor, and finally raised her head to address the expectant doctors.

Clearly this woman seemed to have done nothing, yet everyone felt that only her words constituted the final verdict.

Such a strange feeling…

With her words, some doctors couldn’t help but clench their fists in joy, while the more composed ones, though not making small gestures, couldn’t hide their excitement in their eyes.

The eldest aunt of the Xie family sat in the An family’s reception hall, leaning against a cushion with a blanket over her legs and her hand propping up her head, drowsily nodding off before waking up. She moved her body slightly, and the maid beside her was almost in tears.

“Madam, let’s go back. If you exhaust yourself, what will we do?” two maids pleaded while hugging her legs.

The eldest aunt sat up straight.

“I’m not going back,” she said decisively. “I’ve sat here this long, I don’t believe…”

With these words, a trembling voice came from outside.

“…Madam… Madam… there’s news… from home…” a servant stumbled in.

The eldest aunt shot to her feet.

News from home…

Had Hao-ge’er… passed away…

The eldest aunt pressed her hand to her chest. The exhaustion from the day and night had taken its toll, and she couldn’t catch her breath.

The servant hadn’t finished speaking when he saw the madam faint in her chair, and immediately began wailing.

There were benefits to staying at the An residence – the eldest aunt was quickly revived.

“My poor Hao-ge…” she gasped and cried before even opening her eyes.

Knowing this moment would come, Young Physician An sighed.

“Madam, please accept my condolences…” he said gravely.

Before he finished speaking, the servant who had nearly frightened the madam to death and was still kneeling on the ground hurriedly spoke up.

“No, no, Madam, the young master is fine…” he shouted loudly. “The young master has awakened…”

The eldest aunt’s wailing took a sharp turn, and she nearly couldn’t catch her breath again.

“What… what did you say?” she suddenly sat up and stared at the servant.

Young Physician An was also stunned, staring blankly at the servant.

“The young master is fine, the young master woke up. Old Madam asks you to come quickly…” the servant raised his voice again. Before he could say “home,” he saw his madam push herself up from the ground, needing no help from the maids, and stride out quickly.

“…home…” the servant finished the remaining word, seeing that all the maids had followed out. He too quickly got up, holding his cap, and ran out to catch up.

The group disappeared in the blink of an eye.

Young Physician An maintained his bent posture from examining patients, staring blankly at the doorway.

The young master… awakened?

Had he heard wrong?

He came to his senses and quickly chased after them. Outside, the eldest aunt’s carriage had already started moving.

“Are you saying your young master awakened or died?” Young Physician An called out loudly.

“Bah, your young master is the one who died,” a servant turned back and spat. “Our young master is alive and well…”

After saying this, watching the carriage speed away, he quickly ran after it.

Young Physician An stood there in a daze.

This was impossible… how could this be possible!

“Father,” he turned and ran toward the inner residence, so emotionally agitated that he couldn’t help but call out.

“What?” Old Physician An, who was sitting at his desk reading, also looked shocked. “He lived?”

“Yes, that’s what the Xie family servant said…” Young Physician An’s forehead was again covered with fine sweat.

Old Physician An put down his book.

“Did you see for yourself?” he asked.

“Not yet, I… I… I’ll go right now,” Young Physician An said hurriedly.

He turned and hurried out.

The room returned to silence.

“Cured? How is that possible!” Old Physician An muttered, grabbing a piece of paper from the desk and crumpling it into a ball, his expression complex. “Absolutely impossible! This type of condition cannot be saved! Cannot be saved!”

He became more agitated as he spoke, his expression twisting as he swept all the brushes, ink, paper, inkstones, and books from the desk.

The crashing sounds in the room alarmed the servants outside, but no one entered, as if everyone was already accustomed to such commotion.

After sweeping everything from the desk, Old Physician An also pushed over the desk, grabbed porcelain from a nearby cabinet and smashed it, until the room was in complete chaos and he finally calmed down.

“Someone come,” he said.

Only then did two servants enter with lowered heads, calling “Master” and moving forward to push his chair. The chair rolled as it carried Old Physician An out.

As the chair moved and his robe fluttered, it revealed Old Physician An’s empty, missing legs below.

Chapter 140: Mutual Respect
Young Physician An was blocked at the door, which greatly surprised him.

Since he began practicing medicine, others had always respectfully invited him in. Being blocked at the door was truly a first.

“Physician An, they’re busy inside right now. You see, it’s really inconvenient,” the steward personally received him with a kind and respectful attitude, which at least gave him face.

“I’ll go in and see if there’s anything I can help with,” Young Physician An said through gritted teeth.

This kind of uninvited diagnosis was also a first for him.

The steward smiled.

“Well, I’m afraid that’s not convenient,” he said with some regret. “You see, we’ve already invited several doctors from the street. If you, Young Physician An, were to go in now, those people might feel embarrassed, and we’d feel bad about it too.”

What a joke! When they used to say they only wanted the An family physicians to examine patients in front of other doctors, why didn’t they feel bad then?

Young Physician An looked at the steward somewhat speechlessly.

Fine, he’d take another step back.

“How is the young master doing?” Young Physician An asked.

As soon as he said this, he felt something was wrong. Sure enough, the steward’s face showed a strange smile.

“Well, this humble one doesn’t understand medicine and doesn’t know. Young Physician An has also treated our young master before, so you should know better than me,” the steward said while stroking his goatee, finally laughing heartily.

Young Physician An was so angry he nearly ground his teeth to powder. He deserved it – who told him to rush over and offer his face to be slapped?

This Xie family were originally masons from Shanxi, poor as dirt. By chance, they helped the founding emperor build walls, and relying on their peasant recklessness and fearlessness, they took up swords to kill enemies and actually carved out a path to wealth and status. Now they had transformed into a wealthy family, relying on connections and networks, plus paying teachers to lift their descendants into the imperial examinations. Their lucky star shone bright and one passed the imperial exam, so from then on they could claim to be a scholarly and noble family. But privately, they still couldn’t change that earthy smell!

What kind of master raises what kind of servant – just look at this steward’s expression.

Even if he survives today, who knows about tomorrow. I won’t go in to look. I’ll wait.

Young Physician An flicked his sleeves and left.

“Have the wet nurse express her milk, then use this…” Qi Yue held a syringe, drew the expressed milk from a bowl beside her, then carefully aimed at the infant’s mouth and slowly pushed it in. “…These few days, feed little by little… If there are any adverse reactions, such as cyanosis or vomiting, immediately stop feeding and provide artificial oxygen to the child while calling for a doctor…”

In the room, Zhao-ge’s wife and others stared wide-eyed.

“Artificial respiration is like this…” Qi Yue bent down again to demonstrate for them.

Everyone in the room stared wide-eyed, still looking dumbfounded.

“Sister-in-law, you, you can’t not go back… ah, no, I… I shouldn’t have stopped you from going back…” she couldn’t help but say tearfully, looking at Qi Yue with some pleading.

Qi Yue smiled and straightened up.

“Actually, I’m not much use here. It’s all thanks to these doctors,” she smiled, pointing to the doctors standing nearby.

The doctors were startled and didn’t dare accept this credit, all waving their hands and bowing modestly.

Looking at this woman again, their expressions were shocked and amazed. Was this modesty or modesty?

Everyone knew that without her, how could this child have had the chance for them to treat him? Moreover, she had accurately and timely pointed out the treatment direction. Otherwise, just researching the condition would have taken them a lot of time, and with this kind of pediatric convulsive syndrome, what they feared most was time – life or death in the blink of an eye.

“Don’t worry, it’s very simple. With these doctors here, I’m sure the young master will be fine,” Qi Yue continued.

This made the doctors in the room feel uncomfortable all over. This was really… really… they didn’t dare accept such praise.

“However, you should also prepare yourselves mentally,” Qi Yue said again. “This kind of illness easily leaves sequelae, mainly due to brain edema problems… uh, brain edema is… is… anyway, you know about medication, so I won’t say more.”

This last sentence was directed at the doctors.

The doctors didn’t understand, but anyway, they had pulled the child back from death’s door, and from now on they could diagnose and prescribe medication with familiarity. So they all nodded in agreement, but after agreeing felt something was wrong, and all shook their heads asking Qi Yue to say more.

“…Should we do this for all such symptoms?”

“…Why use wooden boards to clamp the head?”

At first, everyone was still wary of medical secrets, but after spending time together, they completely understood that this woman truly held nothing back.

“Prying into Madam’s secret formulas, we are truly… ashamed…”

But Qi Yue smiled.

“What are you ashamed of? Your willingness to stay and take over this patient shows you think highly of me and gives me tremendous help. If people respect me one foot, I respect them ten feet – this is what you deserve,” she said.

What a… what a… hero…

The doctors didn’t know how to express their excitement. They had been too busy treating the patient to ask questions earlier, but now they finally couldn’t hold back, asking about their doubts one after another. Some even took out paper and brushes to write while asking.

Qi Yue smiled and explained everything to them one by one. After barely satisfying these doctors, she busied herself demonstrating to Zhao-ge’s wife and the servants how to care for the child.

“As the saying goes, illness is three parts treatment and seven parts recovery, especially for such a small infant…” she said while going through the things to use and nursing procedures step by step – how to feed, how to rinse the mouth. Qi Yue herself had almost forgotten these things. She hadn’t learned these from books; they were all observed and learned during her time as a resident physician. Later, with specialized nurses, she didn’t need to do these things. She never expected to pick them up again. Perhaps she should have studied nursing – it seemed this was the most useful thing she could do now.

“What is Young Mistress saying? What do you mean the rest is useless? Stop mocking this servant,” A’Ru rolled her eyes at her.

Qi Yue smiled and poked her forehead.

On the fourth day, the child improved even more. Qi Yue also breathed a sigh of relief. With the New Year approaching, it was time to return home, so she took her leave.

These past few days, busy with treatment, she had stayed here, and even meals were only with Chang Yuncheng. She still hadn’t met the Xie family’s female relatives and men, except for becoming familiar with Zhao-ge’s wife and Zhao-ge. She couldn’t recognize the others.

This time when leaving, there wasn’t much difference from last time. Old Madam Xie still didn’t appear, but differently, everyone’s expressions toward her were no longer distant politeness, but undisguisable gratitude and curiosity.

“You must come during the first month, you must come. I don’t care if Cheng-ge comes or not, but Yueniang must come…” the eldest aunt held Qi Yue’s hand and repeated this phrase over and over.

Chang Yuncheng stood to the side with a smile, which surprised others even more.

Previously, when the eldest aunt said affectionate words, the Lord always had a distant expression. Unexpectedly, today when she didn’t say affectionate words to him, he smiled instead.

“Alright, I’ll come,” Qi Yue nodded.

Besides the enthusiastic eldest aunt and grateful Zhao-ge couple freely expressing their feelings, the other Xie family members still hadn’t opened up. After all, Old Madam Xie still hadn’t come out to see them off, hadn’t even seen Qi Yue again, which still indicated her attitude toward this grandson’s wife.

Gratitude for life-saving grace, disgust wishing never to meet again – how could these two completely opposite extreme emotions be concentrated on the same person? What kind of situation was this?

The carriage finally departed again.

Watching the distant carriage, the doctors who had also come to see them off among the servants couldn’t help but be curious.

“Is this lady a relative of your residence? I wonder which famous medical family she comes from.”

The servants turned to look at them with some arrogance and pride.

“Of course! This is our son-in-law’s daughter-in-law, our residence’s grandson’s wife, from Yongqing Prefecture,” he said.

These days, busy with treatment, they hadn’t thought to inquire about this woman’s background. Hearing this now, everyone nodded in surprise.

Since they previously weren’t qualified to have dealings with the Xie family, how would they know who their children had married? They only knew they were either rich or noble.

However, Yongqing Prefecture?

“Yongqing Prefecture really produces divine physicians,” one doctor couldn’t help but say excitedly. “Wasn’t there recently a divine physician who could perform abdominal surgery and bring the dead back to life? Ah, seems to be a woman too…”

“Right, right, I heard about it too. The stories were incredible – a woman, and from some marquis residence…”

“The Young Mistress of Marquis Dingxi’s residence!”

“Right, right, right, Qianjin Hall was opened by her…”

“Yongqing Prefecture always produces female divine physicians. I wonder if this lady and that Young Mistress from Marquis Dingxi’s residence are from the same school…”

After saying this, the doctor found the Xie family servants looking at him strangely, and couldn’t help but look confused.

“Are you confused?” the servant frowned. “Don’t you know who our son-in-law’s family is?”

“This old one is ignorant…” several doctors said hastily, respectful on the surface but disdainful in their hearts. Who your son-in-law is has nothing to do with us…

“My family’s eldest son-in-law is Marquis Dingxi, my family’s grandson is the heir of Marquis Dingxi, my family’s grandson’s wife is the Young Mistress of Marquis Dingxi’s residence,” the servant said smugly, word by word. “The divine physician of Yongqing Prefecture they’re talking about is our family’s grandson’s wife…”

The doctors immediately froze in place, staring blankly at the servant.

The servant wasn’t finished. He continued with a disdainful look at these doctors.

“It’s spread everywhere, you’re really quite ignorant…” he snorted, completely forgetting that just a few days ago, he hadn’t heard this news either, and even if he had, he would have only taken it as a joke.

The Young Mistress of Marquis Dingxi’s residence…

This lady was the Young Mistress of Marquis Dingxi’s residence…

The protagonist of those stories about abdominal surgery and bringing the dead back to life that had spread like wildfire like fairy tales…

They had personally worked alongside this legendary divine physician to treat illness for five days…

What had they missed?

“Aiya!” One doctor suddenly slapped his thigh hard and shouted as if awakening from a dream. “Young Mistress is leaving! Please wait! There are still several things about this young master’s condition that this old one doesn’t understand!”

As soon as he finished shouting, he rushed out, completely unlike the aged appearance he had a few days ago.

Seeing this old doctor take the lead in running out, the other doctors also came to their senses.

“Young Mistress, I don’t understand either! This might be difficult to treat!”

“…Young Mistress, please explain more, I’m not confident…”

Chapter 141: Settlement
The Xie family watched as Chang Yuncheng and his party departed before turning back.

Great Aunt looked gratified as she hurried to see her grandson, though she felt somewhat dissatisfied thinking about him.

“Old Madam is really something, not even meeting with Yueniang in such circumstances, let alone saying a few kind words.” She grumbled in a low voice, her gaze turning toward Old Madam’s courtyard in the distance, where maids stood quietly as usual. “The couple is harmonious and loving, yet what are those mother and daughter thinking… Even if they look down on others, for the sake of our Hao-ge’er they should swallow their pride. If they just showed even a fraction of the attitude they give Old Physician An, I’d be satisfied. But she’s actually good at this – not only ungrateful, but slapping faces outright. What does our Hao-ge’er count as in her eyes…”

“Mother, please don’t say anymore. Grandmother has her own considerations…” Zhao-ge’s wife quickly said in a low voice. Regarding Old Madam Xie, she didn’t share Great Aunt’s resentment, but rather felt the old lady was somewhat… pitiable…

The feeling of being helped by someone you despise must be most unbearable.

“This time I won’t care about her considerations. I only think of my Hao-ge’er now. I must thank that Yueniang with great fanfare. Once these few days pass and Hao-ge’er is stable, I’ll properly arrange my thoughts. With such a relative who’s a physician, what does that Physician An count for?” Great Aunt snorted, remembering the grievances suffered at Physician An’s house, hatred burning in her heart. “Also, have all those physicians been given proper consultation fees? Our family doesn’t lack money – they should all be given generously, and appearances must be maintained. We want the world to know that the Xie family knows how to repay kindness with humility and courtesy…”

Rather than giving face to those physicians, her heart truly wanted to make the An family look bad.

Zhao-ge’s wife didn’t yet understand her mother-in-law’s intentions, and couldn’t help but smile and lower her head in agreement.

Great Master entered Old Madam Xie’s room. Old Madam Xie lay on the daybed as if asleep. Great Master glanced at the maid beside her, who quickly signaled that she wasn’t sleeping.

“Gone?” Old Madam Xie asked with closed eyes.

Great Master quickly confirmed, hesitating for a moment.

“Mother, about this matter of thank-you gifts…” he asked in a low voice.

Old Madam Xie opened her eyes and sat up, smiling.

“Your wife is gossiping about me behind my back again, isn’t she?” she said.

“This woman is terribly rude. Mother, rest assured, I will definitely discipline her properly…” Great Master said embarrassedly while bowing.

“Forget it, I’m too lazy to deal with her.” Old Madam Xie sighed, silent for a moment. “I won’t send her thank-you gifts.”

Great Master was startled.

“Our Hao-ge’er wasn’t cured by her anyway.” Old Madam Xie said.

Great Master couldn’t help but lift his head, his expression awkward.

“Didn’t she say so herself? It was those physicians’ merit. If we’re talking about her contribution, it was just saying some words to appease those physicians.” Old Madam Xie said slowly.

Great Master was slightly losing composure. This… this…

“Yes.” He lowered his head in acknowledgment.

Under Great Aunt’s deliberate arrangements, those physicians all received generous consultation fees, and the Xie manor’s steward personally visited to express gratitude. This drew much attention. Although the participating physicians maintained their dignity and wouldn’t deliberately publicize their own achievements, they couldn’t control their disciples.

The disciples’ arrogance was truly a headache…

Soon word spread that these physicians had cured someone even Old Physician An couldn’t heal.

Gradually, stories about these physicians multiplied, eventually reaching tales that these physicians had encountered immortals on the road and gained certain divine skills. They usually kept their abilities hidden, being masters who didn’t reveal their true forms. Otherwise, how could they dare to treat and successfully cure a child that Physician An dared not and could not save…

The stories spread wider and wider, until even patients who had previously been treated at these clinics began boasting, as if being treated by these physicians was a blessing earned over lifetimes, and having been treated there was like receiving immortal essence.

“You don’t know… back then…” In the teahouse, an old man spoke with flying spittle, surrounded by a group of idle listeners hanging on his every word. “I was coughing so badly I nearly died… couldn’t even stand steadily against the wall. Went to see Physician An, but no matter how he treated me, I couldn’t get better. Later, having no choice, I came to Physician Xu, and with just one dose of medicine, I was cured. Truly a divine physician…”

People around nodded with admiration.

“Indeed a divine physician…”

Several people at a nearby table couldn’t listen anymore and slammed the table.

“This shameless old fool… where was he nearly dying from coughing? He just injured his throat from drinking too much wine. He wasn’t even seeking treatment at our shop – too stingy to pay, just loitering at the counter pestering the medicine clerks to give him some cough medicine. Who would dare prescribe for him? Finally he went to that Physician Xu and spent less than a coin on some herbs. Even without medicine, he would have recovered in a few days. This is considered divine skill now?” A young disciple said angrily.

Another reached out to restrain him.

“Forget it, calm down, don’t cause trouble. Let’s go back.” The older disciple said.

The group looked again at the crowd still chatting enthusiastically, then left with dark faces.

Such incidents multiplied, becoming more exaggerated with each telling, and those physicians’ reputations rapidly rose.

“We don’t care whether they become famous or not. The key is, they’re building their reputation by stepping on our heads…” Young Physician An said with an iron-blue face. “Father, haven’t you heard what’s being said on the streets? Every time they praise those people, they must step on us once. This is absolutely intolerable!”

Old Physician An sat steadily at his desk, flipping through a book in his hands, his expression calm.

“Skill isn’t built by praise, and likewise, can’t be trampled down. No need to pay attention.” He said.

“Father, this time it’s all deliberate by that young madam from Marquis Dingxi’s manor.” Young Physician An was silent for a moment, then spoke again. “She publicly promoted these physicians, claiming they cured the Xie family’s child, severely slapping our faces. Since ancient times, treating illness is just treating illness – how could she so incite physicians to turn against each other? This is absolutely excessive!”

Old Physician An put down his book.

“Oh?” He showed some curiosity. “That Young Madam Qi really said such things?”

“Father, don’t get angry. Such a petty person…” Young Physician An became anxious again. His father’s health hadn’t been good, and suffering this unprovoked disaster might upset him, making him deeply unfilial…

Old Physician An said nothing, pondering briefly.

“This matter can’t be settled like this. Not taking patients isn’t a crime – why should they humiliate us so? Isn’t she just relying on Marquis Dingxi’s status? Can she bully people at will? If she can rely on power, can’t we rely on power too? I’ll write a letter to Judge Gong at the Imperial Medical Academy…” Young Physician An said angrily.

Before Old Physician An could respond, a servant reported from outside.

“Old Madam Xie from Longchang Street requests an audience.”

Old Madam Xie has come? Young Physician An looked surprised, then his face darkened.

What now? Isn’t the outside publicity enough – now she’s here to slap faces in person?

Will this never end? Even if you’re from an official family, you can’t bully people like this.

Young Physician An’s face was iron-blue, unable to hide his anger.

“Please invite her in quickly.” Old Physician An said kindly.

Soon they heard the sound of a walking stick, accompanied by a hearty laugh. Old Madam Xie was helped in by two maids.

“Old Madam, please forgive this old man for not being able to personally greet you due to my inconvenient legs…” Old Physician An smiled and bowed.

Old Madam Xie also smiled, sitting down without ceremony.

Young Physician An stiffly paid his respects then withdrew.

“With New Year approaching, this old woman wants Physician An to take my pulse and prescribe some medicine. I won’t bother you during the first month.” Old Madam Xie laughed, extending her hand.

“Old Madam, these words are undeserved. Your manor has a divine physician – don’t mock us.” Young Physician An couldn’t help but say coldly.

“Impertinent.” Old Physician An scolded with a stern face.

Young Physician An kept his face tense and said no more.

Old Madam Xie smiled.

“That girl actually has no real skill. She can’t even prescribe medicine – she just has a glib tongue.” She began.

That girl? Both Old Physician An and Young Physician An were stunned. Can’t prescribe medicine?

“At that time, the whole family was desperate. Everyone said he was a dying person who couldn’t be treated, and those physicians were all ready to flee before even examining him…” Old Madam Xie said with a complex expression.

The reason for this was indeed because of their refusal to treat…

Young Physician An felt a flash of embarrassment, but truly, such an illness couldn’t be cured… no, it was that they couldn’t cure it… But does inability to cure mean one must still attempt treatment? Does not treating become a sin?

If so, few people in the world could practice medicine…

“Though knowing it truly couldn’t be cured, but as family members, how could we just watch the child die bit by bit? So that girl became desperate and said some provocative words to the physicians. These words, you’ve undoubtedly already heard.” Old Madam Xie said, standing up. “Life and death emergency measures – we gave offense. Please forgive us, Physician An.”

With that, she released her walking stick and bowed low to Old Physician An.

“Old Madam, this will be the death of this old man.” Old Physician An said with a heavy expression, quickly wheeling his chair forward a few steps. “Kang’er, quickly return the courtesy.”

Young Physician An was also shocked by Old Madam Xie’s action. Coming to his senses, he quickly returned the bow.

“I heard this Young Madam Qi’s divine skills recently and was quite admiring. Old Madam shouldn’t be so modest.” Old Physician An said, extending his hand to take Old Madam Xie’s pulse.

“Don’t laugh at me – I have absolutely no understanding of this girl.” Old Madam Xie said. “Since you’ve heard of her affairs, you must also know her background, so…”

Though Old Physician An didn’t quite understand the hidden circumstances, he knew what should and shouldn’t be asked. He smiled and nodded, no longer inquiring. After concentrating on the pulse diagnosis, he wrote a prescription. Old Madam Xie had achieved her purpose and didn’t linger, taking her leave.

Old Madam Xie’s visit both offered them kind words in person and showed outsiders her visit, to some degree calming the rumors. Young Physician An’s expression improved considerably.

“If not for Old Madam Xie’s sake…” he still said with some resentment.

“Kang’er.” Old Physician An suddenly said, interrupting Young Physician An.

“Father, whatever you want to say, just say it. We can’t indulge these wealthy households. We’re not here for their amusement. Hit with a stick, then offer a sweet date – that’s not how it works…” Young Physician An said quickly.

Old Physician An pondered for a moment.

“I think, after New Year, I’ll go to Yongqing Prefecture to meet this Young Madam Qi.” He said slowly.

Young Physician An was somewhat surprised and stunned.

What’s the point of meeting that woman… enemies meeting?

Chapter 142: Happy
Just as Young Physician An was feeling indignant, Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng finally arrived home safely.

It was already dark. Qi Yue, who had slept in the carriage the entire journey, took a comfortable bath and rolled around on the soft arhat bed, stretching out comfortably in a spread-eagle position.

“What kind of behavior is this!” Chang Yuncheng had finished washing long ago. Hearing that she had returned from A’Ru’s side after bathing, he hurried over. Seeing such an unseemly posture, he immediately scolded with a stern face.

Qi Yue rolled her eyes at him, changed to a beautiful side-lying position, and was about to imitate the seductive poses from TV dramas when she noticed Chang Yuncheng’s strange look. She quickly sat up properly and pulled her clothes tight.

Chang Yuncheng felt both annoyed and embarrassed.

Previously, whenever he looked at other women a few more times, they would practically strip on the spot. This damned woman…

But it was also normal – this damned woman simply wouldn’t let him get close…

Thinking of the only two times he had gotten close, when she struggled beneath him like a small beast, it was quite stimulating…

Chang Yuncheng felt his anger surge up, his throat bobbing.

“Hey, hey, go out quickly. I want to read for a while.” Qi Yue immediately saw his expression was wrong and became fully alert, waving her hand while calling for A’Ru outside.

A’Ru responded and came in.

Chang Yuncheng cursed “damned woman” angrily, but was reluctant to leave. He turned around and picked up a book to avoid the maid seeing his condition.

Qi Yue chatted idly with A’Ru. After reading for a while, Chang Yuncheng calmed down. Seeing Qi Yue talking while carefully observing him, he felt somewhat amused, somewhat exasperated, and somewhat bitter.

“Speaking of which, those physicians in Shanning Prefecture are probably already enjoying their face-slapping days,” he suddenly said.

Qi Yue and A’Ru’s conversation was interrupted.

“You mean Physician An will become an innocent target?” Qi Yue laughed.

This woman sometimes had a quite clear mind and could follow his thoughts – she didn’t seem so stupid after all.

“It’s normal for physicians not to take patients. This time encountering you has become an unprovoked disaster,” Chang Yuncheng said. “The An family must be cursing you right now.”

Coincidentally, Qi Yue suddenly sneezed.

“You jinx!” She quickly covered her nose and glared at him.

“Scared now?” Chang Yuncheng laughed with some pride.

Scared now? This woman would definitely say she wasn’t scared, and her lack of fear was because of her identity as the young madam of Marquis Dingxi’s manor protecting her…

“Scared? What do I have to be scared of…” Qi Yue laughed.

Chang Yuncheng also smiled. Say the next line, say that line…

“When you’re in the martial world, how can you avoid getting stabbed? Either you get stabbed or I get stabbed. Rather than me getting stabbed, better you get stabbed. Whoever has the ability doesn’t get stabbed. If you get stabbed, you can only blame your bad luck.” Qi Yue sat cross-legged, shaking out her half-dry hair while reciting this rapid-fire passage. “If he resents me, I can’t help it. In emergencies, expediency rules – he had to take the bullet. Besides, if he stubbornly believes he’s being face-slapped because of me and therefore hates me…”

She looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“What then?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“With such character, then I didn’t slap his face wrongly,” Qi Yue smiled.

“How is it not wrong? If you were Physician An, wouldn’t you hate being treated like this? That Physician Wang also slapped Qianjin Hall’s face, didn’t he? Look how badly you dealt with him. Aren’t you afraid Physician An will do the same to you?” Chang Yuncheng sat down, feeling the bedding was softer than his own side. Finding it comfortable, he couldn’t help pulling over a nearby pillow to lean against.

Qi Yue frowned and glared at him, protesting his sitting down, grabbing the pillow and not letting go.

Chang Yuncheng easily pulled it away with a gentle tug.

“You can go out,” he said to A’Ru.

Having another person in the room was really annoying and uncomfortable.

A’Ru hesitated and looked at Qi Yue.

“Come on, what kind of person do you think I am?” Chang Yuncheng said lightly.

If you dare to have another bestial outburst, I’ll castrate you…

Qi Yue snorted, signaling A’Ru to leave.

A’Ru retreated, glancing back at the room before closing the door. In the nighttime room, the married couple sat facing each other on the bed, one occasionally shaking her long hair, the other looking at her with a gentle expression. It appeared warm and tranquil.

The only regret was that perhaps neither person in this scene felt what A’Ru was feeling.

“How can it be the same? The nature is completely different. Besides, I didn’t say anything wrong. I just pointed out those physicians’ inner thoughts. If Physician An directs his resentment at me, I’d really look down on him as a coward,” Qi Yue said with a laugh. “Besides, can a few words from others really make someone a quack? Physicians still rely on real skill. Not one bit can be faked. If he steadily treats patients and continues curing them without saying a word, that would be a resounding rebuttal.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, watching this woman express her inner thoughts simply and clearly, finding it pleasing to the eye.

“Of course, human hearts are complex. If he wants to use other means against me, I won’t fear him either. To shrink back from fear of making enemies and being retaliated against is impossible for me. At worst, it’s just one life. I’d rather die standing than live kneeling,” Qi Yue continued.

Rather live standing than die kneeling…

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with an examining expression, making Qi Yue feel uncomfortable.

“What?” she asked warily, moving slightly away.

“Why are you so… tough?” Chang Yuncheng asked, changing his supporting hand.

“Why? What why?” Qi Yue asked in confusion.

“Don’t you find it tiring to be like this?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“Tiring? I’m used to it. Isn’t everyone like this…” Qi Yue laughed, then stopped mid-sentence.

Not… everyone is like this…

Women here don’t hold up half the sky, don’t need to fight like men in the outside world for survival…

“Used to it?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her, repeating the question with an examining expression.

“Ha, ha, of course,” Qi Yue laughed dryly, trying to appear relaxed as she leaned against the pillow on the other side. “Do you think being a beggar means food and drink come to you without fighting for them? No one cares who you are, male or female, old or young. If you’re not tough and fierce, you’d starve to death long ago…”

“Yueniang, you don’t need to live like that anymore,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly said, looking at her.

Qi Yue was startled by his words. Seeing his gentle expression and deep gaze, she couldn’t help but laugh dryly again.

“And you never will again. You don’t need to be so… insecure…” Chang Yuncheng continued, finding an appropriate word to describe his meaning.

Insecure…

Without support…

Only oneself…

Can’t be afraid… even if afraid, must pretend not to be afraid…

Qi Yue’s expression became slightly flustered. Just when Chang Yuncheng thought this woman would avoid his gaze, she looked up at him again.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue smiled slightly.

She understood what he meant, and instead of avoiding or pretending not to understand, or stubbornly arguing back, she faced it directly for the first time. Chang Yuncheng felt wildly joyful inside, becoming somewhat flustered himself.

“Not talking about the past, just looking at the present, you’re actually quite good. You’ve helped me so much. That you can do this really surprises me,” Qi Yue laughed. “Maybe I can really try to believe what you say.”

“I was always good,” Chang Yuncheng said, turning his head away.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Hey, have you never been praised by anyone?” she asked. “You’re always praising yourself.”

Chang Yuncheng was startled by her question.

Praise…

“Young Master broke the vase…”

“Young Master didn’t learn the teacher’s book…”

“Young Master fought with people again…”

“Such an annoying child…”

“He looks so dull and stupid…”

“Children without mothers are naturally dull and stupid…”

“You rebellious son, look what you’ve done! Kneel down!”

Those distant memories were suddenly all brought up.

“I’m not flattering you. You’re really capable – daring to try new things, having an inclusive heart. For a man, this is very important. Not everyone can do it,” Qi Yue laughed. “It would be even better if your temper improved a bit.”

Chang Yuncheng became even more uncomfortable.

This woman, suddenly being like this was really hard to get used to…

“Good brother! Let’s get along harmoniously from now on…” Qi Yue laughed.

“Who’s your good brother! You damned woman…” Chang Yuncheng stood up with a stern face. “Time to sleep.”

With that, he strode away.

It was already time to sleep, how late it was… Qi Yue pursed her lips, blew out the bedside lamp, hugged the blanket and flopped down.

Chang Yuncheng entered his bedroom and also flopped onto the bed, covering his head and face with the blanket to block the inexplicably uncontrollable smile.

On a day before New Year, thank-you gifts sent in Great Aunt’s name from the Xie family entered Marquis Dingxi’s manor with great fanfare. Only then did Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie learn of such events at the Xie family.

Listening to the Xie family servant woman continuously speak words of praise without repetition, expressing enthusiastic, sincere gratitude, Marquis Dingxi was so delighted he couldn’t stop grinning.

Speaking of which, his relationship with his father-in-law’s family had always been poor.

When Great Madam Xie was alive, because of her poor relationship with his mother, the protective mother-in-law also didn’t give him a good face. When Great Madam Xie died, the Xie family made a huge fuss. Finally, his mother agreed to let Little Madam Xie marry in as a second wife to appease them, but the two families’ relationship didn’t improve – instead became more awkward. Except for proper etiquette during festivals, the two families basically didn’t meet, let alone praise and thank each other face-to-face.

When people who originally hated and despised you suddenly smile at you with respect, flattery, and gratitude, this feeling… was fantastic!

Could this be the face-slapping feeling his daughter-in-law mentioned?

Let you be arrogant, let you be domineering – finally the day comes when you bow your head before me!

Compared to Marquis Dingxi experiencing the satisfaction of face-slapping, Little Madam Xie felt pain.

Since the Xie family people entered the door, her face hurt so much she nearly had a stroke.

“Madam, this isn’t Old Madam’s intention. This isn’t – this is only Great Madam’s intention. Please don’t be angry…” Nanny Su carefully helped Madam Xie calm down while speaking urgently.

Madam Xie took several deep breaths, her whole body still trembling uncontrollably.

“I know,” she gripped the brocade handkerchief in her hand tightly, her face iron-blue. “I know this is that Gu woman’s deliberate act. Rather than saying she’s grateful to that wench, it’s better to say she came to humiliate me. After all these years, she finally has this opportunity.”

And this opportunity…

“It’s all that wench’s fault!” Madam Xie could no longer suppress her rage, sweeping everything on the kang table to the floor. “Why doesn’t she die! Why doesn’t she die!”

Chapter 143: New Year
Qi Yue’s first New Year in ancient times had arrived. After the busy first three days of various rituals—ancestral worship and family members paying New Year visits—complex ceremonies that were overwhelming for Qi Yue, things finally became more relaxed.

On the eighth day, the Western Manor invited the Prince and his wife over to visit, which counted as an aunt entertaining her juniors. When they emerged from Second Madam’s residence at the Western Manor, it was already completely dark. Large red lanterns and colored streamers hung everywhere, sparkling and shining beautifully in response to each other.

“It’s snowing,” Qi Yue said, looking up at the snowflakes falling from the sky.

“Put on your hat,” A’Ru said, taking the umbrella a young maid had opened.

“No need, it’s not cold,” Qi Yue said, raising her hand to feel the snowflakes landing on her face and melting into water droplets.

Over there, it must be almost New Year too. No, when she arrived it was already near New Year—calculating it, more than half a year had passed.

With one person missing from home, Father and Mother must be spending a very lonely New Year…

The snowflakes were blocked by the umbrella, and someone put a hat on her.

“You’ve been drinking—be careful of catching cold,” Chang Yuncheng said. “You’re even a physician yourself, yet you don’t know this.”

Qi Yue pursed her lips.

“It’s not that easy to catch a cold,” she said, but didn’t remove the hat.

Cold? This must be her term for wind-chill.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, but seeing this woman wasn’t deliberately opposing him like before, he couldn’t help but show a slight smile.

“Big Brother is so considerate of Big Sister-in-law,” Chang Yinglan, who had come out to see them off, laughed.

Not at all!

Qi Yue looked back at her and laughed dryly.

“Then I can rest assured,” Chang Yinglan smiled. “Big Sister-in-law, when you’re free during the first month, could you teach me to make a couple of your specialty dishes?”

“Sure, learning this wouldn’t be bad,” Qi Yue laughed, looking her over. This girl seemed to be starting marriage discussions. She leaned closer and lowered her voice. “As the saying goes, capture a man’s stomach and you capture his heart. In the future, making delicious food for your husband will definitely make him very happy.”

Such topics were very embarrassing for young ladies, especially now that everyone in the family knew she was discussing marriage prospects. During New Year visits to relatives and various banquets was the perfect time to discuss children’s marriages. Chang Yinglan had already received much ear-pulling advice and instruction from Second Madam and the nannies these days. Hearing Qi Yue also bring this up, she immediately blushed and stomped her feet.

“Big Sister-in-law, you’re teasing me too,” she said, shaking Qi Yue’s arm and snorting, looking at Chang Yuncheng who was obviously listening to their conversation. “Then Big Brother must often eat the food you cook.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and poked her forehead.

“Alright, go back quickly. I’ll come visit in a few days,” she laughed.

The walkway between the Eastern and Western Manors was also hung full of lanterns. Servants carrying lights walked before and behind, maintaining a certain distance from Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue who walked side by side in the middle.

“What delicious things can you make? Don’t teach my sister the wrong things,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly said.

Qi Yue glanced at him.

“Looking down on people,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Seeing how greedily you eat everything on the street, I know you haven’t eaten anything good before. And you can cook? As if,” he said.

“Oh, challenging me…” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled, pointing her finger. “Today I’ll show you a little of my skill and let you see what’s called a kitchen god.”

Chang Yuncheng laughed with a disdainful expression.

When they returned home, they first went to pay respects to Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie. Marquis Dingxi had a guilty conscience and avoided seeing Qi Yue when possible, while Madam Xie simply didn’t want to see her. Thus the couple rarely had unified words, saying they had retired for the night.

“…ate too much, make something light. Let me think…” Qi Yue said as she walked back.

Chang Yuncheng followed behind, unconsciously showing a smile, then quickly suppressing it and maintaining a stern, indifferent expression.

“…are there radishes and pickled vegetables at home?” Qi Yue asked A’Ru.

“Yes,” A’Ru smiled. “We have everything—New Year goods are complete.”

“Then prepare some pickled sour radishes, half a duck, and some mushrooms for me,” Qi Yue said, counting on her fingers.

The nearby servants quickly responded and went to fetch them.

“Just wait and see,” Qi Yue said to Chang Yuncheng, shaking her head.

With that, she also headed toward the kitchen.

Watching Qi Yue leisurely depart with her maid, Chang Yuncheng’s stern face finally relaxed.

“She even knows I like duck…” he muttered to himself, finally unable to suppress his spreading smile.

Qiu Xiang helped Chang Yuncheng change into casual clothes. Seeing him go in to wash up, she quickly pulled Que Zhi aside.

“Why is the Prince so happy?” she asked curiously.

“Young Madam went to make a late-night snack for the Prince,” Que Zhi said with a low laugh.

Qiu Xiang understood and covered her mouth laughing.

“No wonder. This is the very first time ever. Last time the Prince specially made a late-night snack for Young Madam, and this time Young Madam is proactively making one for the Prince. Amitabha,” she clasped her hands in prayer with a gratified expression. “Finally things are good—please don’t let them quarrel again.”

Que Zhi nodded while flying her needle and thread.

“What are you making? You never put it down day or night,” Qiu Xiang asked curiously, looking at the needle and thread in Que Zhi’s hands and the piece of leather on her lap…

Making shoes? This doesn’t look like it.

“This? It’s suturing,” Que Zhi said with some pride. “This is cut open, like human skin being slashed. I need to sew it up so the wound can quickly stop bleeding and heal.”

Qiu Xiang listened with great surprise.

“Is it… is it… like what’s on A’Hao’s belly?” she said in a low voice.

Que Zhi nodded.

“Wow, that’s really impressive,” Qiu Xiang said with admiration, looking at Que Zhi. “You learned it too? I thought only Sister A’Ru knew how.”

Que Zhi skillfully completed a figure-eight suture.

Sister A’Ru knows? Of course not—she knows too, and not only knows, but will be the best at it. Just wait and see.

Qi Yue quickly cut the radishes and mushrooms in the kitchen, chopped the duck meat, blanched it, and began stewing.

“Don’t lift the lid halfway through,” Qi Yue instructed the kitchen servants. “After it boils, reduce to low heat. When the time comes, I’ll have someone fetch it.”

The kitchen servants quickly agreed.

Only then did Qi Yue emerge with A’Ru.

“It already smells fragrant before it’s finished stewing. The Prince will definitely love it,” A’Ru said happily.

“Of course. With my cooking skills, there really aren’t many people who don’t like it. Back then, gathering for meals at my place was a grand event for our department…” Qi Yue laughed, then couldn’t help looking up at the winter night sky.

The snow was falling heavier, sparkling brilliantly among the surrounding festive decorations.

The lively sound of opening wine bottles, constantly changing music, colleagues busy in the kitchen who couldn’t resist sneaking tastes, the overflowing aroma of food…

None of it would ever exist again…

Everything would only exist in memory…

And with time, perhaps even those memories would fade…

While lost in reminiscence, she heard the servant leading the way call out.

“Who’s hiding there so sneakily?”

Qi Yue looked over and saw two maids emerge from the shadows of a large tree by the wall, kneeling on the ground trembling.

To avoid the maids delaying Young Madam’s walk, two older servants stood aside waiting to question and punish them, while the other servants continued leading the way forward.

As they passed, Qi Yue couldn’t help glancing at the maids kneeling on the ground.

In winter, the household servants had all changed into new cotton clothes, but these two maids still wore old garments, almost prostrating themselves on the ground so their faces couldn’t be seen clearly.

Qi Yue couldn’t help thinking of A’Ru and A’Hao’s former condition.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

The two maids became even more frightened and dared not speak.

“Young Madam is asking you a question,” the servant scolded.

“It’s… it’s…” one maid stammered, trembling.

“It’s Young Madam, please show mercy and let us leave the manor to fetch a physician for Third Young Master…” the other gritted her teeth, raised her head, and said tearfully.

Qi Yue was stunned.

Chang Yunqi?

Since the incident with Concubine Zhou, her children—Third Young Master and Second Miss—had been implicated to some degree and had kept much lower profiles in the manor.

It had been so long that aside from ancestral worship occasions, they really hadn’t seen each other again.

A’Ru looked at those two maids with complicated feelings. Such scenes had occurred before, except she had been the one kneeling. Truly fortune’s wheel turns—or rather, one’s fate isn’t in one’s own hands. What seems like glorious prosperity can vanish in an instant…

“He’s ill?” Qi Yue quickly asked, instructing servants to fetch a physician while heading over herself. “I’ll go take a look.”

The two maids were very surprised, both shocked and delighted as they kowtowed repeatedly in gratitude.

“…Third Young Master studied too hard, couldn’t sleep well and injured his spirit. A few days ago during ancestral worship he caught cold, and this morning he couldn’t get up…” the maid said in a low voice while leading the way.

“Didn’t you call a physician?” Qi Yue asked, looking at this maid who seemed familiar—vaguely called Caijuan.

“During the first month, people say before the fifth day, we shouldn’t…” the other maid started to speak.

Caijuan quickly interrupted her.

“Originally we didn’t think it was so serious. Third Young Master said drinking some hot soup and sweating would cure it. We servants were negligent and didn’t think much of it, so we didn’t think to call a physician,” she said with a face full of self-blame.

Back when A’Ru and A’Hao had difficulty even getting food, this must be shallow-minded gatekeepers making things difficult for them.

Qi Yue smiled knowingly.

“Have the managing servants finish their duties tomorrow and be sent to the estate,” she said.

This shocked everyone.

“But, but what about Madam…” the servant replied in confusion and panic.

“When Young Master is ill and they don’t even know to call a physician, such servants are clearly ruining Madam’s reputation. Would Madam really keep them?” Qi Yue said sternly.

Since Qi Yue had spoken, and considering her current position in the manor, the servants no longer hesitated and agreed.

Learning that Qi Yue had come, Chang Yunqi was startled.

“Just say I’m sleeping…” he said in a daze.

“Will Young Master not see her?” the maid asked quietly.

See her? What face did he have left to see her…

“Won’t see her,” Chang Yunqi said flatly, closing his eyes.

“If you won’t see Big Sister-in-law, you should at least see the physician.”

The woman’s voice came from outside the door, followed immediately by the door curtain being lifted.

Chang Yunqi kept his eyes tightly shut.

Won’t see… won’t see… no face to see her…

When his birth mother did such things, what should he as her son do?

He couldn’t bring himself to resent his birth mother, yet not hating her would wrong the person before him…

To think he’d always prided himself on being the kindest to Qi Yueniang in the household…

What a resounding slap in the face!

Qi Yue waved her hand, having the anxious maids stand aside, looking at Chang Yunqi on the bed covered with thick blankets, seemingly asleep.

Chapter 144: Comfort
Having not seen him for these days, this young man had lost a full circle of weight. There was still a book placed beside his bed.

“Young Master, why are you reading again? How can you recover your spirit like this…” Caijuan cried, going over to take the book in her hands while scolding the other maids. “How are you looking after Young Master? Didn’t I say he’s not allowed to read books?”

The maids lowered their heads looking aggrieved.

“Young Master said the county examination isn’t far off…” they said meekly.

Ancient imperial examinations?

“Health is the foundation of revolution. If you don’t take care of your body, how can you do well on any exam?” Qi Yue said, reaching out to touch Chang Yunqi’s forehead. “Stop pretending to sleep – it would be better if you were really sleeping.”

Feeling the woman’s soft hand on his forehead, Chang Yunqi was indeed startled into opening his eyes and hurriedly dodged away.

“So hot!” Qi Yue didn’t let him move, saying with a frown, “Why isn’t there a compress on?”

“Originally there was, but Young Master wanted to read…” a maid said quietly.

“Hurry and bring it,” Caijuan scolded.

A young maid quickly wrung out a towel and applied it properly to Chang Yunqi.

“It’s nothing, just wind-chill. These maids can’t keep their composure and have disturbed you,” Chang Yunqi said with closed eyes and a hoarse voice.

Qi Yue looked at him, naturally understanding his complex feelings at this moment, and sighed.

“I’m a physician – this is a physician’s duty,” Qi Yue said.

A physician’s duty… Chang Yunqi’s hands under the blanket clenched and relaxed.

“Thank you,” he said with closed eyes. “I’m sorry.”

“Though they say mother and child are connected at heart, in this matter, you are you and she is she. Don’t overthink it,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yunqi was about to say something when A’Ru hurried over with her medicine box, and Chang Yuncheng naturally followed as well.

Learning it was because of studying that injured his health, Chang Yuncheng gave Chang Yunqi a thorough scolding.

“It’s just a small county examination – what are you nervous about? Haven’t you always prided yourself on your good scholarship? A county exam reduces you to this state?” he said.

Qi Yue glared at him.

“Can’t you say nice things nicely?” she said in a low voice.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng answered simply and decisively.

The two stood very close together, and Qi Yue wrinkled her nose at him.

With Chang Yuncheng’s arrival, Chang Yunqi could no longer keep his eyes closed, so he saw this scene and slowly closed his eyes again.

Qi Yue examined his heart and lungs while A’Ru took his temperature. Soon the summoned physician also arrived. Now all the physicians in Yongqing Prefecture knew that Marquis Dingxi had a divine physician, so being called to diagnose illness made them both excited and anxiously reverent.

“Young Madam, could you please review whether this prescription is usable?” The physician who had taken the pulse and written a prescription held it out to Qi Yue with trembling hands.

How would she know? Qi Yue smiled helplessly.

She had said countless times that she truly couldn’t prescribe medicine, but saying it never convinced anyone and required more explanation. Too lazy to explain, she simply nodded and hummed in agreement.

I received the divine physician’s approval!

The physician joyfully handed over the prescription.

“Third Young Master is very weak and needs nourishing supplements, otherwise what should be a minor illness will greatly damage his vitality,” the physician said respectfully again.

Seeing Qi Yue nod again with a serious expression, the physician was so delighted his whole body itched, and he finally retreated unsteadily.

“Still not eating properly?” Qi Yue asked.

“No,” Chang Yunqi answered from the bed.

“Yes, he hasn’t eaten for several meals,” Caijuan said instead, glancing at Qi Yue with tears about to fall.

“Really useless, not even cherishing yourself,” Qi Yue scolded with wide eyes, then turned to tell the maids, “Go wait in the kitchen. I’ve made soup – in another half hour it’ll be ready. Bring it for Third Young Master to eat.”

Made soup? Chang Yuncheng’s eyebrow twitched. That’s my soup…

After repeatedly instructing Chang Yunqi to take good care of his health and not stay up late studying anymore, the Prince and his wife took their leave.

Daily banquet attendance was also physically demanding work, and having happily drunk several extra cups at Second Madam’s place recently, by the time they returned to their room, Qi Yue was so tired she could barely keep her eyes open.

Seeing Qi Yue yawning as she walked out, Chang Yuncheng called to her.

“I’ve already washed. It’s cold outside – don’t walk back and forth. You can wash here,” he said.

Qi Yue turned to look at him, yawning again without any image to maintain.

“I won’t share with you,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng watched with a dark face as she walked out.

After bathing, Qi Yue was extremely tired and quickly fell asleep. The maids extinguished the lights and carefully withdrew. Chang Yuncheng listened to the breathing from the other side and heard she was asleep. After much hesitation, he still put on clothes and came out.

The night-duty maid was called over.

“Go see if Third Young Master has finished the soup,” Chang Yuncheng said quietly.

The maid was somewhat puzzled but seeing the Prince’s stern face didn’t dare ask more, quickly bowing her head and leaving.

The maid knocked at Third Young Master’s courtyard gate and conveyed the Prince’s words.

The several maids in the room looked at the soup with much remaining and were panic-stricken.

“The Prince cares so much about Third Young Master – we can’t let the Prince think Third Young Master is disobedient,” Caijuan gritted her teeth and said. “We must make Third Young Master finish it all.”

The other maids nodded, with barely concealed emotion and determination.

“All finished?” Hearing the maid’s report, Chang Yuncheng was very surprised and somewhat incredulous. Was he really that hungry? Or was it really that delicious?

“All finished,” the maid said decisively. “Not a drop left.”

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment.

“That’s good,” he said glumly, closing the door.

The two maids looked at each other.

The Prince’s expression was one of relief, right?

It should be.

The next day, news that Third Young Master was ill and a managing woman had been dismissed spread throughout.

Madam Xie smashed several more teacups, partly because Qi Yue had given orders that those servants actually followed, and partly because she was angered by this managing woman’s behavior.

Regarding these few illegitimate children, to say she felt close would be absolutely impossible, but she definitely wouldn’t be foolish enough to deliberately mistreat them.

“Madam, I investigated – that woman was Concubine Zhou’s person,” Nanny Su hurried in from outside to report.

Madam Xie was startled, then understood, showing a cold smile.

“This cheap woman still hasn’t given up,” she shouted, pointing her finger. “Go tell the Marquis, tell him how vicious his treasured gentle beauty is, actually willing to harm her own child to slander me!”

“Madam, without evidence, how would the Marquis believe? You being clear about these matters and staying on guard is enough. Don’t go speak to the Marquis about this – it would only make him resent you,” Nanny Su said.

“How unreasonable – what would he resent me for!” Madam Xie said coldly.

Nanny Su looked at her somewhat helplessly.

“Third Miss, your temperament in this lifetime will never change – too rigid,” she suddenly said. Though her words were complaining, her face showed loving smiles. “Everything you think is written clearly on your face. No wonder First Miss and Madam both protected you.”

Madam Xie was stunned by being called “Third Miss,” and her expression softened.

“Why bring this up for no reason?” she said, reaching up to touch her face. The once smooth and tender skin had become somewhat loose. “Already old…”

“Old what old? As long as Old Madam lives one day, you’ll forever be a child,” Nanny Su laughed.

Madam Xie’s emotions calmed.

“How is Mother’s health?” she asked.

“Good. With Old Physician An watching over her, there’s nothing to worry about,” Nanny Su smiled.

“I understand. I won’t go tell the Marquis about this,” Madam Xie changed the subject, removing her hairpins and ornaments. “I know in my heart – just staying on guard is enough.”

Nanny Su nodded, helping her undo her hair.

“No matter how much that woman struggles for a while, she can’t turn things around. For us, she’s no longer a major threat. What’s most urgent now is the matter at home,” she said while combing Madam Xie’s hair with a fine comb.

Madam Xie closed her eyes slightly to rest while nodding.

“Second Madam has already arranged things with the Rao family. As long as we can guarantee Yufang’s status in our household, the Rao family will agree,” she said. “Best would be to petition the court for an imperial edict, just like Duke Baoshan back then, granting the title of left and right wives – it would be perfect for both our family and the Rao family.”

Duke Baoshan had once campaigned with the founding emperor and was separated from his wife Lady Guo, believing her dead, then remarried a Sun family daughter. After the dynasty was established and honors bestowed, wife Lady Guo found her way back. Since ancient times there was one husband one wife – this matter couldn’t be resolved. The first wife had the propriety of original marriage through hardship, the second wife had the affection of mutual support through difficulties. Making either one a concubine wouldn’t be reasonable. The two wives respected each other – one wanted to become a nun, the other wanted to commit suicide to fulfill the other. Finally the Emperor intervened, issuing an edict making both left and right wives with equal status. This matter was perfectly resolved to everyone’s satisfaction and was even made into opera lyrics, an essential piece whenever opera was performed.

“Duke Baoshan had great merit, and our family’s ancestors also established achievements. Now the Prince is also accomplished. No matter how you look at it, this Qi Yueniang’s background really can’t be justified. Originally it was Old Marchioness who strongly requested it, and the Emperor had no choice but to agree. Perhaps in the Emperor’s heart he also felt it very inappropriate. As long as the Marquis is willing to speak up – we’re not divorcing a wife, we’re preserving the Emperor’s golden words – the Emperor will surely consider us. Moreover, Second Madam has already asked her sister-in-law to appropriately mention this to Imperial Concubine Dong in the palace…” Nanny Su said quietly. “Imperial Concubine Dong is currently in great favor.”

Madam Xie’s expression became even more relaxed.

She truly hadn’t expected this matter would have so many people’s assistance. That Second Madam’s sister-in-law could speak with Imperial Concubine Dong showed the importance of marriage alliance connections. If they formed marriage ties with the Rao family, Chang Yuncheng’s future prospects would surely be limitless.

“The Marquis is lazy about taking initiative – convincing him really won’t be easy,” she said with a frown.

“There’s not no opportunity,” Nanny Su smiled. “The Prince will leave after New Year when spring comes. This departure will be for a year or two. Now the Prince is already twenty-five and still has no children – this is truly unfilial. Continuing the family line cannot be delayed any longer. Taking more wives and concubines, having many children – this is also a major matter the Marquis has on his mind.”

Madam Xie nodded.

“The Prince still hasn’t gotten close to that woman’s body,” Nanny Su whispered in her ear.

“No time should be wasted. I’ll speak with the Marquis tomorrow,” Madam Xie said.

Having finished removing her makeup, Nanny Su helped Madam Xie lie down on the bed while arranging the bed curtains with the maids.

“First Miss is coming tomorrow – how do you think we should receive her?” Nanny Su asked again.

Marquis Dingxi’s Concubine Huang had given birth to the eldest illegitimate son and daughter. The eldest son had died of epidemic disease several years ago while serving as magistrate of Pengcheng County, leaving no heirs. The eldest illegitimate daughter Chang Chunlan had married into the Liu family of Huangtian County under Yongqing Prefecture. The Liu family was also an official household, though this generation’s official fortune wasn’t very smooth.

When Little Madam Xie entered the household, this eldest illegitimate daughter was already grown and hadn’t been raised under her care, so there were no feelings between them. Marriage arrangements and such had all been handled by Old Marchioness.

“Just follow previous years,” Madam Xie said indifferently.

Nanny Su agreed and withdrew.

Chapter 145: Elder Sister
Knowing that First Miss was returning today, Second Miss and Third Miss came to Madam Xie’s side after eating, only to learn that First Miss had already kowtowed and Madam had sent her to Concubine Huang’s quarters.

It seemed at this hour it was just a matter of kowtowing outside.

Second Miss sighed.

“Let’s go then, we should go over too,” she said.

“Father definitely didn’t see her,” Third Miss also sighed. “Elder Sister is truly pitiful…”

Snow began falling from the sky. The two sisters shared an umbrella while servants and maids followed at a distance.

“Perhaps in the future we won’t be better off than her,” Second Miss said flatly.

At least First Miss’s birth mother had a decent relationship with Madam Xie, while their two birth mothers were precisely thorns in Madam Xie’s eyes.

“Sister is overthinking. Father is still good to us. Elder Sister’s main issue is… is…” Third Miss hurried to argue, not knowing whether she was trying to convince Second Miss or herself. “Her appearance really displeases Father somewhat. We’re not unaware of Father’s temperament.”

“How ridiculous. Women aside, but to judge his own children by appearance – Elder Sister may be somewhat ugly, but Father finds her revolting. No matter how ugly, she’s still his flesh and blood. Last time when Grandmother passed away, he actually prevented her from coming to pay respects… Isn’t this cutting off Elder Sister’s lifeline in her natal family? Concubine Huang threatened to die, and fortunately Mother spoke up…” Second Miss said, wringing the handkerchief in her hands fiercely. Speaking of this, she sighed again. “…This is also why I greatly respect Mother and am not afraid of Concubine Zhou disliking me… I’m just trying to secure a comfortable future for myself…”

Mentioning this matter, Third Miss also sighed.

“Last time, wasn’t it because of… Elder Sister’s child… the child’s matter, it was inauspicious…” she hesitated a moment before speaking again.

Second Miss understood her feelings – she still couldn’t believe their father could be so heartless. After all, Father was their support. She sighed, unwilling to continue this topic.

“By the way, did you know Third Brother is ill?” she said.

Third Miss nodded.

“I went personally this morning – the fever has broken,” she replied, then smiled. “I just didn’t expect Big Sister-in-law would actually stand up for Third Brother.”

“Putting on an act doesn’t matter – who can’t do that?” Second Miss said with some disdain. “It’s no loss to her anyway.”

“I think Big Sister-in-law might actually be quite good…” Third Miss said hesitantly.

Second Miss laughed scornfully.

“She can barely protect herself – do you still hope she’ll be our future support?” she laughed. “Just watch – a new person will be entering the household soon…”

Third Miss shushed her, looking ahead.

Two people walked toward them side by side, also sharing an umbrella. The man wore a black and gold cape, the woman a bright red cape. Black and red plus the snow white falling from the sky looked particularly pleasing to the eye.

“Big Brother, Big Sister-in-law.” The two sisters stepped aside and bowed respectfully in greeting.

“Been to see Mother?” Chang Yuncheng nodded in acknowledgment while asking.

“Yes, Mother said she was tired from recent social obligations and was resting, so we didn’t dare stay long,” Second Miss replied with a smile, never once looking at Qi Yue or speaking to her throughout.

Third Miss did glance at Qi Yue once but hesitated and ultimately didn’t speak.

“Elder Sister has returned and is at Concubine Huang’s place. We’re going to see her,” Second Miss continued to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat surprised.

“Elder Sister returned?” He frowned. “Is she with Father? Why didn’t anyone call me over?”

“Perhaps Father thought Big Brother has had many social obligations these days and wanted you to rest more. You’ll naturally see her during meals anyway,” Second Miss smiled.

The siblings chatted animatedly while the ignored Qi Yue showed no dissatisfaction, listening quietly.

“We’re going to Mother’s,” Chang Yuncheng said, glancing at Qi Yue. Seeing she had removed her hood again, he frowned slightly.

“We’ll take our leave first,” the two misses quickly said, letting Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue pass before taking their steps.

“Since family relatives have come, we don’t need to go out, right?” Qi Yue asked.

Chatting and sitting with complete strangers already tested Qi Yue’s patience, and the key issue was having no common language. More helplessly, wherever she went, people treated her as a divine physician – this one wanting pulse diagnosis, that one asking about medicine. The problem was Qi Yue couldn’t do either of these things. Explanations didn’t work, and she didn’t dare respond carelessly. In the end, Chang Yuncheng had to rescue her.

“She only knows how to treat blade and axe wounds – suturing wounds, performing surgery. If anyone has such injuries, feel free to ask her,” he said.

The friends and relatives of Marquis Dingxi’s manor were naturally wealthy and noble households. Few were unlucky enough to encounter external injuries like that magistrate’s son. Immediately no one asked anymore, but there were other comments.

“How does she only know these things…”

“…Aren’t only those lowly people likely to encounter such bloody injuries…”

“…Hahaha, can’t blame Young Madam Qi – who told her to have such a lowly background…”

These words mostly circulated among the women, primarily reflecting attitudes of jealousy, envy, hatred of others’ success, and mockery of others’ lack.

“Your popularity is really good – everyone’s defending you, thinking you’re good and I’m bad,” Qi Yue laughed. “This rotten seedling flower growing on your super manure is really such a waste and so demoralizing…”

Now you know how good I am – don’t keep talking about divorce…

Chang Yuncheng felt slightly smug, then came to his senses.

“You’re the stinking manure!” He raised his hand and slapped Qi Yue’s bottom.

Qi Yue was startled by his sudden action and the location he slapped.

“Little scoundrel,” she turned to scold him. In broad daylight, she knew he wouldn’t dare go too far.

Chang Yuncheng was also stunned after slapping, his face reddening slightly.

This… he had originally intended to kick. Having gotten used to the frontier army, dealing with those troublemakers was always kicking their butts. At least he had changed from foot to hand at the last moment…

You couldn’t put hands and feet on women, especially in such places…

That place felt really good…

Chang Yuncheng’s throat bobbed involuntarily.

“As the sister-in-law, I must stay home to accompany Elder Sister no matter what. If you want to go out, go by yourself,” Qi Yue glared at him, not pursuing this improper matter further, and quickened her pace forward.

Chang Yuncheng looked back to see the following maids and servants quickly lower their heads in an “I saw nothing” manner.

She didn’t explode and make a scene…

Looking at the woman walking quickly ahead, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile and thoughtfully touched his nose.

So… perhaps he could touch again…

Thanks to Chang Yuncheng’s face, Qi Yue was fortunate to quickly enter Madam Xie’s room. After following Chang Yuncheng in greeting, she sat quietly aside drinking tea while watching the mother and son talk.

“Don’t drink too much…”

“If you feel tired, come back early – no need to socialize with them…”

“Don’t eat random things…”

Qi Yue held her teacup – if she weren’t watching with her eyes, she’d really think this was her neighbor’s older sister sending her precious son to kindergarten…

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze frequently fell on Qi Yue. Seeing her pursed-lip smile, he basically understood this woman’s expressions by now and knew this was mockery. His mouth immediately drooped.

Madam Xie wasn’t focusing on Qi Yue but on her son, naturally also seeing Qi Yue’s expression, making her even more agitated.

“Your father said yesterday he wants to hold a grandchild soon. He’s always fickle – stay away from him these days so you don’t encounter him and suffer needlessly,” Madam Xie said. Though speaking to Chang Yuncheng, her eyes glanced at Qi Yue while sighing. “Speaking of which, you’re already so old yet still… no wonder others gossip and your father gets annoyed…”

Can’t give birth, can you?

No matter what schemes you have, my Cheng-ge still listens to me in the end.

Qi Yue saw through Madam Xie’s thoughts at a glance, pursed her lips, and lowered her head.

Meanwhile, Chang Yuncheng’s eyes flashed with surprise and joy.

Mother’s meaning was that she wanted him to soon…

Wonderful! It seemed Mother would finally accept Yueniang after all.

“I understand,” he said quickly, with some gratitude and some guilt. “I’ve worried Mother.”

Noticing the joy in Chang Yuncheng’s tone, both Madam Xie and Qi Yue couldn’t help but look at him curiously, not understanding why he was suddenly so happy.

Does this child have masochistic tendencies – hearing his father is unhappy and others are gossiping makes him feel great? This was Qi Yue’s internal commentary.

Madam Xie thought he understood her hint about adding a new person, which was why he was happy.

“Nothing important – you go busy yourself,” she said, too lazy to look at Qi Yue anymore.

Qi Yue readily agreed and stood up to leave.

“Then I’ll also go down,” Chang Yuncheng quickly said. “Is Brother-in-law with Father? I’ll go see.”

Madam Xie stopped him.

“No, your brother-in-law didn’t come,” she said, having him sit down. “…Whose house are you visiting today?”

While mother and son talked here, Qi Yue walked out the door.

Chang Yuncheng watched the door curtain fall and finally sat down.

Qi Yue went straight back to her courtyard, waiting left and right without any sister coming to greet and pay respects.

“Go inquire whether she’s not coming,” she said with a frown.

The young maid hurried off.

“First Miss rarely returns – once every two years is already good. Her visits are always hurried, only seeing Madam and Concubine Huang. She’s never met the other misses individually – they all meet together at Madam’s place…” A’Ru explained nearby.

“No need to explain to me – I don’t mind,” Qi Yue laughed, looking at A’Ru. “I mean, if she’s not seeing me, while there’s time, I’ll go to Qianjin Hall to check on my students and wish them Happy New Year.”

Soon the young maid ran back, bringing with her an unfamiliar maid who respectfully kowtowed to Qi Yue upon entering. She said that because Concubine Huang had cried upon seeing her daughter and her health wasn’t good again, several misses were attending to her there. First Miss would pay respects to Young Madam during lunch, hoping Young Madam would be understanding.

“What did she say?”

In Concubine Huang’s room, Second Miss asked the returning maid while Third Miss also looked over nervously.

“Young Madam said nothing,” the maid replied.

Second Miss frowned.

“What was her expression then?” she asked again.

Before the maid could answer, a woman emerged from the inner room.

“She definitely won’t be happy – I was too rude…” she said in a timid voice.

This was First Miss Chang Chunlan. Behind her closely followed a four or five-year-old girl whose face was covered with cloth, concealing her mouth and face, leaving only two large eyes visible. She was dressed quite strangely.

Seeing this little girl, both Second Miss and Third Miss involuntarily frowned.

Though it was just a momentary frown, it fell into the little girl’s eyes. She lowered her head and hid behind First Miss again, wishing she could grow into her body.

Chapter 146: Liveliness
The Second Miss and Third Miss no longer looked at the little girl—more precisely, they deliberately ignored her.

“If you go, you won’t be lacking in propriety, but what will mother think when she finds out?” the Second Miss said. “Mother dislikes her so much, yet you’re getting close to her. Isn’t this adding to mother’s troubles?”

Chang Chunlan sighed and sat down. The little girl behind her stood close, head lowered, silent and motionless.

“When the in-laws are displeased, even someone like me has difficult days, let alone someone like her who doesn’t even have a natal family to rely on… I didn’t think much of it before, but now I find her truly pitiful. Second sister, third sister,” she said with a sigh, “we’re all women—we should be more considerate of her.”

The Third Miss nodded with some agreement.

The Second Miss shook her head.

“Why didn’t brother-in-law come?” she changed the subject.

When this question was asked, a look of anxiety appeared on Chang Chunlan’s face.

“He… he had matters to attend to and couldn’t come,” she said, lowering her head.

The Second Miss regretted asking this question. Brother-in-law Liu Chengyang had a dull personality, which really didn’t suit Marquis Dingxi’s refined tastes, so the marquis didn’t like him. Moreover, the originally noble Liu family had fallen on hard times—the old master had offended the emperor and been stripped of his official position, which implicated his descendants’ career prospects. Liu Chengyang had simply remained a child student until now, unable to even pass the xiucai examination, making him even more reluctant to visit his father-in-law’s home.

“He must be studying hard for the examination.”

“The county examination is coming up. Second brother is so learned, he’s sure to pass this time,” Chang Chunlan said with a smile.

“Yes, his scholarship was already good to begin with, and now for the sake of the concubine, he’s really pushing himself this time,” the Third Miss said, sighing. “He’s exhausted himself to illness.”

The word “concubine” made the First Miss and Second Miss fall silent, creating a slightly awkward atmosphere.

The Third Miss realized her topic was inappropriate and gave an embarrassed smile.

“It’s all my fault. Meeting you all during the New Year, instead of being happy, I’ve made everyone sigh and lament,” the First Miss said, sighing again. “No wonder father doesn’t like me—I’m truly an unlucky person.”

The atmosphere in the room became even more stifling. From inside came the sound of Concubine Huang’s coughing. Chang Chunlan quickly got up to go in, with the little girl naturally following behind.

The Second Miss and Third Miss exchanged glances and smiled bitterly.

“Why did eldest sister bring… her along too?” the Second Miss asked in a lowered voice, pointing toward the inner room.

The Third Miss knew what she was referring to. She glanced toward the inner room, then quickly looked away as if she had seen something inauspicious, and shook her head at the Second Miss.

Compared to the gloomy atmosphere here, Qianjin Hall was filled with joy.

“Thank you, Master,” a disciple said, receiving a red packet from Qi Yue’s hands and bowing respectfully.

“Happy New Year,” Qi Yue smiled, picking up another packet to hand to someone else. “Great fortune and prosperity.”

“Thank you, Master,” that disciple said happily yet somewhat shyly, bowing in salute.

Liu Pucheng watched with a smile nearby, when he suddenly saw Qi Yue walking over with a smile.

“What? I get one too?” he laughed.

Qi Yue extended her hand toward him.

“Teacher, you’re my elder—where’s my red packet?” she smiled.

Liu Pucheng laughed heartily and indeed pulled one from his sleeve to place in Qi Yue’s hand.

“Happy New Year, great fortune and prosperity,” he said, mimicking Qi Yue’s words.

Qi Yue respectfully bowed in thanks.

“Alright, alright, the red packets have been distributed. Now let’s check homework,” Qi Yue said, clapping her hands at the chattering, laughing disciples.

The disciples immediately took out their suturing practice leather pieces.

“Oh no, I forgot to bring mine,” Que Zhi said.

“You’re always with me—I can check yours anytime,” Qi Yue laughed, taking the leather piece handed over by Hu San, who had pushed through the crowd to be first.

“Well then, I’ll do some suturing practice right here. The young madam is busy at home anyway, so I won’t trouble you further,” Que Zhi said with a smile.

Qi Yue hadn’t expected her to be so studious. She hadn’t seen her practice much, yet she dared to do suturing on the spot. With some curiosity, she smiled and nodded.

Que Zhi then looked at the other disciples.

“Which of you brothers will lend me a piece of leather and some needle and thread?” she said.

This single call of “brothers” made half the disciples go weak in the knees, scrambling frantically to get her supplies.

A’Hao pursed her lips to the side.

“She’s doing it on purpose,” she whispered to A’Ru.

A’Ru smiled knowingly.

“She just likes to show off—nothing more than that,” she whispered back.

Sure enough, Que Zhi’s on-the-spot suturing won a chorus of amazement from the other disciples. Even Qi Yue praised her with satisfaction, making Que Zhi beam with pride.

“Sister A’Ru, your suturing skills are even better, aren’t they?” Hu San said with a pout, then quickly put on a smile for A’Ru.

A’Ru gave him a look.

“Not particularly,” she answered simply.

Hu San laughed awkwardly.

“Well, A’Ru is the best at everything else anyway…” he continued.

A’Hao watched him with bright eyes.

“Anyway, Sister A’Ru is the best at everything,” she picked up his words.

“Right, right,” Hu San said, nodding like a pecking chicken, having found a kindred spirit.

A’Hao laughed behind her hand, and her laughter made A’Ru blush slightly.

“Go stand farther away,” she glared and whispered sharply.

Hu San laughed and agreed repeatedly, indeed hurrying away.

“Sister A’Ru, he really listens to you,” A’Hao laughed even harder, hugging A’Ru’s arm and whispering.

A’Ru’s face grew redder, and she glared at A’Hao.

After Qi Yue finished checking the disciples’ practice and praised them thoroughly, the atmosphere in Qianjin Hall became even more festive.

“There’s more good news,” Liu Pucheng said during a break when he invited Qi Yue to rest and have tea.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up. Without saying anything, she pointed to both sides.

Liu Pucheng smiled and nodded.

Qi Yue let out a “wah” and jumped up in celebration.

“How much money?” she asked eagerly.

“We’re still negotiating. It might be a bit higher than the usual price…” Liu Pucheng said.

“No problem, no problem,” Qi Yue smiled. “Let me know when you’ve agreed on the price.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

This news made Qi Yue unable to sit still.

“I’ll head back first then,” she said, hurrying off. “I need to make a floor plan to see how to arrange everything. Those tools, beds, and such all need to be made quickly. It would be best to open right after the New Year… There’s also training needed—emergency and clinic nurses. Oh my, so much to do! I’m going back first…”

Liu Pucheng watched the girl hurry away in a fluster, smiling.

What should he do?

Liu Pucheng thought for a moment, then took out needle, thread, and leather from under his desk. Squinting his somewhat dim eyes, he began to slowly suture.

When Qi Yue entered the gate, Chang Yuncheng was coming out with a dark expression.

“What are you running around for during the New Year?” he said irritably, swinging the horse whip in his hand back and forth.

Qi Yue paid him no attention.

“I’m heading out,” Chang Yuncheng had to say himself.

“Lord, take care,” Qi Yue smiled.

The smile was reasonably sincere, so Chang Yuncheng grunted in acknowledgment.

“I’ll be back before dinner,” he added.

Qi Yue was mentally calculating how to organize and arrange things and draw up floor plans. Hearing this, she grunted in response.

“Why aren’t you leaving yet? Will you still make it in time for lunch? How rude,” she said, looking up at the sky.

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened. He shot the woman an irritated look, cracked his whip, and the horse charged forward. The young servants and attendants behind him hurried to keep up.

“Young Madam, the Lord was specifically waiting for you,” Que Zhi whispered with a smile.

“Waiting for me? Did he have something to say?” Qi Yue asked, puzzled. She turned to look at Chang Yuncheng and his group, now distant. He hadn’t said anything, had he?

Que Zhi giggled.

Her laughter made Qi Yue suddenly realize, and her face grew hot.

How could that be! This man was unpredictable, like wind and rain—abnormal to begin with.

“Hurry, hurry, don’t delay the family banquet. There are relatives visiting today,” Qi Yue said, striding ahead quickly.

Seeing her slightly flustered appearance, Que Zhi and A’Ru exchanged glances.

“The Lord and Young Madam are getting along better and better,” Que Zhi smiled.

Though A’Ru agreed in her heart, knowing she was the only one who knew the Young Madam’s secret, she didn’t want to discuss the Young Madam’s affairs with others, especially such intimate matters.

“Come on, let’s hurry. There’s still plenty to be busy with,” she said, changing the subject.

Que Zhi secretly pursed her lips, smiled, and nodded, hurrying to follow.

The lunch banquet was set in Juchun Pavilion. When Qi Yue arrived, quite a few people were already seated in the room, including two unfamiliar faces—one young, one older. These must be Concubine Huang, who had been ill and hadn’t left her quarters, and her daughter Chang Chunlan. Qi Yue walked over with a smile and called out “Mother.”

Madam Xie couldn’t be bothered to acknowledge her, pretending not to see her and continuing to speak with the heavily dressed Concubine Huang.

Ignoring the surrounding gazes, Qi Yue calmly took a seat to the side, her eyes falling on the First Miss across from her.

One glance startled her. Wasn’t this First Miss only twenty-four or twenty-five years old? How did she look like she was in her thirties?

As for her appearance, she couldn’t be called beautiful—especially not in the Marquis Dingxi’s manor, where beauties were as numerous as clouds—but she wasn’t ugly either. Just ordinary.

“Young Madam,” she stood up, head lowered, seeming uncomfortable under Qi Yue’s scrutiny.

“Please sit quickly. Elder sister must be tired from the journey, and it’s cold too. Please sit down,” Qi Yue smiled.

Chang Chunlan hesitated. The Second Miss beside her tugged at her sleeve from below. Chang Chunlan, who had been about to say something, sat down.

“Elder…” Qi Yue was about to make small talk when Madam Xie spoke first.

“Yesterday’s food was too rich. I have no appetite and won’t be joining you for the meal. I’ve also invited a theater troupe. You sisters should enjoy yourselves properly. The marquis won’t be coming, so you can be at ease,” she said, standing up. “The food here is all prepared for you young people. You’re used to medicinal cuisine, so don’t eat randomly.”

This was directed at Concubine Huang, who smiled and nodded.

“I should return as well. I’ve never been out this long before—my body can’t handle it,” she said weakly.

Everyone then rose to see off Madam Xie and Concubine Huang.

“There’s even a theater troupe?” Qi Yue asked with a smile. Before she’d finished speaking, she saw the three misses, who had just sat down, standing up again.

“Young Madam, we ate late this morning and aren’t hungry now. We’d like to go see Third Young Master. We’ll take our leave first,” the Second Miss said.

Qi Yue was momentarily stunned, then smiled.

“Go ahead,” she replied readily.

Seeing her smile, the First Miss and Third Miss hesitated for a moment, but were pushed by the Second Miss. They all bowed again and withdrew.

The originally lively room suddenly became quiet. In the vast room and at the banquet, only Qi Yue remained seated.

This was really… quite embarrassing…

The attending maids and servants couldn’t help but lower their heads.

“Too much,” A’Hao whispered.

These few misses were clearly doing this on purpose.

“Such a waste,” Qi Yue said, looking at the array of delicacies and clicking her tongue twice. She picked up her chopsticks to eat while having wine poured.

“Not bad, not bad. Mother still cares for the younger sisters very much—these dishes are all top quality,” she said with a smile, then asked, “Where’s the theater troupe? Didn’t you say there was one? They haven’t left too, have they?”

The servants broke into a sweat and quickly stepped forward to say they hadn’t left.

“Then summon them—let the performance begin,” Qi Yue smiled, gesturing to the servants and maids. “Don’t just stand there either. A’Ru alone can serve me. The rest of you get small stools and sit down. A’Hao, distribute these dishes to everyone. Let’s all eat and watch the performance together. It’s the New Year—let’s have a proper celebration.”

At this point, she winked and grinned.

“It’s coming from the public coffers, so let’s not waste it.”

The servants had come to understand their young madam’s temperament to some extent and knew she meant what she said. They all thanked her and did as instructed. The little maids who heard the news also boldly came running over, some standing, some squatting. The lucky ones got a plate of food, while the unlucky ones only managed to grab a handful of fruit.

The gongs and drums clashed on the stage as the performance began. Juchun Pavilion was suddenly filled with lively celebration.

Chapter 147: The Person
After the First Miss left, she felt very uneasy the whole way.

“This way, the Young Madam is truly too humiliated…” she whispered.

“This humiliation isn’t something we wanted to give her,” the Second Miss said, turning back. “It’s mother who wants to give it to her. If we don’t leave, then we’d be humiliating mother. Elder sister, do you want to offend mother for this insignificant person?”

The First Miss naturally didn’t dare, lowering her head and making compliant sounds.

Seeing her like this, the Second Miss became somewhat anxious.

“Elder sister, your temperament is too… sometimes you need to be more assertive,” she said.

The First Miss smiled bitterly.

“What right do I have to be assertive…” she murmured. “A concubine-born daughter, father doesn’t like me, and I gave birth to such a…”

She stopped abruptly at this point, finally sighing and lowering her head.

The Second Miss and Third Miss exchanged glances.

“Elder sister, actually, why must you… insist on bringing Yan’er…” the Second Miss hesitated before speaking.

The First Miss’s steps paused.

“Because I gave birth to her,” she said. Though she still kept her head down, there was a stubborn note in her voice.

The Second Miss was about to say more when the Third Miss reached out to tug at her, shaking her head in warning. The Second Miss sighed and fell silent.

On the way, seeing little maids running about wildly, the Second Miss couldn’t help but scold them.

“What are you doing? Just because it’s New Year, there are no rules?” she said.

“The Young Madam is distributing fruit at Juchun Pavilion and letting everyone watch the opera,” the little maids quickly explained.

The three misses couldn’t help but freeze, turning to look. Indeed, the sound of gongs, drums, and music could be heard from Juchun Pavilion.

This was acceptable?

The three exchanged glances, not knowing what expression to make.

“Her face is truly thick…” the Second Miss finally said. “No wonder she once had to beg for food…”

With complex expressions, the three came to Third Young Master Chang Yunqi’s quarters.

Chang Yunqi’s fever had broken and his spirits were somewhat low, but he was no longer in serious condition.

Since they had all grown up under the old lady’s care, he was very happy to see Chang Chunlan.

“How did you become so worn out?” Chang Chunlan said with concern. “Third brother, your scholarship is good—the county examination won’t be a problem. You don’t need to be like this.”

Chang Yunqi smiled and said it was nothing.

The Second Miss sneered from the side.

“If it were just for the county examination, becoming like this wouldn’t be shameful. But I’m afraid it’s for those improper thoughts, isn’t it?” she said coolly.

“Whatever it’s for, I’m willing,” Chang Yunqi said calmly.

They were blood siblings from the same parents, but their relationship had always been somewhat strange.

“I just don’t understand—for that woman, what exactly are you trying to achieve? Pass the imperial examination? Earn her an official wife’s rank?” the Second Miss said with a cold laugh. “Don’t be foolish! What exactly are you confused about? Always thinking about that woman!”

Chang Yunqi raised his head to look at her.

“Because I was born from her,” he said calmly, neither hurried nor irritated.

At these words, the room fell silent.

The First Miss felt tears flowing down uncontrollably.

“Young Master, the kitchen has sent food,” a maid announced from outside, breaking the awkward atmosphere in the room.

Two servants each carried food boxes, smiling as they bowed to the misses one by one while setting out the meal.

“Why is it specially prepared again? I’m already better—just give me the regular portions,” Chang Yunqi said, looking at the food on the table.

“Young Master, this was specifically ordered by the Young Madam, and she personally designed the menu. She said this is… is…” one servant replied with a smile, unable to remember the term the Young Madam had used, and looked to the other servant.

“Student meal,” the other servant said with a smile.

Chang Yunqi couldn’t help but laugh. Where did all these strange ideas come from…

Looking at the four dishes and one soup on the table—personally selected by her…

“Who?” the Second Miss asked, not having heard clearly.

“The Young Madam,” the servant quickly answered, setting the food box aside. “The Young Madam said Third Young Master has an examination coming up, so this is a major family matter. What he eats, drinks, and uses should be specially prepared. This is called… called…”

“Called ‘one person taking exams, whole family mobilized,'” the other servant picked up, smiling.

What? What nonsense was this?

The Second Miss was too surprised to know what to say.

“I was wondering—a few days ago when I went to the flower garden, I met a maid from your quarters selecting flowers. The flower garden woman, who usually acts superior because of the Young Madam’s favor, was personally accompanying her. When I asked, she said something about examination preparation, maintaining a cheerful mood by looking at flowers and plants—such nonsense. I thought she had changed her ways…” the Third Miss said, remembering something.

Chang Yunqi smiled without speaking.

So this was also her arrangement…

The Second Miss kept a straight face and said nothing.

“Third Young Master, you must eat well. They’ll check when we return, otherwise we won’t be able to explain to the Young Madam,” the servant said with a smile, bowing as she withdrew.

Chang Yunqi picked up his chopsticks with a smile.

“The Young Madam really arranged this?” the First Miss asked, unable to hide her surprise. “Isn’t she… isn’t she…”

Wasn’t she nearly killed by Concubine Zhou?

How could…

“This is just how she is,” Chang Yunqi paused with his chopsticks and said calmly. “Excuse me, I’ll eat first.”

He lowered his head and began eating.

The three misses in the room sat in stunned silence.

What kind of person was she…?

Qi Yue enjoyed this meal very much, and the maids around her had a lot of fun too. Someone suggested passing flowers while beating drums, and Qi Yue joined in with interest. As a result, several bold maids deliberately kept the flowers in their hands several times, causing her to drink several extra cups of wine and tell a few jokes. However, her usually tried-and-true jokes didn’t make anyone laugh.

“Hey, a piece of candy was walking in the snow and felt very cold, so it turned into rock sugar… isn’t that funny?” Qi Yue said indignantly, looking at the maids’ stiff faces.

The maids then laughed dutifully.

Qi Yue clicked her tongue, stood up, and tossed the flower in her hand to the next person.

“Keep playing. I’m going to the toilet,” she said.

A’Ru and A’Hao were about to follow.

“Don’t follow me. We’re at home—I’m not a three-year-old child who needs to be followed everywhere,” Qi Yue stopped them, waving her hand. “Keep playing, tell them a few more jokes to restore my dignity.”

A’Ru and A’Hao both laughed and sat down to continue playing as she instructed.

Qi Yue left the crowd. Instead of going to the toilet, she slowly wandered around the small courtyard. Snow still accumulated on the trees, and red plum blossoms bloomed brilliantly. Standing here, she could hear the opera performance from the stage—truly enjoying flowers and opera simultaneously. She couldn’t help but stop, and was about to look more closely when she heard an “aiya” from behind the rocks, followed by the sound of stones hitting the ground, then several cries of pain as a small figure tumbled before her eyes.

It was a child, a four or five-year-old who had fallen from the rocks.

“Oh my, child, why did you climb so high? There’s snow too,” Qi Yue quickly went to help, scolding as she did.

But the child was so frightened that she trembled all over, struggling to get up and run. Just as she managed to stand, she fell again.

Qi Yue reached out to support her.

It was a little girl.

“Why are you running? Let me see if you’re hurt,” she said with a smile, trying to turn the child around.

The child was shaking like a sieve.

“Mama, mama… I’m looking for mama…” she finally couldn’t control her fear and cried out, her voice unclear—whether from crying or from hurting her mouth in the fall.

“Who is your mother?” Qi Yue quickly asked, seeing the child’s somewhat shabby dress and assuming she was a servant’s child. “I’ll help you call her.”

As she spoke, she helped the child sit properly and saw the child’s face, freezing momentarily.

Was this person wearing a mask?

The child’s hat had fallen off, and a square cloth covered her face, now loosened.

The child struggled to run but was held by the arm. Her large eyes were filled with terror, and suddenly she reached out and pulled off the cloth.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but widen her eyes and cover her mouth with her hand.

Scream! Scream! Are you scared to death?

The child waited for the woman before her to scream and faint like all the others who had seen her, then she could run away.

But to her surprise, the woman only widened her eyes.

“My God, cleft lip and palate!” Qi Yue exclaimed, pressing her hand on the child’s small shoulder. “How old are you? Let me see.”

Because of the two incidents at Juchun Pavilion and Third Young Master’s quarters, the three misses lost interest in talking and soon dispersed.

Chang Chunlan walked back to Concubine Huang’s courtyard feeling restless.

“Miss, have you thought about what to tell the madam? We need some excuse for staying like this,” the woman following her whispered anxiously.

“I… I…” Chang Chunlan stammered, unable to speak.

The woman couldn’t help but sigh and was about to say something when she saw a little maid from Concubine Huang’s courtyard running toward them.

“First Miss, did Little Miss come looking for you?” the little maid called out.

Chang Chunlan was greatly alarmed.

“No, isn’t she staying here?” she asked urgently.

“Just now, just now, Little Miss ran out by herself…” the little maid said timidly.

They searched everywhere around Concubine Huang’s courtyard but couldn’t find her.

“Where could she have gone…” Chang Chunlan covered her face and cried in the room.

Concubine Huang sat nearby, her face even more wan from anxiety.

“As long as she doesn’t frighten anyone…” she murmured, especially the marquis. If by any chance the marquis saw her…

Concubine Huang shuddered.

“Why did you bring her here!” she slammed the table and shouted. “Why must you keep her!”

Chang Chunlan fell to her knees before Concubine Huang with a thud.

“Mother, I know you’re thinking of me, but Yan’er is my daughter. You worry about everything for my sake, so how can I be heartless and abandon her?” she cried, hugging Concubine Huang’s legs.

Concubine Huang also burst into tears, embracing her shoulders.

“My poor child, what sins have we committed?” she cried.

Just as they were crying together, the little maids outside became excited.

“Little Miss has returned.”

This made the mother and daughter in the room startle and quickly stand up.

A pretty maid led the little girl inside.

“Where did you go? Why did you run around!” Chang Chunlan grabbed the little girl and immediately struck her back several times hard, sobbing as she scolded.

The little girl didn’t cry when beaten.

“I wanted to find mama…” she said, hugging Chang Chunlan’s legs.

Chang Chunlan’s raised hand could no longer come down.

“These are fruits Little Miss likes to eat. The Young Madam had them packed in a box—I’ll leave it here,” the previously ignored pretty maid said, placing a box on the table.

Only then did Chang Chunlan think to look at her. Having been married and away for so long, she barely knew any of the household maids and didn’t know how to address her.

“Which courtyard are you from, sister? Thank you so much,” she said gratefully, glancing carefully at her daughter and seeing that her face cloth was properly tied, feeling slightly relieved.

“Are you A’Hao from the Young Madam’s quarters?” Concubine Huang suddenly asked, standing up from the kang.

A’Hao smiled at them.

“Yes, this servant takes her leave,” she said, bowing again before withdrawing.

Concubine Huang and Chang Chunlan remained in the room, still in shock.

“Could it be that she ran to the Young Madam’s place?” Concubine Huang murmured.

“I went to find mama, and then there was a painted-face actor doing somersaults on the stage… so I hid on the mountain to watch… then I met a very beautiful lady…” Yan’er described intermittently.

Concubine Huang and Chang Chunlan exchanged glances, confirming that she had encountered Qi Yueniang.

“As long as she didn’t frighten her,” Chang Chunlan said.

Here, Yan’er climbed onto the kang and took out fruit from the food box, lifting her face cloth to put it in her mouth.

Concubine Huang watched the child eating. Although she still wore the face cloth, it couldn’t hide the horrible sight of her mouth and nose that occasionally showed through. She couldn’t help but turn away, then suddenly turned back.

“Yan’er!” she called out. “Did you eat something at the Young Madam’s place?”

Chapter 148: I Am Willing
The little girl was startled, nodded while holding the fruit in her hand.

That meant the Young Madam had seen her appearance?

Concubine Huang and Chang Chunlan’s faces filled with alarm.

“This is terrible. You should leave quickly,” Concubine Huang said. “The marquis listens to the Young Madam most of all. If he finds out she was frightened, or if she says something, you’ll never be allowed through the gates of Marquis Dingxi’s manor again in your lifetime…”

Chang Chunlan’s face filled with fear. The little girl suddenly reached out and tugged at her sleeve.

“Mama, that lady wasn’t afraid of me…” she said. “She even looked at my face…”

Because of her mouth and nose condition, her speech was breathy and unclear, but Concubine Huang and Chang Chunlan heard this sentence clearly, their expressions becoming even more troubled.

“Also, she personally fed me this…” Yan’er held up the fruit to show Chang Chunlan. “I said it was delicious, so she gave me so many…”

This they had witnessed themselves. Yan’er was timid and would never dare ask people for things, so someone must have offered voluntarily.

Could this Young Madam be…

“Oh right, this Young Madam is a divine physician,” Concubine Huang suddenly realized. “She dares to cut open people’s bellies—naturally she wouldn’t be afraid of Yan’er’s condition.”

So that was it. Chang Chunlan sighed with relief, looking down at her happily eating daughter, her feelings complex.

“Yan’er, how did the Young Madam… treat you?” she couldn’t help asking.

“The lady held me on her lap… asked how old I was and what my name was… what I liked… and fed me fruit…” the little girl immediately said happily, her eyes bright. Clearly this had been a pleasant experience for her. She spoke quickly, becoming even more unclear.

In all her years, apart from herself, no one had been willing to actively hold the child. Even her husband, who could tolerate their daughter, wouldn’t do so. No one dared look at Yan’er’s face and still speak so calmly, or rather, no one was willing to look at Yan’er’s face—even she herself didn’t dare look…

Chang Chunlan looked at her daughter’s unprecedented happy expression and sighed with a heavy heart.

“Mother, what kind of person do you think this Young Madam is?” she asked in a low voice.

Concubine Huang sighed.

“I can’t see through her,” she murmured. “I’ve never met someone like this…”

When Chang Yuncheng returned, it wasn’t too late. Upon entering, he first looked toward Qi Yue’s side and saw the woman sitting at her desk. His heart unconsciously relaxed—good, she hadn’t run off again.

“You’re back?” Qi Yue naturally heard the maids’ reports and leaned out sideways to greet him with a tilted head.

Seeing this woman’s smiling face as she leaned slightly out from the inner room, Chang Yuncheng felt very comfortable.

“How improper,” he said with a stern face, taking off his cloak. “I’ve returned and you’re still sitting there.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, biting her brush.

“Oh, so if I’m not sitting, should I be lying down?” she said casually.

Chang Yuncheng tossed his cloak to a maid and stepped forward. Hearing her words, he froze momentarily.

Lying down…

He couldn’t help but shiver slightly, seeing before his eyes the image of this woman lying on the bed, smiling slightly at him…

The alcohol that hadn’t yet dissipated instantly sparked a flame in his eyes.

Bright lamplight, warm brazier fire, thick drawn curtains and bed hangings, plus the woman sitting quietly over there—truly a peaceful and warm evening.

Qi Yue didn’t like being served, so there were originally no maids in the room. Chang Yuncheng waved his hand, and the two maids attending him quickly withdrew.

Qi Yue had spoken casually and forgotten about it, seriously sketching various floor plans, when suddenly she felt heat behind her—someone had sat down behind her.

Qi Yue jumped in fright.

“What are you doing?” She immediately stood to avoid him, simultaneously smelling the faint alcohol on Chang Yuncheng. “You’ve been drinking?”

“Obviously,” Chang Yuncheng said curtly, reaching out to press down on Qi Yue’s shoulders.

The woman who had stood up immediately sat back down.

“Chang Yuncheng, three strikes and you’re out—weigh this carefully in your mind,” Qi Yue simply stopped trying to hide, sitting up straight and speaking sternly.

The scent emanating from the man was all too clear…

“Weigh what? Can weighing make babies!” Chang Yuncheng growled in a low voice, unceremoniously reaching out to pull this woman into his embrace.

What was this bastard thinking! Sperm had gone to his brain! Looking so proper with his stern face all day, what was really in his head!

“You shameless man, what babies!” Qi Yue shouted angrily, raising her hand to struggle. She still held her brush, which jabbed into Chang Yuncheng’s face with this movement.

She was still using a brush made from trimmed goose feathers, which immediately left a mark on Chang Yuncheng’s face. Though it didn’t draw blood, it left a white mark.

“You wicked woman!” Chang Yuncheng leaned back and shouted.

Qi Yue was also startled and quickly reached out to turn his face and examine it.

“I didn’t poke your eye—what are you shouting about!” She sighed with relief.

Seeing that she had immediately reached out to check on him, Chang Yuncheng’s sullen mood disappeared and his heart itched as he again reached out to hold her.

“Chang Yuncheng, I’m telling you, if you treat me like this again, I’ll move out right now,” Qi Yue said sternly, letting him hold her without struggling or moving.

This wicked woman always dared to say and do anything. If she moved out in the middle of the night, the whole manor would know by dawn!

“If you can take one step out of this room, I’ll take your surname,” Chang Yuncheng said angrily, his arms tightly binding her to him.

“Chang Yuncheng, you’re doing this again!” Qi Yue trembled with anger, raising her hand to grab his ear. “Are you even a man! What do you take me for? A plaything to vent on?”

“You crazy woman, why is your mind always unclear! What do you think I take you for! You’re my woman, my wife,” Chang Yuncheng hadn’t expected this woman to be so savage. His ear hurt from being pulled as he tilted his head to shake free, speaking in a hoarse voice. “You’re the wife who will bear my children—that’s why I’m like this! If I weren’t like this, how would we have children!”

These crude, blunt words crashed into Qi Yue’s ears. She couldn’t help but freeze—damn it, how was it that she seemed to hear some tenderness in these words…

“Now you want to have children, but before you treated me like that…” She spat and shouted.

“Don’t bring up the past with me again. I didn’t want to before, but now I do—isn’t that allowed?” Chang Yuncheng was also agitated, spitting as he spoke.

“Why didn’t you want to before but want to now!” Qi Yue also said urgently.

“How should I know!” Chang Yuncheng said angrily. “Not wanting means not wanting, wanting means wanting—why so many whys!”

Their conversation seemed a bit strange…

Qi Yue opened her mouth.

“You, you’re like grass on the wall! Sometimes wanting, sometimes not wanting. Now you want to, but what if you regret it later? Will you tell me to get lost again?” she said angrily.

“Am I that kind of person? You really underestimate me!” Chang Yuncheng shouted, feeling refreshed after all this shouting back and forth. Looking at this woman before him with her flushed face and wide eyes, like an enraged little beast, his dissipated desire rose again. He reached out to push Qi Yue toward the bed. “You woman just talk too much—let’s get to business…”

Get to your sister’s business!

When did this kind of thing become business!

“You dare! Now it’s not about whether you want to or not—I don’t want to! If you dare force me again, I’ll die to show you!” Qi Yue shouted.

Chang Yuncheng’s movements stopped.

“What did you say?” he asked, as if hearing something very strange.

“I said I don’t want to have children with you right now,” Qi Yue said through gritted teeth.

“What could a woman possibly want or not want?” Chang Yuncheng indeed heard something strange and frowned.

Qi Yue choked and stared at him.

This man… his mind really wasn’t normal!

“Always talking nonsense…” Chang Yuncheng muttered again, deciding to temporarily ignore these boring matters and continued reaching out to pull at this woman…

The room was so warm—why was this wicked woman wearing so much…

Qi Yue came to her senses and raised her hand to slap him repeatedly.

“Lunatic! Now I don’t like you—do you understand? I don’t want to sleep with you!” she shouted.

This woman was so noisy!

“Then when will you want to sleep with me!” Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath, stopped his hands, and asked.

This question could choke someone to death. Qi Yue stared at him.

“When I want to,” she said through gritted teeth. “I don’t know when I’ll want to either. All I know is I don’t want to now! You bastard, get away!”

Chang Yuncheng stared at her.

After all this commotion, the alcohol had worn off and desire had faded. Chang Yuncheng released her, sighed, and sat on the bed.

“Pour me tea,” he said.

Qi Yue angrily stepped away, adjusting her clothes and spitting.

Chang Yuncheng sat sullenly for a moment, then had to do it himself.

Thinking about what had just happened, then looking at Chang Yuncheng now sitting calmly, Qi Yue felt awkward.

If this were modern times, she would have called the police long ago, or never spoken to this man again. But strangely, why could she still stand here calmly as if nothing had happened?

Oh right, perhaps it was because their relationship was husband and wife. Although souls had changed, no one knew that. In everyone’s eyes, they were husband and wife…

Husband and wife…

“Chang Yuncheng,” she called after hesitating for a moment.

Chang Yuncheng drank his tea and ignored her.

“Do you… really not want to divorce me anymore?” Qi Yue asked through gritted teeth.

“I’ve said I don’t want to divorce you,” Chang Yuncheng put down his teacup and said irritably. “Since we’ve already completed the ceremony, how can there be any reason to go back on it…”

“But you clearly don’t like me,” Qi Yue frowned.

“What does not liking have to do with not divorcing one’s wife?” Chang Yuncheng also frowned.

Right, Qi Yue suddenly understood. Not to mention ancient times—even in her parents’ generation, couples might not like each other but could still live together for a lifetime.

If you liked someone, you’d treat them better. If you didn’t like them, you’d just ignore them. You could still find someone you liked without moral constraints about bigamy or keeping mistresses.

“You’re thinking about this wrong,” Qi Yue hesitated, then decided to educate him. “You should only be together if you like each other. If you don’t like each other, there’s no need to force yourselves to be together…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with an expression that said he was looking at an idiot.

Qi Yue was annoyed by his look and slapped the table.

“Anyway, that’s how I think. Whether you understand or not, I don’t care, but don’t you dare force me again. Even if we’re to be husband and wife, it has to wait until I like you…” she said.

Although her words were still strange, at least this time she didn’t shout about separation and such. Chang Yuncheng drained his tea in one gulp.

“Too much talking. I’m going to sleep first,” he said, standing up and walking away.

Qi Yue was left standing there, somewhat dazed.

What had they been talking about that the conversation just ended abruptly?

What had just happened?

Had she said something she shouldn’t have?

Being husband and wife…

Good heavens, how could she… how could she…

Could she really try it…

Qi Yue turned to look at the bedroom across from her. Since when had the door there never been closed again, so she could see inside at a glance.

Inside, the man was taking off his outer clothes, revealing his muscular back.

This exhibitionist! Qi Yue’s face turned red as she quickly looked away, hurrying over to lower the curtain.

Chapter 149: Preparations
Regarding buying the shops on both sides, Liu Pucheng spoke very conservatively, but his actions were swift. Just after the tenth day of the first month, Hu San came at noon to say the deal was settled.

Standing in the parlor of the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s manor, Hu San couldn’t help looking around as he spoke.

The room was so warm…

The fragrance smelled good too, not like the overpowering incense burned in those wealthy city households…

So many pretty maids…

Of course, Sister A’Ru was still the prettiest…

This man was handsome too… a man!

Hu San collected his wandering thoughts and straightened up.

Chang Yuncheng held his teacup with a cold expression, looking at this shifty-eyed man.

“…so… because there are many things… to clear out… it will take… when will it…?” Hu San became more and more stuttered under Chang Yuncheng’s gaze, breaking out in cold sweat.

He always felt that the man sitting over there wasn’t holding a teacup but a knife—a knife that could strike him at any moment.

Qi Yue noticed Hu San’s nervousness and glanced at Chang Yuncheng. Why was this man sitting here when she was receiving guests?

“Aren’t you going to mother’s place?” she said.

“It’s still too early. Mother is reciting sutras,” Chang Yuncheng said flatly.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“Then go read in the inner room,” she suggested.

This wicked woman! Chang Yuncheng’s face grew very long.

“Pour tea,” he said, setting his teacup down heavily on the table.

This sudden sound startled everyone in the room, and Hu San nearly fell to his knees.

Oh, this awful man!

Qi Yue glared at him.

“Pour tea for the Lord,” she said, standing up. “You come with me to talk over here.”

Hu San hesitated for a moment. Heaven, earth, sovereign, parents, and teachers—the teacher was paramount. He followed Qi Yue into the side room under the chilly gaze from behind.

After Chang Yuncheng had drunk three pots of tea, he finally heard the man say his farewells.

“Master, I’ll take the blueprints for the master to see, but I think there’s no need to look. Whatever you say is how we’ll do it.”

Never forgetting to flatter, Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly through his nose. His gaze fell on a string of gourds on the table—small gourds carved with patterns of fairies and flowers, painted with lacquer, and strung together with red cord, looking exquisite.

This street vendor trash that cost three wen per string—he actually dared to give it as a gift! And that wicked woman actually held it in her hands like it was precious! So uncultured—if she saw the gourds in Prince Qinghe’s house, wouldn’t she be scared to death?

“A’Ru, go with him,” Qi Yue said. “I need to finish a few more blueprints.”

A’Ru responded affirmatively.

“Master, don’t tire yourself too much. Take your time arranging things…” Hu San quickly said.

A’Ru glared at him.

“Let’s go. Why do you talk so much?” she said quietly, pushing Hu San.

“Yes, yes, I can’t speak properly. Sister A’Ru, please teach me more…” Hu San immediately said.

This sycophantic climber!

Under Chang Yuncheng’s stare, Hu San forgot to bow and slunk out along the wall.

Chang Yuncheng finally felt the room was quiet. He exhaled and got up to go to the privy, but halfway there he returned to grab the string of gourds before striding inside.

The negotiations went quickly. The money was paid that very day, and all the property deeds were completed in one go.

Since it wasn’t appropriate to break ground during the first month, the excited Qi Yue could only first have various instruments made.

“What is this thing?” Chang Yuncheng asked, looking at the drawing on the paper in his hand.

Across the kang table, Qi Yue continued writing and drawing.

“Which one?” She heard him and looked up. “Oh, those are saws, chisels, and files for orthopedic surgery.”

“What surgery?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand and asked.

“Orthopedics—bone medicine, treating bone injuries… a specialty,” Qi Yue said.

“Like in battle when legs are chopped off or bones are crushed?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“You can cure those?” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help sitting up straight as he asked.

“Not necessarily. I’m not a deity who can cure everything. What can be cured will be cured; what can’t be cured can’t be forced,” Qi Yue said. She bit her brush and thought. “But on the battlefield, orthopedics is secondary. The most crucial thing is to stop bleeding and prevent infection—that’s battlefield emergency care… oh my…”

She waved her hand at this point.

“Don’t keep talking to me. I need to finish drawing quickly,” she said, lowering her head to continue writing and drawing. “Those specialties and emergency care can wait. A clever woman can’t cook without rice. Right now, the most urgent things are: first, prepare the equipment; second, train skills. Without equipment and people, even if I talk until the sky falls, it’s just entertainment.”

Chang Yuncheng frowned but swallowed the words he wanted to say, continuing to look through the drawings Qi Yue had completed.

Two lamps illuminated the pair. The room was very quiet, with only the rustling sounds of writing, drawing, and turning papers.

“Lord, Young Madam, late-night snack,” A’Ru came in and said, bringing two bowls of sweet soup.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue said with a smile, reaching out to take one.

This “thank you” made A’Ru couldn’t help but glance at Chang Yuncheng.

She was used to the Young Madam speaking this way, but would the Lord think…

“Mm, good that you know,” Chang Yuncheng picked up the conversation, also taking a soup bowl.

“Who’s thanking you? Don’t flatter yourself,” Qi Yue glared at him with a smile.

“I ordered it to be made,” Chang Yuncheng also glared back.

A’Ru watched the two of them and couldn’t help smiling, picking up the tray to withdraw.

“Oh, right,” Qi Yue stopped her. “The kitchen hasn’t stopped Third Young Master’s late-night snacks, has it?”

Chang Yuncheng made a long face as he poured soup into his mouth.

“No, they’re still making them according to those varieties you wrote down,” A’Ru smiled.

Only then did Qi Yue nod with relief.

After the late-night snack, Chang Yuncheng looked at the water clock and placed his hand over the papers on the table.

Qi Yue was just picking up her brush to write when she was startled.

“What are you doing?” she said.

“Time to sleep,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“You go sleep. You’ve been hanging around here all evening—you should have gone to sleep long ago,” Qi Yue said, trying to move his hand away with hers.

When Chang Yuncheng’s hand touched hers, he couldn’t help grasping it.

Qi Yue’s face turned red as she hastily pulled back.

“You have nothing to do during the day—don’t busy yourself blindly at night,” Chang Yuncheng resisted the urge to reach out again, raising his hand to touch his nose.

This man actually said such caring words—it was really too unusual…

Qi Yue felt somewhat uncomfortable and made an “oh” sound.

“You’re the one who’s busy for nothing,” she retorted after reacting, glaring at him.

Chang Yuncheng simply raised his hand and extinguished the lamp.

“You…” Qi Yue said helplessly.

Chang Yuncheng got up and walked toward the door.

Fine, I’ll humor your good intentions. Qi Yue smiled in the darkness and put down her brush.

Seeing that this woman had actually obediently stopped working against him, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but pause.

“Do you… want to now?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue was just lighting the night lamp when she heard this and froze.

“Want what?” she asked, puzzled.

This woman was so crude—did this kind of thing have to be spoken aloud!

“Sleep together!” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice.

This awful man!

“Get out, get out, get out,” Qi Yue threw her shoe at him.

Chang Yuncheng snorted and strode away with a flourish of his sleeves.

At midnight, Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie were also preparing to rest.

“I was just about to tell you something,” Madam Xie said while watching the little maid help Marquis Dingxi change clothes.

Marquis Dingxi had been drinking outside and was somewhat drunk, half-closing his eyes and grunting acknowledgment.

“How would it be if the Rao family’s daughter married into our family?” Madam Xie said.

Marquis Dingxi grunted with his eyes half-closed, then suddenly opened them wide.

“Who? The Shandong Rao family?” he asked.

Madam Xie knew he would have this expression and nodded with some satisfaction.

“Go, go,” Marquis Dingxi waved the maid away.

Sitting on the bed listening to Madam Xie’s account, Marquis Dingxi still couldn’t quite believe it.

“They actually fancy our Cheng-ge’er,” he said with some regret. “I thought it was to arrange a marriage for Qi-ge’er.”

What did he mean by “actually”? Madam Xie’s face darkened. With Chang Yunqi being just a concubine’s son, how could they fancy him? Not to mention having such a birth mother!

Thinking that this matter required Marquis Dingxi to handle it personally, Madam Xie forcibly suppressed her temper.

“If Cheng-ge’er can form a marriage alliance with the Rao family, Qi-ge’er’s future marriage prospects will naturally not be poor either. It’s better than having a beggar sister-in-law when spoken of,” she said.

Marquis Dingxi didn’t like hearing this either.

“A divine physician sister-in-law,” he corrected.

“No matter how divine, it can’t change one’s birth,” Madam Xie said flatly.

Marquis Dingxi didn’t want to continue this topic.

“Would the Rao family let their daughter be a concubine?” he asked. Were they crazy?

“Of course not,” Madam Xie said.

“Don’t even think about divorcing the wife,” Marquis Dingxi refused outright.

Never mind how much face his daughter-in-law had earned him—to go before the emperor and ask for this, he wasn’t that foolish.

Madam Xie quickly reached out to grab his sleeve.

“Not divorce—how could we divorce her? Wouldn’t that be contradicting His Majesty’s golden words?” she smiled, then explained the plan she had devised.

Marquis Dingxi listened for a long while without speaking.

“Let’s wait for Second Madam to bring news from the palace,” he finally said after a long time.

Madam Xie sighed with relief—this meant he agreed.

“Find an appropriate time to tell Cheng-ge’er and them,” she quickly said.

“I don’t care about these women and children’s affairs. You handle it as you see fit,” Marquis Dingxi said with some impatience, turning over to face inward and sleep.

When he wanted to manage things, he managed everything; when he didn’t want to manage, it became “women and children’s affairs.” This heartless, unrighteous, selfish man!

Madam Xie sneered inwardly but responded gently, exhaling as she lowered the bed curtain.

The next day, Madam Xie couldn’t wait to call Chang Yuncheng to tell him this good news, but the maid reported that the Lord had gone out. He left early, so he hadn’t disturbed the madam.

“It’s almost the fifteenth, and he’s still going out,” Madam Xie was somewhat displeased. Recently she felt her son seemed to come to her less and less, though Chang Yuncheng attending banquets and social calls during the first month was normal.

“What about the Young Madam?” Madam Xie asked again. It would be fine to tell this woman first. Thinking about what expression this woman would show, Madam Xie was somewhat eager.

“The Young Madam has also gone out,” the maid answered.

“Did she go out with the Lord?” Madam Xie was greatly alarmed.

“No,” the maid quickly answered. “Sister Qiu Xiang said she went to Qianjin Hall.”

Madam Xie sighed with relief, then showed a face full of disgust. Crude, improper woman! Since you love going to that lowly medicine shop so much, when the Rao family’s young lady enters the door, you can go live there to your heart’s content!

Madam Xie leaned against her pillow, smiling coldly.

That day wouldn’t be much longer!

Chapter 150: Commotion
Although it was still the first month, Qianjin Hall had resumed normal operations, though with fewer patients than usual, which freed up time for other matters.

Liu Pucheng had already found the craftsmen. Today when Qi Yue came, they discussed together how to connect the spaces and arrange everything.

Seeing how thoroughly these people could plan based on her rough sketches, Qi Yue was both delighted and impressed. She confidently left matters to the craftsmen while focusing her energy on her specialty.

“Our Qianjin Hall mainly treats injuries from falls and trauma. Most of these symptoms are caused by sudden incidents, accompanied by heavy bleeding and severed limbs. Treating these conditions is what’s commonly called severe trauma care…”

Qi Yue stood on the platform, using a wooden stick for explanation.

A whiteboard had already been hung on the wall, and charcoal sticks had been sharpened.

“…When emergency personnel receive notification and arrive at the scene, the first thing to do is eliminate life-threatening and injury-causing factors… Different patients require different methods of movement—this point is crucial…”

“…If the heartbeat stops, immediate on-site cardiac resuscitation and artificial respiration should be performed… Trauma bleeding, bandaging to stop bleeding… organ displacement…”

“Everyone has a general understanding now. Starting today, I will explain in detail how to assess injuries and how to treat each type of injury. First, we need to learn vital sign observation…”

“…Good, now does anyone have questions?”

Many hands immediately shot up in the room.

“Master, Master, what if we can’t see the pupils?”

“Master, Master, what do you mean by ‘assess but don’t diagnose’?”

Que Zhi was among them, raising her hand high. A’Hao beside her disapproved and reached out to pull her down.

“Why are you asking too? If you have questions, ask when we get back. Let them ask first,” she said.

Being around Qi Yue, A’Hao had gradually returned to her former bold and cheerful nature.

Knowing A’Hao’s position beside the Young Madam, Que Zhi giggled and lowered her hand.

“The Young Madam will be quite tired when we return. I’m embarrassed to bother her,” she smiled.

Here, Qi Yue was already surrounded by disciples asking questions.

Que Zhi watched the lively scene, exhaling with a smile in her eyes.

“It’s so good coming out with the Young Madam. Home is never this lively,” she said.

“Home is quite lively too,” A’Hao said, also looking over there.

“That kind of liveliness at home…” Que Zhi drew out her tone, repeating the phrase.

The two exchanged glances, both understanding the meaning, and giggled.

“Don’t talk. Listen when they’re asking questions—if you know it, deepen your understanding; if you don’t, you won’t need to ask again,” A’Ru turned from the front and made a shushing gesture.

Que Zhi and A’Hao stuck out their tongues and quickly stopped talking, listening attentively to the questions and answers ahead.

A’Hao was right—home was indeed lively. At this moment, in Concubine Huang’s courtyard, the sound of a child crying rang out.

“Nanny Yuan, Nanny Yuan, please let go, please let go, you’re scaring Yan’er…” Chang Chunlan desperately pulled at a woman’s arm, tearfully pleading.

The woman was in her forties, wearing a gray-blue jacket with her hair in a yuanbao style. Her face was white and tender—at first glance, she looked younger and more prosperous than Chang Chunlan.

“Second Young Madam, that’s quite an exaggeration. Who could scare the little miss? With the little miss looking like this…” she sneered, reaching out to pull at the face cloth covering Yan’er. “…she’s more likely to scare others…”

Yan’er cried even harder, pressing her hands firmly against her mouth and face, afraid the cloth would be pulled away.

“Nanny Yuan, considering I’m dying, let the young lady stay with me one more day before returning,” Concubine Huang chased out from inside, supporting herself against the door.

“Aunt, such words. A married daughter is like spilled water—how can there be such reasoning that she comes back whenever she wants and stays at her natal home whenever she pleases?” Nanny Yuan smiled, releasing Yan’er’s arm and patting her clothes with some disgust. “Moreover…”

She looked at Concubine Huang gasping while leaning against the door.

“You’re just a concubine. Our Second Young Madam is the First Miss of Marquis Dingxi’s manor—how is there any reason for her to keep you company?” she smiled with some contempt. “Forget it, the Second Young Madam is of noble status and I dare not request her myself. I’ll go speak with the Marchioness instead.”

With that, she turned and left.

Chang Chunlan comforted the wailing Yan’er while watching the woman leave, then hurried to chase after her.

“Nanny Yuan, Nanny Yuan, please…” As she chased, Yan’er suddenly left without her mother and cried even louder, also chasing behind.

Chang Chunlan was torn between the two, turned back to hold the child, felt weak all over and knelt on the ground, also bursting into tears.

This commotion alarmed others.

The Second Miss and Third Miss came upon hearing the news. Seeing the mother and daughter kneeling and crying on the ground, and Concubine Huang nearly fainting by the door, they panicked, calling maids to help Concubine Huang to bed and sending people to fetch a physician.

“…They want to take elder sister back?” The Second Miss listened to a nearby maid’s account and exchanged glances with the Third Miss. They really didn’t know what to say about this.

When in-laws came to fetch someone, making a fuss about not returning really couldn’t be justified.

“Elder sister, don’t worry. We’ll look after the concubine,” the Second Miss said gently. “These past few days you’ve seen that the concubine’s health has improved greatly. As long as she rests quietly and recuperates.”

Chang Chunlan held Yan’er, tears flowing continuously.

“Yes, elder sister, don’t worry,” the Third Miss also said.

“No, no,” Chang Chunlan couldn’t help shaking her head and crying. “They… they want to send my Yan’er to a temple…”

The Second Miss and Third Miss were greatly shocked, both looking at Yan’er hiding in Chang Chunlan’s arms, but both quickly looked away.

“Why suddenly… suddenly this?” the Second Miss asked after hesitating.

There had been trouble when Yan’er was just born. They heard that they wanted to drown the child then, but Chang Chunlan threatened to die, and with her husband Liu Chengyang protecting his wife and daughter, they kept the child.

She couldn’t help looking at the child again.

Due to eating difficulties, the child was thin and small, with sparse yellowish hair tied up. Her expression was as fearful as a little mouse, now clinging tightly to Chang Chunlan and crying loudly, making her even more pitiful.

Because of this child, Chang Chunlan couldn’t hold her head up in the Liu family. Even servants dared to scold her loudly.

All for this child—was it worth it?

If they had drowned her back then, wouldn’t today’s situation be avoided?

As young marital affection gradually faded, the husband who had once protected her had taken several beautiful concubines and fathered several children…

The Second Miss sighed. When a woman couldn’t hold her husband’s heart, she had nothing left.

Here, Chang Chunlan intermittently explained.

“…They say our second branch has no sons, all because of Yan’er… so before New Year, the old master wanted to send Yan’er away. That temple is dozens of li from home—it’s where families send women who’ve made mistakes. Adults who stay there for a year or two either go mad or become stupid. If Yan’er goes there, she won’t survive…”

At this point, Chang Chunlan held Yan’er and cried again, with Yan’er also crying loudly.

“…What did brother-in-law say?” the Third Miss asked.

The Second Miss glanced at the Third Miss and sighed. Was there need to ask? Which man didn’t care about offspring? Being able to fight against drowning such a child initially was already sufficient kindness.

Chang Chunlan indeed cried without speaking.

The Third Miss also sighed.

“I delayed past New Year, but was really forced with no other way… so I could only bring Yan’er here to hide…” Chang Chunlan continued crying.

“But hiding here isn’t a solution either,” the Third Miss frowned. “Can you hide for a lifetime? Moreover… moreover…”

Would father let her hide at home for a lifetime? That would undoubtedly mean the Liu family divorcing her.

Having a daughter divorced was something Marquis Dingxi absolutely could not tolerate.

“I’ll go beg mother,” Chang Chunlan stood up, saying in a trembling voice. “Beg mother to speak with the Liu family, not to send Yan’er to the temple. I’m willing, I’m willing to live in seclusion with Yan’er and never see people again…”

She stood up, and Yan’er also got up, clinging tightly to her clothes, afraid of being left behind.

Seeing her daughter like this, Chang Chunlan’s heart broke even more.

“Yan’er, stay here with aunt-grandmother. Mother will be back soon,” she steeled herself to leave her daughter behind and rushed out.

The Second Miss and Third Miss also stood up.

“Let’s also go beg mother,” the Third Miss said.

The Second Miss shook her head but said nothing, following along.

When they caught up, Chang Chunlan was already kneeling in the courtyard.

“Madam, the old master and old mistress are also thinking of the First Miss. After so many years of affection, they really don’t want to become estranged, but Second Master’s situation really can’t be justified…” Nanny Yuan sighed.

Madam Xie looked at Chang Chunlan kneeling and crying outside the door, then at Nanny Yuan, her face showing some hesitation.

“But the child is the mother’s precious darling, and she’s raised her so big…” she said.

“Madam, that you can say this truly shows you love the young lady. To be able to do what you do, Madam—not to be thick-skinned, but I’ve really seen few like you,” Nanny Yuan immediately said, looking at Madam Xie with some admiration.

A legitimate mother like her was truly exceptional. Madam Xie also considered herself such. Though she claimed not to need others’ approval, hearing such praise still made her happy.

“They’re all the marquis’s descendants—how can we distinguish between them?” she said.

“Exactly, but it’s precisely for the child’s sake that this must be done,” Nanny Yuan sighed. “Because of Yan’er’s presence, the Second Young Madam hasn’t given birth again until now. Tell me, how can this continue?”

Without a legitimate son, this main wife’s position was truly…

Madam Xie’s expression became serious as she nodded.

Seeing Nanny Yuan come out with some satisfaction, Chang Chunlan’s heart instantly sank into an ice cave.

“Mother, mother, please, please, this will kill Yan’er,” she cried, running toward the room.

Two servants stepped forward to stop her.

“First Miss, stop making trouble. Return quickly,” they urged.

Chang Chunlan turned to look at the Second Miss and Third Miss who had followed, her face full of pleading.

The Third Miss was about to say something when the Second Miss pulled her back.

“Elder sister, still listen to mother’s words,” the Second Miss said quietly.

Chang Chunlan looked at them, then at the room, lost and devastated. She bit her lip until it bled, then turned and ran out.

“I’ll go beg father…” she said.

The Second Miss and Third Miss were greatly alarmed.

“Elder sister, don’t go! If father finds out, it’ll be even worse,” the Second Miss called out.

Chang Chunlan had already run off.

“So foolish,” the Second Miss stamped her foot angrily. “Why must elder sister do this? Now it’s ruined—she’ll never be allowed through the door again!”

Just one child, and such a child at that—truly incomprehensible.

“Second sister, should we go see? If father gets angry…” the Third Miss said hesitantly.

The Second Miss glared back at her.

“You know father will be angry, yet you want to go,” she scolded quietly.

The Third Miss lowered her head.

Indeed, Marquis Dingxi, who was painting in his study, was already furious that this First Miss dared to barge in. Looking at his painting that had dripped ink from the shock, the anger of having his masterpiece ruined—these vulgar, ignorant, stupid women would never understand! Fury gathered in his heart, and when he heard Chang Chunlan’s pleas, he was both shocked and enraged.

“What? You actually brought that monster here?” he roared, hearing only this sentence and ignoring everything else.

“Father, father, Yan’er has nowhere to go. Please, father…” Chang Chunlan knelt and kowtowed, crying.

Just as she raised her head, an inkstone came flying at her face.

Chang Chunlan cried out in pain. The inkstone fell and cracked, while blood seeped from her forehead.

“Nowhere to go? So you come to harm me?” Marquis Dingxi erupted like a volcano.

But Marquis Dingxi wouldn’t curse like a woman. He only looked coldly at the woman kneeling on the ground.

“Throw her out,” he said.

Of course, it wasn’t the Liu family people who were thrown out.

Nanny Yuan watched Chang Chunlan being pushed and shoved by two servants, her eyes narrowing into slits from smiling.

She walked while clicking her tongue.

“What are you trying to achieve? Making us lose face too…” Nanny Yuan said, leisurely fixing her hair. “Being driven from your own father’s house—our Liu family feels this is really…”

Chang Chunlan was being pushed along, with Yan’er clinging tightly to her sleeve, crying as she followed. The adult’s crying and child’s wailing were truly pitiful.

“Stop crying, you jinx,” Nanny Yuan suddenly irritably raised her hand and slapped Yan’er. “Cry, cry—better to cry yourself to death so everyone can have peace.”

Yan’er, suddenly struck and already frightened, stumbled from this slap and fell to the ground with a thud.

Chang Chunlan quickly broke free from the servants and knelt to help the child.

“Heaven, it would be cleaner if she just died,” she trembled all over like chaff, her voice already hoarse, murmuring.

A nearby maid carefully tugged at Nanny Yuan’s sleeve.

“This is still Marquis Dingxi’s manor. Nanny should be more careful with words…” she whispered.

Nanny Yuan laughed coldly, looking around.

“Careful? What do I need to be careful about? Her own family doesn’t care—why should we be careful?” she smiled, not hiding her contempt as she looked at Chang Chunlan holding and crying over the child. “Better to die early—she’s been crying for so many years without dying…”

She reached out and roughly pushed Chang Chunlan.

“Hurry up, my lady!” she said.

“Oh my, where did this ‘lady’ come from? Really scared me to death.”

Suddenly a voice came from ahead.

Nanny Yuan looked toward the sound and saw several people standing by the second gate at some point.

Among them, three maids surrounded a beauty in silver-white plain satin with cold blue trim, a white silk cotton skirt, and wrapped in a large red feathered gauze cloak, who looked at her with a half-smile.

Chapter 151: Family
This is…

Nanny Yuan was stunned. She had never been to the Marquis Dingxi’s residence before – this was her first time. Apart from the Marchioness, she didn’t recognize anyone else.

The woman before her was truly a great beauty.

They all said that Marquis Dingxi was lustful and that the concubines and servants he kept were all stunning beauties.

So was this woman one of Marquis Dingxi’s beauties?

Chang Chunlan also heard this sound of laughter. She looked over with tear-blurred eyes. Somehow, seeing this woman’s smiling face, she felt her mind grow hot and her heart skip a beat…

“This lady…” After a moment of shock, Nanny Yuan came to her senses and looked over with a somewhat smiling expression. “I’m from the Liu family, the eldest miss’s in-laws…”

Before she could finish her words, she was interrupted.

“Steward!” Qi Yue suddenly called out loudly.

The steward, who had been hiding somewhere, immediately ran out.

“Are all the people in our household dead?” Qi Yue said with a dark expression as she looked at him.

The steward trembled – being as shrewd as he was, how could he not understand what this meant?

“Young Madam, this is… the Marquis ordered…” He hesitated and explained in a low voice.

Before he could finish speaking, he was spat at.

“Que Zhi.” She no longer looked at the steward and called out.

Que Zhi responded and walked toward Nanny Yuan with a smile.

“So this sister is the Young Madam…” Nanny Yuan had heard the steward’s form of address just now. Her face was full of surprise – surprised that this Young Madam was actually such a beauty. Then her expression turned disdainful. Oh, so this was that beggar Young Madam who was despised by the entire household…

Just as the disdain began to show on her face, she saw the pretty maid who had walked up to her raise her hand.

Slap! A crisp sound rang out.

Everyone on the ground was stunned. Apart from Chang Chunlan and Yan’er’s crying, there was no other sound.

Then came two more slaps – slap, slap.

Nanny Yuan finally came to her senses from the beating, covered her face, and let out a wail.

The young girls didn’t have much strength, but they still managed to make Nanny Yuan’s face turn purple and blue instantly.

“Consider yourself lucky.” Que Zhi looked at her own hands. The long nails she had originally cultivated had all been cut off because she needed to study medicine. Otherwise, these three slaps would definitely have drawn blood.

How could one be worthy of being someone’s maid if one beat people without drawing blood?

“You little hussy!” Nanny Yuan cried out in shock, anger, shame, and pain. “You little hussy! I…”

She raised her hand and swung it toward Que Zhi.

Que Zhi had already run several steps toward Qi Yue’s direction.

“Steward.” Qi Yue called out coldly. “Take a breath and let me have a look.”

This Young Madam’s way of speaking was really… interesting. She truly had the demeanor of our household’s young wastrel master…

The steward swallowed.

“Someone come!” he shouted while waving his hand.

Immediately there were answering voices, and seven or eight servants rushed out.

Qi Yue found it very strange how these people seemed to suddenly emerge from underground. Where had they all been hiding? To be unseen yet able to respond to summons at any time – it really wasn’t easy.

“Bold servant, how dare you offend our Young Madam! Throw her out!” the steward said with authority.

The servants responded in unison and surged toward Nanny Yuan and the others like fierce demons.

Wasn’t it said that this beggar daughter-in-law was worse than a servant in the household?

How was this anything like being worse than a servant? She was clearly more in charge than the Marquis himself!

“Young Madam, Young Madam.” Another nanny became anxious and quickly bowed. “We are from the young lady’s in-laws. We came specially to take the young lady back. The Marquis was also informed.”

The other servant women also hurriedly echoed her words.

Qi Yue, wrapped in her cloak, maintained the same posture throughout, her expression light with a faint smile.

“Is that so?” she said. “So you’re from my elder sister’s in-laws?”

Her gaze fell on Nanny Yuan, who was covering her face with an indignant expression.

“I thought kidnappers and thieves had entered our house.” Qi Yue smiled, looking at the maids on both sides and the steward. “But then I thought, no, that’s not right. Even kidnappers and thieves wouldn’t be so brazenly arrogant, acting as if all the people in our household were dead…”

The steward and servants felt their faces burn with shame from this slap and didn’t dare raise their heads.

The women from the Liu family finally reacted. Their expressions were also surprised. What? From the sound of it, was she going to stand up for justice?

“Young Madam, you’ve misunderstood. It was your Marquis who personally ordered the young lady to be beaten…” Nanny Yuan couldn’t help herself and stepped forward with a cold laugh.

“Misunderstood your head!” Qi Yue suddenly raised her voice, and her face lost its smile. She threw off her cloak and pointed at her with her hand. “What kind of thing are you! How dare you push and beat your own master?”

This sudden change of expression from the beauty stunned everyone.

Chang Chunlan stopped crying and looked at Qi Yue in disbelief.

She… what did she say?

“Beat someone? Hiding and beating so we can’t see and have to suffer in silence – that would be one thing. But to actually beat someone openly in our house in front of people! There’s no such way to bully people! Reasons? Misunderstandings? Stop wasting my time with nonsense! Our family’s young lady, no matter how bad she might be, has us to discipline her. When is it ever the turn of a servant to lay hands on her? Don’t even mention a servant woman – even if your Liu family’s old master came himself, let him try touching half a finger of our family’s young lady! This is truly unbearable! This is a slap in the face!” Qi Yue reached out and patted her own face, then looked at the steward. “When people have slapped us in the face like this, what are you all standing around for? Waiting for them to kick us too? Are you men or not?”

The steward and others came to their senses. The servants fiercely grabbed those servant women, one in each hand, and threw them toward the door, competing to prove that they were indeed men.

“Young Madam, Young Madam, you can’t do this…”

“Young Madam, we were sent by the old master to fetch someone. If you do this, don’t you want the young lady to return?”

Nanny Yuan was pushed down to the ground by a servant who was striving to prove himself. She had never been so humiliated in her life. She jumped up in anger and shouted.

“Find seven or eight people to escort these people back, and while you’re at it, ask the Liu family what they mean – whether this is servants bullying masters or something else. If our young lady did nothing wrong, then she’s suffered this humiliation for nothing, and we really can’t feel at ease letting her return. If there’s something inappropriate, please point it out so we can properly educate her and avoid bringing shame to our Marquis’s household at her in-laws’.” Qi Yue ignored them and turned to give instructions to the steward.

“Young Madam, rest assured. I’ll personally go to the Liu family to ask,” the steward said loudly.

Qi Yue looked at him with a half-smile.

“Oh my, Steward, you’re really brave. You’ve even scared me,” she said.

This sarcasm was well-delivered! The steward’s face burned with shame as he lowered his head, not daring to say half a word, watching as Qi Yue walked away.

“Why aren’t you quickly preparing the horses?” the steward shouted with full masculine vigor while straightening his fur coat.

Excellent! From now on, even when the Prince isn’t home, there would be a man to support the household…

The steward thought with satisfaction.

Here, Qi Yue helped Chang Chunlan to her feet and also reached out to help Yan’er up.

Before Chang Chunlan could speak, Yan’er threw herself into Qi Yue’s arms. Chang Chunlan was startled and hurriedly tried to pull her daughter away.

“Oh my precious one, look at you, you were frightened, weren’t you?” Qi Yue immediately crouched down to be at eye level with Yan’er, speaking with a face full of heartache. “Don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid. Auntie is here. If someone hits you, Auntie will hit them back.”

After all this crying and commotion, Yan’er’s face veil had already fallen off. Chang Chunlan watched as her daughter, who was despised by everyone, was held in the arms of the brightly dressed Young Madam. Snot and tears stained her sleeves, yet she didn’t mind at all, smiling and calling her “precious,” using a handkerchief to wipe her daughter’s face – that terrifying face…

Precious – she had never known that her daughter could be called that even once. Even if she died now, she wouldn’t have lived in vain…

Chang Chunlan covered her face and began to cry.

When they heard that Qi Yue had thrown out the Liu family’s people and stopped Chang Chunlan and Yan’er from leaving, soon everyone in the household knew. Apart from Madam Xie and the other masters who were shocked, the others had no particular reaction, because this Young Madam’s actions had already shocked them so many times that they had become numb to it.

“The Young Madam threw out the Liu family’s servant women…”

“Oh. Really?”

The servants’ question and answer were in bland tones. Perhaps for them, it would be shocking if the Young Madam didn’t do this.

“Do you know what you’re doing?”

In Madam Xie’s room, Madam Xie was in a towering rage, glaring at Qi Yue and shouting.

Marquis Dingxi sat to one side drinking tea.

“Lower your voice. Yueniang doesn’t know what’s going on,” he said hurriedly.

Such behavior! Madam Xie looked at Marquis Dingxi with indignation.

“A married daughter is like spilled water – she belongs to the Liu family. Returning without permission, staying beyond the allotted time – her in-laws have grounds to divorce her!” Madam Xie took a deep breath and continued glaring at Qi Yue. “What are your intentions? Do you think you’re helping your elder sister? You’re harming her! Have you gone mad from wanting to show off?”

“But they were beating people. Even a servant woman dared to treat elder sister that way. What kind of life must elder sister be living at home day to day?” Qi Yue said with an incredulous expression.

“Whatever kind of life she’s living, it’s her own life. It’s not your place to interfere. Now look what you’ve done – you’ve driven them away. What if the Liu family divorces her?” Madam Xie shouted angrily.

“Divorce her?” Qi Yue laughed. “My heavens, they still have the face to talk about divorce? If they don’t provide an explanation, they shouldn’t expect elder sister to return. What divorce? It’s not their turn to divorce anyone!”

Madam Xie was so angry she laughed, full of mockery.

“Marquis, do you hear what she’s saying? I’m not going to manage this matter. You can figure out how to explain to the Liu family yourselves,” she said with a cold laugh.

Marquis Dingxi reluctantly put down his teacup with a helpless expression.

“Yueniang, you shouldn’t have interfered in this matter.” He shook his head, then, afraid that Qi Yue might get angry, quickly continued, “It’s fine, don’t worry. I’ll have someone escort Chunlan back right away and say a few nice words. We’ll treat this as if it never happened.”

“Marquis, I’ve already sent the steward to the Liu family. As I said, if they don’t provide an explanation, they shouldn’t dream of taking elder sister back,” Qi Yue said.

At these words, Marquis Dingxi was also dumbfounded.

“When did that rascal leave? Why didn’t he tell me?” he couldn’t help but shout.

“Qi Yueniang, do you have any respect for your elders? Do you think you’re the one running this household?” Madam Xie shouted in shock and anger.

Marquis Dingxi paced back and forth anxiously, muttering “This is terrible, this is terrible.”

“That old man from the Liu family is still looking for an excuse to make trouble, and now we’ve handed it to him on a silver platter…” he murmured.

Madam Xie grabbed a teacup and threw it at her.

Qi Yue frowned and dodged it.

“What are you doing?” she asked Madam Xie.

Madam Xie was frustrated by her question.

“You’re asking me what I’m doing? What have you done?” she stood up and demanded angrily.

“I know what I’ve done.” Qi Yue looked at her calmly. “She’s the Liu family’s daughter-in-law, she’s a married daughter, but she’s not spilled water. As long as she bears the surname Chang for one day, she’s a person of the Chang family of Marquis Dingxi’s household. Since she’s a Chang family person, we are one family. What does it mean to be one family?”

She looked at Madam Xie and then at Marquis Dingxi.

“One family means that when you see a family member being bullied, you don’t ask for reasons, don’t ask for causes, don’t ask about right or wrong – you step out first to protect them.”

Outside in the corridor, all three young ladies were there. When they heard these words, Chang Chunlan’s tears, which had never stopped, fell even more like rain.

Family…

Could she really be family too…?

The Second Miss stood transfixed, feeling only a roaring in her head.

Family…

In her daze, she heard the crying nearby grow louder and turned to see that the Third Miss was also crying.

“Why are you crying?” she couldn’t help asking in a low voice.

The Third Miss shook her head, wiping her tears haphazardly with her handkerchief.

“I don’t know, I don’t know either. I just want to cry…” she sobbed.

So this was the kind of person she was…

Chapter 152: Confidence
Qi Yue’s voice continued in the room.

“What ‘following your husband after marriage,’ what bullshit rules! This is about beating people, this is about suffering humiliation, this is about being shamed. They beat elder sister, but the shame falls on us, and we’re supposed to go begging them? Bah! When your own people don’t treat your own people as human beings, isn’t this obviously degrading yourself? Divorce? I’d like to see them try to divorce her! If they can’t give a proper explanation, I’ll smash their Liu family to pieces!”

Inside the room, both Madam Xie and Marquis Dingxi were stunned, staring blankly at the woman before them.

What was she saying?

Smash the Liu family to pieces?

Strangely, Marquis Dingxi suddenly felt somewhat excited. “Smash” – this crude word, how did it sound so… so thrilling?

“Such great confidence!” Madam Xie laughed coldly, looking at Qi Yue as she sat up straight. “You speak so boldly, but life isn’t lived through words. You probably don’t know why your elder sister has such a low position in the Liu family, do you?”

Qi Yue indeed didn’t know. How could a daughter of a marquis household, even if she was a concubine’s daughter, still be a young lady of a prestigious family? Even if she couldn’t compare to a princess marrying down, she shouldn’t be someone that even a servant woman could push around at will, right?

“Because she’s inauspicious.” Madam Xie smiled faintly.

She watched as the woman before her finally showed a look of shock.

Inauspicious – this single word was enough to cast a person into an abyss from which they could never rise. No matter how noble your birth or bloodline, it couldn’t overcome this sentence of heavenly punishment.

Did you think that having the Marquis Dingxi’s household as backing meant you could do whatever you wanted and act tyrannically?

Your face has fallen to the ground – let’s see how you pick it up!

Madam Xie smiled coldly.

I thought it was some terrifying secret!

What bullshit!

“Just because they say she’s inauspicious makes her so? Are they the Heavenly Emperor?” Qi Yue scoffed.

Madam Xie also scoffed.

“They didn’t say it – it really was Heaven that said it.” She smiled. “Your elder sister gave birth to a little monster…”

Qi Yue couldn’t help but burst out laughing.

“What are you laughing at!” Madam Xie became somewhat agitated at her laughter. Somehow, her originally confident heart suddenly became uneasy…

“Yueniang, you didn’t see it. Speaking of it, it’s really shameful. I don’t have the face to meet the Liu family either.” Marquis Dingxi sighed and interjected, his face showing genuine annoyance and dejection.

First, he hadn’t expected to produce such a plain-looking daughter. For Marquis Dingxi, who prided himself on his refined taste, this was too much of a slap in the face – a failed work that constantly reminded him of his failure.

He hadn’t expected that this wasn’t the end of it. This failed work actually brought him an even greater nightmare.

“She gave birth to a harelip!” Marquis Dingxi said with full disgust, resentment, and sadness.

The Second Miss and Third Miss couldn’t help but look toward the eldest miss. Knowing this, that woman wouldn’t interfere anymore, would she…

How could she still interfere…

But they saw that the eldest miss’s face showed no despair or misery at all, but rather calmness.

The calmness of someone who had already accepted reality.

The Second Miss sighed, her feelings complex. She wanted to see the woman’s big words backfire to prove that this was just attention-seeking behavior from a momentary fever of the brain, but at the same time, she didn’t want to see this result. Birds of a feather flock together – though she was certain she wouldn’t have such bad luck as the eldest sister, if she knew there was such a family member behind her who would protect her at all times, it would surely be very reassuring.

“Marquis.” Qi Yue smiled. “I thought it was something major – just this?”

Wasn’t this considered major? Both Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie looked at her.

She was actually smiling like this about something he was so ashamed of – Marquis Dingxi’s face showed hints of embarrassed anger.

Madam Xie naturally saw this and was about to speak with cold, triumphant laughter when Qi Yue continued.

“This isn’t any heavenly punishment or inauspiciousness. This is an illness.” She smiled. “A very simple illness, that’s all.”

Illness…

Marquis Dingxi was stunned, and Madam Xie, who was about to speak, was also dazed.

“But she was born with it…” Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help saying.

“This is congenital, yes. Though the cause isn’t definitively proven, most can be confirmed as multigenic hereditary diseases. Speaking of which, our family doesn’t have children like this, right?” Qi Yue said.

“Of course not.” Marquis Dingxi didn’t understand the earlier words, but hearing this question, he immediately answered decisively.

“Then that’s even more proof. This disease is mostly hereditary. Since our family doesn’t have it, the Liu family might have had such children before. There’s even less reason to say it’s elder sister being inauspicious.” Qi Yue smiled.

Marquis Dingxi suddenly stood up from his chair, his expression excited.

“Yueniang, is what you’re saying true?” he asked in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ve examined this child.” She added.

This shocked everyone inside and outside the room once again.

The Second Miss looked toward the eldest miss. No wonder she was so calm, so it turned out…

“Actually, it’s not severe. It’s unilateral first-degree cleft lip, not reaching the nasal base…” Qi Yue continued, then shook her head. “It’s really such a pity…”

Hearing her say “pity,” everyone’s hearts rose again, though naturally everyone had different feelings.

Madam Xie’s hands on her knees clenched tightly.

Pity… it can’t be treated, right…

“…If surgery had been performed when she was a few months old, she would be completely like a normal person now…” Qi Yue said. “It’s been delayed too long…”

“So she still can’t be treated, right?” Madam Xie couldn’t help asking aloud.

Qi Yue looked at her, her smile spreading.

“I’m very sorry.” She said, looking at the uncontrollable joy on Madam Xie’s face, then grinned. “I can cure her.”

The joy on Madam Xie’s face immediately froze, then fell like shattered stone.

This lowly servant! This lowly servant! She actually dared to deliberately toy with her!

“You child, if you can cure her, why say you’re sorry?” Marquis Dingxi wiped the sweat from his face and chided her. “You scared me to death.”

The eldest miss could no longer restrain herself. Regardless of her father’s displeasure, she rushed into the room and knelt down before Qi Yue.

“Young Madam, please save Yan’er. I’m willing to be your servant, to repay you like a dog or horse…” She cried and kowtowed.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to help her up.

“Elder sister, don’t do this. We’re family. Even if you didn’t ask, I would treat her.” She said.

“Thank you, thank you.” Chang Chunlan looked at her, tightly grasping Qi Yue’s hand like grasping a last straw, her voice choked with emotion.

Thank you…

“Marquis, should we still go after the steward?” A servant outside asked for instructions.

Marquis Dingxi no longer had his earlier anxiety. Though grief and indignation still remained on his face, his demeanor had become resolute.

“Go after him? Of course we should.” He snorted.

These words startled Qi Yue, who had already walked out the door, and the three misses, who turned around.

“Tell the steward that if that surname Liu doesn’t provide an explanation, this matter isn’t over!” Marquis Dingxi said hatefully.

That old bastard surnamed Liu had humiliated him for so many years – now it was time to settle accounts properly!

That saying was absolutely right – it’s not that there’s no retribution, just that the time hasn’t come yet. Now the time for him, Marquis Dingxi, to hold his head high had finally arrived!

Come to think of it, for the past half year or so, he had been holding his head high, and all of this was because of his daughter-in-law.

Looking at his daughter-in-law who had already walked out and was being surrounded by his daughters, Marquis Dingxi almost couldn’t help but burst into tears.

Great-grandfather, father, you’ve finally opened your eyes.

No, wait – mother, you truly were wise and far-sighted!

“I’m going to burn incense for mother.” Marquis Dingxi could no longer restrain himself and strode out.

The thick curtain fell, blocking the view of Madam Xie sitting rigidly alone in the room. She just sat there, motionless. The festive red candles and burning brazier couldn’t add any warmth to the room. The cold emanating from Madam Xie gradually permeated the entire room like an ice cave.

Why was this happening! Why!

Sister, open your eyes!

Madam Xie turned her head to look aside, tears faintly glistening in her eyes.

“Let’s talk about anything else tomorrow. For now, go back and rest well with Yan’er. I still need to make some preparations for this surgery, and Yan’er’s body also needs to be conditioned, so elder sister, don’t be anxious.”

After talking for a long time to comfort Chang Chunlan, Qi Yue returned to her courtyard to find that night had fallen deep.

“Eh? The Prince hasn’t returned yet?” She looked at the room, always feeling something was missing, then suddenly realized.

“Not yet.” Qiu Xiang answered while helping her remove her large cloak.

“It’s so late, he didn’t say he wouldn’t come back.” Qi Yue frowned, looking out through the window. “Could he have drunk too much and stayed overnight at someone’s house?”

Qiu Xiang smiled and shook her head.

“This servant doesn’t know.” She said.

“Young Madam, the water is ready. Please wash up.” A’Hao came in to say.

Qi Yue nodded. After washing, A’Ru had already prepared the bed.

“Young Madam, it’s getting late. Please rest early.” She said softly.

Qi Yue glanced at Chang Yuncheng’s bedroom.

“It’s still early. I’ll prepare tomorrow’s lesson plans.” She said. “You all rest first.”

A’Ru also glanced at Chang Yuncheng’s bedroom, smiled, and withdrew with acknowledgment.

Qi Yue brightened the lamp and spread out paper and brush on the desk. After what seemed like a long time, she heard commotion in the courtyard.

She couldn’t help but stand up quickly.

“The Prince has returned.” The maids announced one after another. With their announcements, the door was pushed open and Chang Yuncheng, carrying the chill of the night, strode in.

“Why so late?” Qi Yue walked over to ask, sniffing hard – no smell of alcohol. She breathed a sigh of relief.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue, who had walked over on her own initiative, somewhat surprised.

“Why aren’t you asleep yet?” he asked.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and pointed toward her side.

“I was reading.” She said, then quickly added, “I definitely wasn’t waiting for you.”

After saying this, she was stunned, and Chang Yuncheng was also momentarily stunned. Then Chang Yuncheng laughed.

“Oh.” He drew out the sound.

Qi Yue’s face flushed red.

“Hey, I really was reading. I’m busy – I won’t waste time talking with you.” She laughed awkwardly, waved her hand, and turned to leave.

“Young Madam.” Two maids pushed the door open. “The late-night snack you prepared for the Prince has been brought.”

Qi Yue was startled.

“Hey, hey, don’t talk nonsense – that’s too much!” She said hurriedly, glaring at Chang Yuncheng. “I didn’t prepare any late-night snack for you. Which one of you used my name…”

Chang Yuncheng reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her toward her side.

“So much nonsense.” He said, keeping a straight face with pursed lips, not even glancing at Qi Yue as he easily and casually carried this woman along.

“Let go, what are you doing? Pulling and tugging – what does this look like?” Qi Yue quickly patted him twice and broke free, taking quick steps to create distance.

The two maids lowered their heads with red faces, set down the late-night snack, curtsied, and hurriedly withdrew.

Chang Yuncheng threw off his cloak and shoes, sat cross-legged on the kang, and stretched his neck.

“Hey, here’s a little trinket for you.” He suddenly said, pulling out a box from under his cloak and placing it on the table.

What? Qi Yue looked over and saw it was a rectangular brocade box. She hesitated, then seeing the man holding a bowl and eating his late-night snack, moved closer.

“Wow.” She opened it and couldn’t help exclaiming, “What a beautiful gourd!”

Chapter 153: Gift
The brocade box contained three small gourds with figures and landscapes carved on them, lifelike in detail.

“Wow, amazing! This craftsmanship is incredible.” Qi Yue carefully picked one up to examine it, inwardly screaming about how valuable it was.

She had once seen a gourd in her mentor’s collection, said to be a Qing Dynasty carved gourd from Gansu, extremely valuable. The one she was holding now was much more ancient than anything from the Qing Dynasty.

Watching Qi Yue’s undisguised exaggerated surprise and delight, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help feeling somewhat proud.

“Of course. These are Prince Qinghe’s treasures. It took me great effort to get them…” he said.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“You specifically went to ask for them?” she asked in confusion.

“What? No.” Chang Yuncheng immediately denied it with some discomfort. “I don’t have that kind of free time. He insisted on giving them to me. I don’t like this stuff – all flashy and gaudy. What’s good about it? I’ll just give them to the children to play with during New Year.”

“Don’t you dare! What do you know?” Qi Yue hurriedly placed the gourd back carefully. “These are very valuable.”

Of course I know – otherwise I wouldn’t have spent a whole day before Prince Qinghe would give me these three, Chang Yuncheng silently exhaled. At least you know quality when you see it.

“Oh, speaking of which, where are those few gourds Hu San gave me that day?” Qi Yue suddenly thought of something and turned to look around. “How can I not remember where I put them?”

Chang Yuncheng’s breath caught again.

“Haven’t seen them.” He said, lowering his head to ladle another bowl of soup.

He decided to take those gourds stuffed under the bathtub while bathing and throw them into the outdoor stove to burn them completely under cover of darkness.

“Hey, let me tell you, today was quite eventful.” Qi Yue put away the gourds and sat down with some excitement.

“What happened?” Chang Yuncheng asked, looking at this woman’s animated expression and feeling warmth throughout his body.

“…You know, your elder sister is living an inhuman life at her in-laws. When I came back from Qianjin Hall and saw it, I was absolutely furious…” Qi Yue sat cross-legged and gestured as she spoke.

“That’s too much!” Chang Yuncheng slammed the table after hearing the whole story. “Tomorrow we’ll go smash the Liu family! Why bother sending the steward to ask! Ask what!”

“That won’t do. We must have reason and evidence when we act. Even if we’re going to smash something, it has to be their fault.” Qi Yue laughed, watching Chang Yuncheng eat with such appetite that she couldn’t help reaching out. “Give me a bowl.”

Chang Yuncheng glared at this woman. She was so casual about ordering him around, yet wouldn’t even pour him a cup of tea! This woman had no sense of propriety!

He ladled a bowl and handed it to Qi Yue.

“It’s too sweet. Don’t eat too much.” He said.

Qi Yue smiled as she took it and said thank you.

“In the future, when it’s late, don’t come back…” she said while eating.

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened.

“…Traveling at night isn’t good, and it’s cold at night. If you drink and get a headache from the wind, it’s not worth it.” Qi Yue continued.

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately brightened into a smile.

“I’m not some delicate lady.” He snorted, while somewhat boastfully patting his chest. “Look, I’m very sturdy…”

Qi Yue looked up at him and laughed, making a “pah” sound.

Under the lamplight, this laugh and glance were particularly alluring. Chang Yuncheng, warm inside and out, couldn’t help but have other thoughts.

“Take a look.” He simply unbuttoned his clothes and said again.

Qi Yue looked up to see this man actually undressing and exposing his chest, and spat out the mouthful of soup she had been holding.

“You dirty woman!” Chang Yuncheng shook his opened clothes and shouted in exasperation.

Qi Yue put down her soup bowl, laughing and repeatedly apologizing while getting up to push him.

“Go wash up quickly, go wash up quickly.” She said.

Chang Yuncheng could only go bathe in frustration. After he finished bathing and retrieved Hu San’s gourds from that day, he opened the window. The little maid in the back courtyard who was tending the fire wrapped in a cotton jacket and dozing off was startled.

“Burn this.” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice.

The little maid didn’t dare ask questions and quickly took it to stuff into the stove. After a crackling sound, Chang Yuncheng satisfactorily closed the window.

When Chang Yuncheng came out, he saw that the lights had already been extinguished on Qi Yue’s side, and couldn’t help feeling anxious. Looking at his own side, though the stove was burning, everything felt cold. He stood in the room for a while, then gritted his teeth and strode toward her side.

Qi Yue had already closed her eyes preparing to sleep when she heard footsteps and opened them again.

“What’s wrong?” She had just started to ask when the man lifted the quilt and climbed in…

“What are you trying to do again!” Qi Yue was startled into a daze. Being so close to a man in the middle of the night frightened her into hastily pulling the quilt and hiding inside while raising her foot to kick. “Get down, get down…”

Chang Yuncheng caught the wildly kicking little foot. Qi Yue didn’t like wearing socks to sleep, and her soft, smooth little foot was grasped in one hand.

The slightly rough hand against this tender foot that never saw daylight – when these two different textures touched, both couldn’t help but shiver.

Chang Yuncheng’s breathing immediately became burning hot, and his hand unconsciously applied force, almost wanting to crush this little foot in his grasp.

“Yueniang, do you… want to… now…” he said in a hoarse, low voice.

This voice was too stimulating in the darkness. Qi Yue’s feet were too sensitive, and this sudden kneading made her want to scream, yet she couldn’t control her body going soft.

The man pulled her hand, and the woman’s legs were immediately wrapped around his waist as he pressed down.

The heavy, solid body pressed down, and the thin undergarment transmitted the burning heat of skin.

Qi Yue let out a muffled groan from this sudden pressure, nearly suffocating, and also came to her senses.

“Chang Yuncheng, I don’t want to. Get out quickly.” She shouted shrilly, reaching out to desperately grab the man’s sides at his ribs.

This was one of the most vulnerable spots on the human body. Chang Yuncheng couldn’t withstand it and had to retreat to avoid her grip. Qi Yue also took the opportunity to roll out from under him.

“You stinking woman, can’t you stop making trouble?” Chang Yuncheng said angrily.

“Are you even a man? Do you eat your own words?” Qi Yue pulled the quilt to hold in front of her and shouted in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng felt suffocated with anger.

“Don’t you want to?” He also shouted in a low voice.

“Which eye of yours saw that I wanted to!” Qi Yue was somewhat frantic.

“You were waiting for me and smiling…” Chang Yuncheng said angrily.

“Are you so unused to people being nice to you?” Qi Yue wrapped herself in the quilt and kicked him again, saying urgently, “Do you want to sleep with any woman who smiles at you?”

“You’re being unreasonable!” Chang Yuncheng glared and shouted.

Unfortunately, this woman wasn’t frightened by his fierce appearance. What responded to him was a pillow thrown at him.

“When you want to someday, don’t regret it!” Chang Yuncheng held back for a long time before dropping this harsh line and turning to leave.

“Oh my, I’m so scared.” Qi Yue said indignantly after him, reaching to touch her foot. She couldn’t help thinking of the earlier kneading, and immediately her whole body became burning hot and her body went soft.

She quickly reached out and pinched herself hard. She definitely didn’t want to!

Outside the room, A’Ru waved at Qiu Xiang behind her, and the two tiptoed away.

“The Young Madam being like this all the time isn’t good.” Qiu Xiang couldn’t help saying in a low voice with a red face.

For an unmarried girl to discuss marital matters was always embarrassing.

A’Ru sighed.

“This is already pretty good.” She said. “The Young Madam has already started caring about the Prince, just that she doesn’t dare admit it to herself yet.”

Qiu Xiang was very confused. Wasn’t it normal for the Young Madam to care about the Prince? What was good about this?

A’Ru couldn’t explain and couldn’t explain, so she extinguished the lamp and went to sleep.

The next day, seeing Chang Yuncheng with a dark face not even eating breakfast before going out, Qi Yue pursed her lips.

“The Prince went to the study, not out of the house.” A’Ru served Qi Yue breakfast while saying in a low voice. “I’ve already had someone send food to the Prince.”

“Send what? Why send? Can’t spoil his bad habits.” Qi Yue snorted, taking a fierce bite of her scallion pancake.

A’Ru looked around at the maids standing in attendance or serving dishes, but ultimately said nothing.

Before she finished eating, a maid came to report that the eldest miss had arrived.

“Please let her in.” Qi Yue smiled.

Chang Chunlan entered holding Yan’er’s hand with her head lowered. Without saying anything, she knelt down before Qi Yue.

“I won’t say false words. I can see that Young Madam is a straightforward person. When I came home, I deliberately didn’t come to pay respects to Young Madam. That was wrong of me. I deliberately embarrassed you, Young Madam. I kowtow to apologize, not asking for your forgiveness, just to say I’m sorry.” She kowtowed while choking back tears.

As soon as she knelt down, Qi Yue quickly got up to help her while smiling and listening to her finish.

“Good, I understand, elder sister. Get up quickly.” She smiled, helping her sit down while asking if Yan’er had eaten.

Last night, afraid of disturbing the Prince and Young Madam’s rest, Chang Chunlan didn’t dare ask many questions and just said a few words before taking her leave. She went back and told Concubine Huang, and the mother and daughter were so excited they didn’t sleep all night. They could barely wait for dawn before hurrying over, not having time to think about eating.

“We’ve eaten.” Chang Chunlan looked at the bowls and chopsticks placed before Qi Yue, knowing she had interrupted her meal, and felt uneasy.

Yan’er looked at the food on the table without moving.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Eaten what? So early, has elder sister forgotten the household rules?” She smiled.

The household rule was that the Marquis and Marchioness, the Prince and Young Madam ate first before it was the concubines’ turn. Chang Chunlan lived in Concubine Huang’s courtyard, and they probably hadn’t even served food yet.

Chang Chunlan lowered her head somewhat embarrassedly.

A’Ru gestured, and two maids came to add bowls and chopsticks.

After Chang Chunlan declined briefly, she awkwardly accepted. Qi Yue had already called Yan’er to her side, asking what she liked while serving her food.

“Take this off. You don’t need to wear this at auntie’s place.” Qi Yue smiled, personally removing Yan’er’s face veil.

Yan’er looked at the maids in the room and lowered her head somewhat fearfully.

A’Ru waved her hand, and the maids withdrew.

Only then did Yan’er dare to take off her face veil and begin eating heartily.

Qi Yue stopped eating and carefully observed her.

Was she disgusted? Chang Chunlan lowered her head not daring to look, when she suddenly heard Qi Yue talking with the maid.

“…Eating is still affected… Speaking too…”

“Yes, Young Madam, the little miss has unclear pronunciation and inaccurate speech.”

“…If we do a good reconstructive surgery, speech correction will also be necessary.”

Yan’er, who was eating, heard them talking and suddenly put down her chopsticks to look at Qi Yue.

“Young Madam, can you really sew my mouth properly?” She asked with unclear articulation.

Qi Yue looked at her and smiled, reaching out to pat her face.

“Of course I can. But Yan’er, are you afraid of pain?” She smiled. “Because auntie will need to use a knife to cut open your mouth and then sew it back together.”

Yan’er shook her head.

“Not afraid. As long as Yan’er doesn’t have to be a rabbit anymore and can become a person, I’m not afraid of anything. As long as Yan’er gets better, others won’t bully mother anymore.” She said unclearly. “Mother won’t always be crying either.”

Chang Chunlan covered her face and began crying beside them.

“Good child, auntie will definitely cure you. Our Yan’er will definitely become beautiful and make others die of jealousy when they see her.” Qi Yue smiled, reaching out to wipe away the food particles and drool for her.

Chapter 154: Discussion
After eating, Qi Yue brought Yan’er over for further examination.

A’Ru habitually picked up paper and brush to record notes beside them, while A’Hao and Que Zhi also came over to listen carefully.

Being watched by so many people wasn’t the first time for Chang Chunlan and her daughter, but unlike before, these people observing her daughter had such focused expressions, without any trace of curiosity, disgust, or malicious excitement.

“…For this kind of condition, a few months old is the optimal time for surgery, because one operation won’t suffice – there must be two or three reconstructive surgeries as the child grows.” Qi Yue removed her gloves and held Yan’er in her arms to comfort her while speaking to A’Ru and the others.

“Young Madam, what do you need? Can it be done now?” A’Ru asked.

Qi Yue was briefly silent.

Chang Chunlan’s heart immediately jumped to her throat as she nervously watched Qi Yue.

“It can be done, but there are still problems – like anesthesia, infection prevention, and assistants.” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru felt somewhat ashamed, remembering that during those two previous surgeries, Qi Yue had essentially worked alone, as she still couldn’t overcome her fear of seeing blood and internal organs.

Qi Yue stood up as she spoke.

“Let’s go to Qianjin Hall. I’ll discuss this properly with Physician Liu.” She smiled.

When they went out, they encountered the steward returning dusty from his journey.

“Young Madam, this lowly one has returned from the Liu family.” He respectfully bowed to Qi Yue.

“Oh, what did they say?” Qi Yue stopped walking and asked with some interest.

The steward adjusted his hat covered with morning frost, with some pride.

“What could they say? Right in front of me, Old Master Liu severely punished those servant women.” He smiled.

This was the first time in his life he could stand straight and speak at someone else’s house – what a great feeling!

“I asked Old Master Liu the Marquis’s question, and Old Master Liu’s expression immediately changed.” The steward continued. “He actually said that since the Marquis feels the eldest miss is being mistreated at their place, then let the eldest miss stay at our house.”

As expected, Qi Yue snorted.

“Then let her stay. Who’s afraid of whom?” She said.

The steward chuckled.

“That’s exactly what I said.” He said with some pride.

“Let’s leave it like this for now. After we cure Yan’er, we’ll settle accounts with that old fellow.” Qi Yue said, waving at the steward. “Go on, you’ve worked hard. Go report back to the Marquis.”

The steward cheerfully replied that it wasn’t hard work and walked away happily.

Setting aside these household matters, Qi Yue arrived at Qianjin Hall and told Liu Pucheng about the cleft lip case.

“The ‘General Treatise on the Causes and Symptoms of Diseases’ mentions that people born with lip defects look like rabbit lips, so it’s called rabbit cleft.” Liu Pucheng said. “It’s caused by eating rabbit meat.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“No, it has nothing to do with rabbits.” She smiled. “This is an illness, a disease caused by genetic mutations.”

“Genes?” Liu Pucheng asked in confusion.

Genes were hard to explain. Qi Yue rubbed her hands and smiled.

“There are many causes – like medications or environment – but regardless of the cause, it definitely has nothing to do with rabbits.” She said.

Liu Pucheng nodded and breathed a sigh of relief.

“So that means pregnant women can still eat rabbit meat?” He asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“As for reconstruction, the Book of Jin also has records – cutting flesh to repair it, eating porridge for a hundred days without speaking or smiling – but few have actually witnessed it.” Liu Pucheng continued, his face unable to hide his excitement. “Young Madam, can you perform it?”

“Of course I can. This isn’t a difficult surgery.” Qi Yue nodded and smiled. “It’s just that this child has been delayed too long, and the medicine…”

When she reached this point and saw Liu Pucheng show a smile, she also smiled.

“Good, no problem. I plan to do this surgery.” Qi Yue smiled.

Liu Pucheng was naturally very interested in this type of surgery and quickly asked what preparations were needed.

“Yan’er’s cleft lip is unilateral complete cleft. Though it doesn’t reach the nasal base, the upper lip is split. The surgery will take a long time, the wound will be large, and there will be significant bleeding. This child’s physical development is poor, so I’m not confident about post-operative infection.” Qi Yue frowned.

“Those aren’t problems. The disinfectant and anti-inflammatory herbal decoction used for the hunter’s wound cleaning last time – I’ve been researching and refining it these days. A combination of rhubarb, scutellaria, phellodendron, gardenia, and honeysuckle works best for wound cleaning and disinfection.” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief. She had complete confidence in Liu Pucheng’s medicines.

“Then there’s one more important problem remaining.” Qi Yue said.

“Please tell me, Lady Qi.” Liu Pucheng said.

“The anesthesia problem.” Qi Yue said, taking out a sheet of paper to write on. “Yan’er is six years old. Pediatric anesthesia is different from adult anesthesia.”

Liu Pucheng stroked his beard, very puzzled by this statement.

“Anesthesia differs between adults and children?” He asked.

“I don’t know if Chinese medicine differentiates, but Western medicine… oh, the medicines my master used have significant restrictions.” Qi Yue said, briefly explaining the issues with pediatric anesthesia.

Liu Pucheng listened with half-understanding, but he nodded.

“Good, I’ll research this further.” He said.

“Then I’ll trouble you, teacher.” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Oh, also, this surgery requires great precision. Every step affects the post-operative cosmetic results, so retractors, sutures, and such can’t be completed by me alone.” Qi Yue said, rubbing her hands with some regret. “Moreover, I’ve never performed this type of surgery before…”

Never performed it?

Liu Pucheng pondered for a moment.

“Though you’ve never performed it, you know how to do it, right?” He asked.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Yes, I know how.” She nodded with great confidence.

Liu Pucheng also smiled.

“Then this isn’t a problem either. I can be your assistant.” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Good.” She smiled. “Sorry to trouble you again, teacher.”

“What are you saying? Many people would want to witness this personally but don’t have the chance.” Liu Pucheng shook his head and smiled. “This is my good fortune.”

At this, Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Speaking of which, this is an excellent clinical learning opportunity. We should have the disciples come watch.” She said.

Liu Pucheng hesitated somewhat.

“This… this… would that be alright? Won’t it affect the surgery?” He asked.

Though Qianjin Hall primarily treated knife and axe wounds and the disciples had all seen blood, that kind of blood and flesh was visually different from actively cutting open skin with a knife. Thinking of Hu San’s reaction during the prefect’s son’s surgery, he could tell that many disciples would certainly panic, and if they affected or interfered with the surgery…

“This is indeed a problem. But they must adapt. We’ll be performing many surgeries in the future, and they can’t avoid participating because of fear.” Qi Yue said. “Actually, it’s quite simple. Watching and practicing more to overcome psychological barriers will solve it. I was quite embarrassed during my first anatomy class too…”

“Anatomy class?” Liu Pucheng asked, catching the unfamiliar term.

“It’s…” Qi Yue thought for a moment. “Using corpses to familiarize oneself with the human body, organs, and so forth.”

Liu Pucheng looked at her with a shocked expression.

For ancient people who held “the dead are greatest” as sacred, this would be very hard to accept, wouldn’t it?

“You really practiced like this?” Liu Pucheng suddenly lowered his voice and asked, making a cutting gesture.

Qi Yue nodded and gave a dry laugh.

No one was born knowing how to do this…

“Actually, it’s not just surgery. As doctors, what we must do is familiarize ourselves with the human body’s internal organs, skin, blood vessels, and so on. Though it’s in books, the most important thing is direct observation…” She also lowered her voice. “So… it’s necessary… you understand.”

Liu Pucheng looked at her and nodded.

He really understood? Qi Yue was somewhat surprised.

“If we’re talking about this kind of practice.” Liu Pucheng pondered for a moment and said in a low voice, “I can find a place.”

Qi Yue’s eyes widened. No way! Not only did he understand, but he also…

“You also have corpse sources?” She lowered her voice while asking with some excitement.

Liu Pucheng looked at her and nodded. Qi Yue’s eyes immediately lit up.

“Excellent! This means I can arrange anatomy classes!” She said.

Liu Pucheng shushed her and looked around carefully with some caution.

Though they had them, it certainly wasn’t something that could be made public. Qi Yue understood and nodded, also making a silencing gesture.

“Let me go ask and see how it works.” Liu Pucheng said in a low voice.

Qi Yue nodded.

“As soon as possible. I can first do a cleft palate surgery demonstration.” She said in a low voice. “We can familiarize ourselves with coordination while also giving the disciples psychological preparation.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Master, class can begin.” Hu San poked his head in from outside.

He found the expressions of the two masters in the room somewhat strange.

“Masters, what are you talking about?” He asked curiously.

“Nosy.” Liu Pucheng said, while looking at Qi Yue, remembering yesterday’s disciples discussing “What will the lady teach today? The art of bringing the dead back to life?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“No, it’s artificial respiration and cardiac massage.” She smiled.

These disciples were too dramatic – bringing the dead back to life indeed! Though from a certain perspective, it could indeed be called the art of bringing the dead back to life.

“That’s right. This is very important in emergency rescue. Sometimes it really is bringing the dead back to life.” She said.

“Then I’ll also listen.” Liu Pucheng quickly picked up paper and brush.

“Artificial respiration has two types: mouth-to-mouth and mouth-to-nose…”

“…A’Ru, come demonstrate…”

Seeing A’Ru lying on the mat prepared beforehand, the disciples crowded over, afraid they couldn’t see clearly.

Qi Yue knelt on one knee, explaining while personally demonstrating. Watching her lean down for mouth-to-mouth with A’Ru, the disciples looked shocked.

When Qi Yue said everyone should practice too, there was an uproar.

“…Nobody move, nobody move, don’t mess around…” Hu San jumped out like a mother hen protecting chicks, standing in front of A’Ru on the ground with a somewhat warning look at all the disciples.

Qi Yue laughed, and A’Ru also sat up, her face red as she glared at Hu San.

“Pair up among yourselves and practice with each other. Practice the technique first.” Qi Yue said.

Hu San’s face turned red.

“Oh, like this.” He scratched his head and smiled embarrassedly. “You scared me…”

Besides shock, there seemed to be some regret on his face.

“I’ll need to make a mannequin.” Qi Yue said to Liu Pucheng. “That would be very convenient, and easier for me to explain.”

“Like the bronze figure in my room?” Liu Pucheng asked.

“No, it needs to be human-sized, made of wood.” Qi Yue said.

“Master, leave it to me.” Hu San said.

Qi Yue nodded. All the instruments so far had been made by Hu San. This young man truly had no talent in medicine, but he was clever and had strong hands-on creative abilities.

“During this period, we’ll repeat what we learned today. Everyone can practice more during rest time. For us who study medicine, there are no shortcuts – just watching and practicing more.” Qi Yue clapped her hands, ending today’s lesson.

“Thank you for your teaching, Master.”

Watching the room full of disciples bow in unison, Qi Yue smiled somewhat embarrassedly, and the loneliness, isolation, and fear brought from that other time and space greatly diminished in her heart.

Actually, whether ancient or modern times, as long as one knows what to do and goes to do it, one can live very well.

Chapter 155: Taking Initiative
Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng hadn’t spoken to each other for two days.

The news quickly reached Madam Xie’s ears, and she was delighted.

“Cheng-ge’er truly understands me.” She said to Nanny Su with emotion. “That woman can only jump around in front of others, but she still can’t get anywhere with Cheng-ge.”

Nanny Su smiled and agreed, but somehow she felt uneasy, as if this wasn’t quite right.

After serving Madam Xie, she found a little maid.

“Go ask what the Prince and Young Madam are quarreling about.” She instructed in a low voice.

The little maid acknowledged and went.

“I couldn’t find out much. They say everything’s fine, just that they always argue at night.” The little maid reported back after inquiring.

Arguing at night?

Nanny Su was very puzzled. Why was that?

“Why do they argue?” She asked.

The little maid shook her head – this really couldn’t be found out.

“The Prince and Young Madam don’t like being attended to. When they’re in the room, even Qiu Xiang and A’Ru don’t go in.” The little maid said.

A man and woman alone…

Nanny Su frowned and entered the room where Madam Xie was examining a pair of shoe uppers with a little maid standing beside her, pointing and discussing something.

“Oh my, who made these? They’re really beautiful.” Nanny Su praised.

“Miss Yufang sent them as New Year gifts for her aunt, and incidentally gave me a pair too. See if they fit properly?” Madam Xie smiled.

How could Nanny Su say they didn’t fit? She held the shoe uppers wishing she could praise them to high heaven.

She grabbed some money and sent the little maid away.

“The Second Madam said that the palace has responded.” Madam Xie smiled at Nanny Su.

This was the most comfortable smile she had shown recently, and Nanny Su immediately understood what this meant, clasping her hands and invoking Buddha.

“As long as the Marquis submits a memorial, Noble Consort will help speak for him.” Madam Xie also breathed a sigh of relief, clasping her hands and invoking Buddha. “My son finally has hope.”

She immediately busied herself sending someone to call Chang Yuncheng.

“The Prince left early this morning.” A maid came in to report.

Madam Xie angrily slammed the table.

“It’s all that lowly servant’s fault for causing trouble.” She said hatefully.

“Madam, shall we call the Young Madam then?” Nanny Su suggested.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“I won’t call her. Why should I tell her anything – so she can cause trouble? With the Marquis’s thin skin, he can’t withstand his precious daughter-in-law’s dark looks. I won’t let her ruin Cheng-ge’s good fortune. First, we’ll make the raw rice into cooked rice, and then we’ll see how she looks!” She said with a cold laugh, as if already seeing that lowly servant’s expression then, and couldn’t help but beam with satisfaction.

When Chang Yuncheng went out, Qi Yue was still at home.

Watching Chang Yuncheng stride out without a word, Qi Yue’s expression was also complex.

A’Ru helped arrange her clothes while persuading her in a low voice.

“This can’t continue. Someone has to give in, right?” She said.

“Nothing even happened. Why is he putting on that sour face?” Qi Yue said.

“You acted like that, and you call it nothing?” A’Ru said in a low voice.

Qi Yue came to her senses and glared at her.

“Hey, acted like what?” She asked.

A’Ru blushed and turned her head.

“So you were eavesdropping!” Qi Yue grabbed her arm and asked.

A’Ru blushed while suppressing laughter.

“That’s not called eavesdropping – it’s this servant’s duty.” She said, simply not hiding anymore.

This time it was Qi Yue who blushed.

She had heard that in ancient times, when couples were intimate, there would be maids attending nearby. Though she hadn’t encountered such extremes, thinking about how during her several struggles with Chang Yuncheng, a group of maids were pressed against the door outside listening…

“Ah, you dead girl!” Her face burned with heat as she raised her hand to hit A’Ru.

A’Ru laughingly dodged.

“Young Madam, are you… embarrassed?” Having come this far, A’Ru simply spoke openly.

“I… I… embarrassed about what?” Qi Yue glared.

A’Ru smiled with pursed lips.

“A few gourds could make me sell myself out? I’m really not worth much.” Qi Yue snorted while putting on her cloak herself.

“See, you understand perfectly well in your heart. The Prince is really devoted to you.” A’Ru smiled while helping her put on warm sleeves.

Qi Yue sighed.

“A’Ru, the human heart is fickle and inscrutable.” She said softly, looking at the clearing sky. “I dare not take it!”

The last words were so low that even she couldn’t hear them.

Though she said this, when Chang Yuncheng entered the room after dark and Qi Yue, who was drawing surgical diagrams for Yan’er’s cleft palate operation, put down her brush.

“Hey.” She called to Chang Yuncheng, who was having his large cloak removed by a maid.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her, threw off his clothes, and headed toward his side.

Qi Yue put on her shoes, got off the kang, and waved the maid away. The maid lowered her head and withdrew.

“Have you eaten?” Qi Yue asked, standing in the main room looking toward the bedroom.

Chang Yuncheng was clattering around pouring tea for himself.

“Hey.” Qi Yue walked in, somewhat wanting to laugh. “Chang Yuncheng.”

Chang Yuncheng still ignored her with his back turned.

“Chang Yuncheng.” Qi Yue reached out and poked his back with her finger.

“Don’t touch me.” Chang Yuncheng waved his hand.

Qi Yue burst out laughing.

“Hey, petty.” She said. “You’re a grown man – why are you sulking?”

Chang Yuncheng turned around with a dark expression.

“If I’m unhappy, why can’t I sulk?” He said.

Qi Yue couldn’t help laughing even more.

Chang Yuncheng just stared at her coldly as she laughed, then lifted his foot to walk out.

Qi Yue quickly reached out and grabbed his arm.

“Don’t go, don’t go.” She laughed.

A flash of joy appeared in Chang Yuncheng’s eyes.

“…If anyone’s leaving, it should be me.” Qi Yue continued laughing.

Chang Yuncheng raised his arm to break free from her grip.

He raised his arm rather than jerking it away – this way he could break free without knocking Qi Yue down.

Qi Yue watched this man stride toward the door.

“Chang Yuncheng, can you give me some time?” She said. “After all, the past… you can’t just forget when you say forget. You should know I was once someone who would rather hang herself than continue living…”

Chang Yuncheng’s foot, which had stepped out the door, paused, then continued moving.

Qi Yue sighed and didn’t plan to say more, turning toward her side.

“I’m going to pay respects to mother. Are you coming?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from the doorway.

Qi Yue was startled, looking at the man who had stopped and smiled with pursed lips.

“If I go, your mother might not be happy.” She said.

“So you plan to never go?” Chang Yuncheng said roughly. “Since you know she’s unhappy, can’t you do something to make her happy?”

The only thing that would make your mother happy would probably be me getting kicked out, Qi Yue thought, but still said “oh.”

“Wait while I get my cloak.” She said.

Madam Xie, who was preparing to rest, was happy to hear the Prince had come, but when she heard Qi Yue had also come, she sat down with a dark expression.

“Just say I’ve retired for the night.” She said ungraciously.

This lowly servant was clinging to her son more and more tightly.

Nanny Su acknowledged and went out after lowering the bed curtains.

After hearing Madam Xie’s message, Qi Yue spread her hands and smiled at Chang Yuncheng.

“See, I told you. Your mother doesn’t like seeing me at all. When I come with you, she simply won’t see you either.” She said.

The two had already turned back, with maids and servants carrying lanterns for illumination, maintaining a distance of several steps.

“What nonsense are you talking?” Chang Yuncheng frowned. “Mother just retired for the night.”

Men always think mothers and daughters-in-law are always loving toward each other, Qi Yue pursed her lips.

“Where did I talk nonsense? It’s not like I don’t know. Everyone in the household knows – nobody in your family likes me…” She said while gently swaying her large cloak, looking at her deerskin boots that occasionally showed from underneath.

“Don’t you feel heartless saying such things?” Chang Yuncheng said in a heavy voice.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“If anyone’s heartbroken, it should be me.” She laughed. But what did it matter? How could she be heartbroken over people she didn’t care about at all?

Chang Yuncheng stopped walking and looked at her with a grave expression.

“But it’s all in the past.” Qi Yue quickly smiled. “Look forward – people must always look forward, right?”

Chang Yuncheng still stood motionless.

Qi Yue smiled and reached out to pat his arm.

“Come on, you’re a grown man. Where do all these petty moods come from? Like a sissy…” She laughed.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and grasped the hand she was patting his arm with.

Qi Yue was startled and quickly tried to withdraw it.

“You woman just talk too much.” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice, striding forward. “Where do you come up with all this nonsense? So chattering!”

His hand gripped Qi Yue’s hand tightly without letting go, so Qi Yue had to be pulled along by him.

With maids and servants following in front and behind, Qi Yue’s face immediately turned red. She struggled twice but to no avail, so she had to quicken her pace to keep up.

Stepping from the cold night into the warm interior, whether from the temperature difference or something else, both their faces were somewhat flushed.

Qi Yue shook her hand, feeling uncomfortable all over as she hurriedly walked toward her side.

“Hey.” Chang Yuncheng called after her.

Qi Yue stopped and turned around.

“Do you want…” Chang Yuncheng began.

Qi Yue made a “pah” sound and pulled down the door curtain.

“Just asking if you want a late-night snack.” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice while rubbing his nose. “This stinking woman – where did her mind go? Really vulgar.”

The next day, the two’s demeanor made the maids breathe a sigh of relief.

“I said it would be fine. Couples quarrel at the head of the bed and make up at the foot.” Qiu Xiang said to A’Ru in a low voice with a smile.

A’Ru also breathed a sigh of relief and couldn’t help clasping her hands and invoking Buddha.

“Heaven protect us, please let them settle down quickly.” She murmured.

With the cold war ended on this side, good news also came from Liu Pucheng’s side.

“Everything has been arranged?” Qi Yue asked with some excitement.

Liu Pucheng’s expression was somewhat complex.

“It’s arranged, but we can only go there.” He said with some hesitation.

Meaning they couldn’t bring it to Qianjin Hall. Qi Yue understood – this was understandable. After all, it involved dead bodies, and ancient people had many taboos about such things. Besides, Qianjin Hall wasn’t a school but also did business, and for business, corpses were always somewhat inauspicious.

“Then we’ll go there.” Qi Yue said, though she didn’t know where “there” was.

“It’s just that first, that place…” Liu Pucheng’s expression became even more conflicted, as if he had something difficult to say, stammering, “Second, we have to go at night… after all, this kind of thing can’t see the light of day…”

Ancient people believed that the body and hair were received from parents, and damaging corpses after death was absolutely unacceptable, so naturally such things could only be done secretly. Qi Yue nodded – she understood.

“At night.” She thought briefly. For her current status, going out casually at night was indeed inconvenient. “I’ll think of a way.”

Chapter 156: Night Visit
When Qi Yue returned home, Chang Yuncheng was sitting in the room, visibly impatient.

“Go make soup,” he said directly.

“There’s soup for dinner, I just checked,” Qi Yue replied, washing her hands in the bronze basin held by a maid.

“I want you to make it, for a midnight snack,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“We’re about to have dinner, and you’re already talking about midnight snacks,” Qi Yue laughed as she dried her hands.

“Just go when I tell you to go. Why ask so many questions?” Chang Yuncheng said.

This awful man’s temper had been growing worse ever since she took the initiative to make peace.

Qi Yue rolled her eyes at him.

“What do you want to eat?” she asked.

Seeing her so compliant without further argument, Chang Yuncheng was somewhat surprised. His stern expression couldn’t help but show a hint of a smile, which he quickly suppressed.

“Just make what you’re best at,” he said.

Qi Yue laughed out loud.

“I’m good at many things…” she said.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh.

“You woman, you really have thick skin,” he said with a frown.

“Nonsense, what do you mean thick skin? This is called confidence,” Qi Yue laughed, wrinkling her nose at him. “Wait for it.”

When night fell, Chang Yuncheng stepped into Madam Xie’s Rongan Courtyard, reaching back to take the food box from the little maid behind him.

“Do you know what you should and shouldn’t say?” he said in a low voice.

The little maid nodded vigorously.

“I know, I know. The Prince ate his midnight snack in the study,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng waved his hand.

The little maid quickly withdrew, while the maids and servants here had already come out upon hearing the sound.

“The Prince has arrived.”

Madam Xie put down her prayer beads and smiled at Chang Yuncheng.

“Why are you coming at this time?” she asked.

“I’ve been away from home frequently these past few days, and by the time I returned, Mother had already retired. So today I came specially to pay my respects,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, sitting casually in his usual seat and kicking off his shoes.

A little maid brought over a foot warmer and arranged it properly for him.

“What’s this?” Madam Xie asked, smelling the fragrance emanating from the food box placed on the table.

“Midnight snack,” Chang Yuncheng said after settling down. He opened the food box and personally lifted out the contents. “I came specially to eat with Mother.”

Madam Xie smiled.

“I’m getting old and can’t eat greasy food,” she laughed. “You eat it.”

“Mother, it’s not greasy. It’s radish and tofu,” Chang Yuncheng smiled, ladling a bowl for her and passing it over. “Try it.”

Radish and tofu?

What’s so good about making soup with that?

Madam Xie looked over and saw large pieces of tofu and silver-thin radish strips. The white, tender, clear soup was sprinkled with a few dots of cilantro.

“Oh my, this soup looks really fresh and bright,” Nanny Su laughed, sniffing it. “Mm, no muddy radish smell.”

“Let me try it,” Madam Xie said, taking the soup spoon and slowly sipping.

Chang Yuncheng watched her nervously.

Madam Xie nodded and smiled at him with appreciation.

“Not bad,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled with relief and picked up his own bowl, gulping it down.

“You child! Eat slowly,” Madam Xie laughed.

Mother and son chatted while eating, and surprisingly finished everything Chang Yuncheng had brought.

“Oh my, I’ve eaten too much tonight,” Madam Xie laughed, also surprised at herself. “This soup is good. Ask which cook made it, and give her a reward later.”

Nanny Su acknowledged and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“Mother, don’t worry about it. I’ll give the reward myself. Consider it my filial piety – I won’t let Mother spend money,” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Both Madam Xie and Nanny Su laughed.

A maid cleared away the food box and withdrew.

“Has that woman been bothering you again lately?” Madam Xie asked.

That woman? Chang Yuncheng was momentarily confused.

“No, she’s been quite good,” he quickly said.

Madam Xie exchanged a glance with Nanny Su, her eyes saying ‘see, my son just won’t let me worry, he won’t tell the truth.’ Nanny Su nodded.

“Don’t pay attention to her,” Madam Xie said. After a moment’s thought, “Yuncheng, do you remember Miss Rao from your aunt’s family from before New Year?”

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Which one?” he couldn’t recall for a moment.

“The one from the Rao family in Shandong that the Prince delivered on his way to the Old Madam’s house,” Nanny Su added.

Chang Yuncheng made an “oh” sound, remembering.

“What do you think of that girl?” Madam Xie asked with a smile, taking out some shoe patterns from nearby. “Look, she sent these to me.”

These ladies all loved sending such things to show off their needlework skills.

Speaking of sewing…

While they were both doing needlework, that woman’s specialty was doing needlework on people’s bodies – truly shocking and… stimulating.

A smile appeared on Chang Yuncheng’s lips.

Seeing Chang Yuncheng smile, Madam Xie was delighted and exchanged glances with Nanny Su.

“That girl…” Madam Xie began.

“The Marquis has arrived,” a maid announced from outside.

Madam Xie and the others quickly rose to welcome him. Marquis Dingxi was already entering, rubbing his hands and wearing a large cloak.

“Why are you coming at this time?” Madam Xie asked.

Chang Yuncheng bowed to Marquis Dingxi.

“Why can’t I come?” Marquis Dingxi glared. “This is my house, I can go wherever I want.”

Madam Xie pursed her lips.

“Concubine Zhu is due to give birth any day now. Aren’t you going to check on her?” she said.

Seeing them talking, Chang Yuncheng took his leave.

“What am I looking at that for? Women’s business,” Marquis Dingxi said, accepting tea from a maid while looking at Chang Yuncheng. “Don’t keep running around. Now that you’re finally back, spend more time with Yueniang.”

“Cheng-ge doesn’t go out. It’s that woman who’s always running around,” Madam Xie immediately said.

“Yueniang is opening a pharmacy, it’s normal for her to be busy,” Marquis Dingxi said.

Seeing these two about to bicker again, Chang Yuncheng bowed once more and left.

Wind carried snow against his face, and the little maid quickly held up an umbrella for him.

Chang Yuncheng entered the room to find Qi Yue still writing and drawing. Papers were piled on the table, and she greeted him when he returned.

“What’s this? It looks terrifying,” Chang Yuncheng approached, picking up a sheet and frowning.

Qi Yue looked up.

“Oh, that’s a diagram of orbicularis oris muscle rupture,” she said.

Oral acrobatics? What was that?

“And this one?” Chang Yuncheng picked up another sheet.

“Alveolar groove mucosal incision…” Qi Yue answered.

Where did she learn these incomprehensible terms…

Chang Yuncheng tossed that paper aside and continued rummaging through the table.

“Hey, don’t look at those. They’ll scare you so much you won’t dare sleep tonight,” Qi Yue laughed.

“Scare me?” Chang Yuncheng snorted with laughter. “Someone who’s slept in piles of corpses would be scared by a few drawings?”

“That’s different,” Qi Yue laughed, organizing the papers on the table. “The flesh and blood we deal with is quite different from straightforward corpses.”

Chang Yuncheng shook the paper in his hand, still looking at it with interest.

“So it can actually be sewn up? It seems so simple. Why didn’t others think of it?” he said.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Where’s the simplicity? Think about it – what happens when you don’t sew clothes properly?” she asked.

Crooked and twisted…

“Right. If you don’t sew human skin properly…” Qi Yue spread her hands to illustrate.

“Just say you’re very skilled directly. Why go around in circles?” Chang Yuncheng snorted, tossing the paper onto the table.

“Young Madam,” A’Ru’s anxious voice came from outside. “Someone from Qianjin Hall says there’s a critical emergency case.”

Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie, who had just been about to rest, were called up.

“Look at this – a perfectly good young madam, what has she become?” Madam Xie said coldly with sarcasm.

“It’s a matter of life and death,” Marquis Dingxi said, frowning at Qi Yue. “What kind of emergency is there this late at night… requiring going out… Can’t they come to our house?”

“Father, it’s severe trauma that can’t be moved,” Qi Yue explained with a smile.

Only then did Marquis Dingxi nod.

“Go then, take more people,” he said.

Guards were already assembled by the second gate, holding torches that blazed with dancing flames.

“You don’t need to go. With all these people accompanying me, it’s enough,” Qi Yue said to Chang Yuncheng, who had come wearing a cloak. “If you went, you’d just be sitting outside, and the people at Qianjin Hall would feel uncomfortable.”

Chang Yuncheng stood motionless.

“That way, I’d feel uncomfortable too,” Qi Yue added.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng raise his hand to touch his nose and grunt in muffled agreement.

Qi Yue turned around and patted her chest with relief.

The side gate of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion opened, and a group of people escorted a carriage out into the night toward the street.

“You wait in the main hall. I need to perform surgery in the back, so absolutely don’t let anyone disturb me,” Qi Yue said.

The guards chorused their agreement.

Qi Yue looked at them once more, then followed the Qianjin Hall disciples into the inner hall with A’Ru.

“This way.”

As soon as they entered the inner hall, Hu San, who was standing in the corner, quietly beckoned them over.

Qi Yue and A’Ru hurried over. Passing through a small door, they came to the back street where Liu Pucheng and four disciples were already waiting. Without speaking, they gestured, and Liu Pucheng, Qi Yue, and A’Ru got into a nearby donkey cart. The group disappeared into the back street.

Since it was still within the first month, the New Year atmosphere remained strong, but this particular place had no festive air whatsoever. In the dark night, two white paper lanterns swayed in the cold wind, looking particularly eerie.

Walking here, the disciples became visibly nervous, huddling together with hunched shoulders and folded arms, walking quickly.

A’Ru also unconsciously moved closer to Qi Yue.

Hu San walked in the middle of the disciples when he suddenly reached out and poked the disciple in front of him, startling him into crying out, which in turn frightened the others into jumping around.

Liu Pucheng glared back at them, and the disciples quickly huddled together again.

“What are you doing!” the disciples turned back to scold the culprit in low voices.

Hu San hunched his head, looking around nervously.

“I keep feeling like I hear someone crying…” he said quietly.

This immediately made the disciples’ hair stand on end.

“Shut up, shut up,” they whispered angrily.

Hu San covered his mouth with his hands.

The donkey cart stopped, and Qi Yue got down.

“Donkeys can’t get close here. I’m afraid I must trouble Miss Qi to walk over,” Liu Pucheng said.

“Why can’t the donkey cart get close?” Hu San couldn’t help asking.

Before Liu Pucheng could answer, Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Because donkeys, oxen, and such animals can see things with their eyes that humans can’t see… so we’re afraid they might disturb these…” she said quietly, suddenly stopping. “What’s that?”

Her sudden shout startled Hu San into a strange cry as he threw himself onto a nearby disciple, who also cried out in fright.

Several disciples huddled together.

“Miss Qi,” Liu Pucheng turned back with some reproach.

Qi Yue covered her mouth and laughed quietly, quickening her pace to catch up with Liu Pucheng. A’Ru also hurried to follow.

Hu San slapped his own mouth.

“Serves you right for asking too many questions,” he muttered to himself, seeing his master walking away, and quickly followed.

Liu Pucheng stood at the door and knocked quietly. Qi Yue curiously looked around, feeling A’Ru’s rapid breathing behind her, and turned back with a smile to comfort her.

“Don’t be afraid… ah…” Qi Yue had just opened her mouth when she let out a low cry.

“Master, you’re teasing me again!” This time Hu San wasn’t fooled.

Qi Yue looked to the left, hand at her mouth. Under the white lantern’s glow, her widened eyes showed she was indeed startled.

Hu San felt his spine turn cold and stiffly turned his neck to look in the direction of Qi Yue’s gaze.

In the pitch-black night, a white robe was floating toward them.

“Mother!” Hu San shouted and dove behind Liu Pucheng.

“A woman?”

A male voice came from the white robe, which shook and revealed a black-clad man behind it.

Dressed entirely in black, he was already hard to see in the darkness, and holding a conspicuous white robe made the person behind it even more easily overlooked.

“Little Coffin,” Liu Pucheng nodded to greet the newcomer.

The man stopped under the lantern. Qi Yue saw this was a young man with a tall, slender build and clean features, still shaking the white robe in his hands.

While Qi Yue observed the newcomer, he was also studying her.

To avoid being recognized, Qi Yue had wrapped her head and face in black cloth, showing only her eyes, and was enveloped in a large cloak, which actually made her appear more alluring.

“A woman?” Little Coffin said again, confirming he hadn’t seen wrong, his face showing astonishment.

Chapter 157: Night Study
Little Coffin looked at this woman, then saw her eyes curve into a smile.

Was she smiling at him?

Little Coffin was astonished. No, no, she was smiling, just smiling, but not necessarily at him.

The woman in this world who had dared to smile at him was already long dead.

His gaze moved away from Qi Yue and looked toward Liu Pucheng.

“Doctor Liu, what are you doing?” he asked with a frown. “And you brought so many people – are you here to sightsee and watch a show in the middle of the night?”

His gaze swept over the group of men huddled together like little chicks.

“I brought them here to study,” Liu Pucheng said. “Little Coffin, is everything ready?”

Study?

There were women learning medicine now?

Little Coffin looked at Qi Yue again. Was this some kind of joke?

“Madam, this is the keeper of the mortuary, surname Yuan…” Liu Pucheng, seeing Little Coffin’s confusion, said quietly to Qi Yue, but didn’t introduce Qi Yue to Little Coffin. Instead, he deliberately omitted her surname and only called her “Madam.”

This woman really came to study medicine? Not to be a midwife? She actually dared to come see corpses with her own eyes!

“What surname or not – they all call me Little Coffin,” Little Coffin said with some provocation.

Speaking of which, Little Coffin was quite famous in Yongqing Prefecture. Even if people didn’t recognize him personally, his name was known by everyone – of course it had to be known by everyone, so they could avoid accidentally encountering him and being contaminated by bad luck.

Little Coffin? Qi Yue’s eyes brightened. Where had she heard that name?

She couldn’t help but stare at Little Coffin.

Seeing her look at him this way, Little Coffin smiled faintly.

Oh, Qi Yue remembered.

“Oh, you’re that Little Coffin!” she said excitedly, instinctively extending her hand. “Hello, hello! I’ve heard so much about you!”

This was…

What did this mean?

Looking at her expression, hearing his name wasn’t unusual, but her attitude seemed… happy?

Little Coffin was stunned, looking at the woman’s extended hand.

Soft, white, and slender…

What did she want to do? Why was she extending her hand?

Liu Pucheng coughed lightly.

Qi Yue came to her senses and awkwardly withdrew her hand.

“Hello,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “I’ve heard of you before. You’re very skilled.”

Because Liu Pucheng had deliberately concealed her identity, she naturally couldn’t say where she had heard his name.

That’s right, she was still smiling, and it was at him…

Little Coffin couldn’t help but look back – no one else was there, just himself…

Hu San and the others were startled by his sudden movement and got goosebumps again.

“He… he… what’s he looking at?” Hu San stammered, pressed against a disciple’s back and whispered. “…Master, Master is clearly talking to him… what’s he looking back at…”

There was a chattering sound of teeth.

“Shut your mouth…” that disciple said haltingly.

They were already scared like this before even entering. Liu Pucheng glared at his disciples with annoyance.

“Little Coffin, you see…” he reminded.

Little Coffin stopped looking at Qi Yue and stepped forward.

“Come in,” he said, reaching out to push open the door.

A wave of cold air mixed with the rotten stench of corpses hit them. Little Coffin heard the unchanging sounds of gasping and retching that happened every time there were newcomers.

He turned back with a smile to look, seeing those young disciples all covering their mouths and turning away. That woman…

“Teacher, you brought clothes for me too, right? I didn’t dare bring any from home,” Qi Yue said, following Liu Pucheng inside while removing her cloak. She walked past him so casually and easily, walking past the row of corpses covered with white cloth and straw mats.

As if she was the one who had always lived here, moving through as if no one else existed…

Another woman hurried past him. Although her exposed eyes were full of panic, she still followed the first woman closely.

Little Coffin looked back at the five men shuffling in from outside, so frightened their eyes had gone straight. They pressed together, moving forward bit by bit, not daring to look in that direction even once.

Who exactly were the men here? Little Coffin frowned.

“Is this the one?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Little Coffin looked over and saw they had already positioned themselves by a long table with a corpse covered in white cloth.

“Yes, very fresh,” he answered.

Hu San felt he would never have good feelings about the word “fresh” again in his life. He covered his mouth with his hand and managed to stand behind his master.

“What’s there to be afraid of? Don’t be scared,” Qi Yue smiled, efficiently opening her medicine box and putting on gloves.

Liu Pucheng did the same, while Hu San and the others trembled as they dressed.

Usually, Little Coffin would leave after bringing people in, too lazy to watch them, but this time he didn’t leave, watching these people’s strange clothing and preparations.

“Hey, Doctor Liu, what is all this?” he asked.

Liu Pucheng didn’t answer. Qi Yue helped A’Ru tie on her outer garment while smiling at him.

“Isolation clothing,” she answered. “Surgical gowns, gloves, masks – to avoid getting stained with filth…”

Indeed, not the men but the women…

Little Coffin’s mouth twitched.

“…and to prevent contaminating the patient ourselves…” Qi Yue continued.

Little Coffin’s mouth stiffened…

Here, Qi Yue saw that everyone was properly dressed. Liu Pucheng unfolded a cloth bundle, revealing dissection knives and scissors.

Nothing unusual – Little Coffin was familiar with these, but he still stood there motionless, watching with great interest.

He wondered what this woman would be like when the blade fell and cut open the corpse.

Ha ha, it would definitely be very entertaining.

“Well then, due to time constraints today, we won’t study the human body first. We’ll just practice facial cleft palate surgery,” Qi Yue positioned herself at the table, speaking while lifting the white cloth covering the corpse’s head.

The room filled with exclamations from Hu San and the other disciples.

This time A’Ru couldn’t control herself either and turned away, not daring to look.

“Alright, alright, don’t be afraid,” Qi Yue laughed, reaching for a surgical drape to cover the corpse’s head and eyes, leaving only the nose and mouth exposed. “I’ve covered it, everyone can look now.”

Only then did A’Ru dare to turn back. Seeing Hu San and the others still trembling and not daring to look, she kicked him.

“Hurry up, Master still has business. Don’t waste time,” she whispered sternly.

Only then did Hu San and the others dare to look over. Seeing only the exposed nose and mouth made them feel slightly better.

“Teacher has already told you that we’re going to perform surgery on the oral and nasal area. Because this surgery requires precision and has a small surgical field, the slightest mistake will affect speaking, chewing, and facial appearance, failing to achieve results and causing secondary harm. So I need assistants. Now everyone come familiarize yourselves with me, look and see how this surgery is performed,” Qi Yue said, seeing they had calmed down somewhat. She picked up knives and scissors from the instruments Liu Pucheng had laid out. “The first step of this surgery is marking points. You don’t need to do the marking now, so we’ll jump directly to the second step – separation…”

As she spoke, she turned back the lip and made an incision in the alveolar groove mucosa…

The room again filled with low exclamations, this time mixed with whimpering sounds of near-crying. Hu San and the others turned away and huddled together again.

Qi Yue ignored them and continued operating while providing instruction.

Watching this, Little Coffin was completely stunned, his ears filled with a mixture of men’s sobbing and a woman’s voice.

She hadn’t come to study…

She had come to teach…

My God!

“I must have been too sad about losing all my money, so I’m having hallucinations,” Little Coffin slapped his forehead and closed his eyes, turning around. “I’m going to sleep. A good sleep will fix this…”

Little Coffin really did go to sleep. When he woke up, dawn was breaking, and listening carefully, there was no more sound from that direction.

A bag of money was placed by the door, indicating the people had left. Little Coffin picked it up and casually tossed it into the room.

He remembered he seemed to have had a dream last night. In the dream, there was a woman who came to see corpses and even used a knife on them…

Little Coffin shook his head. Was he going crazy from wanting a woman?

He habitually pulled out his sewing kit from under the bed and tucked it under his arm.

“I’m coming to fix you up a bit. These doctors say they treat illness, but they only know how to damage you without repairing. Actually, speaking of it, we’re all human…” he muttered as he walked into the room. The scene before him made him pause.

The table with the corpse was neat and clean, the white cloth covered the body just as he had initially arranged it, completely unlike the chaos left by other doctors after their visits.

He couldn’t help but quicken his pace. Reaching out, he lifted the white cloth. The bloodstains had been wiped clean, and the torn mouth and nose had been restored to wholeness. Only the curved stitches above proved what had happened the night before.

Little Coffin looked at these stitches and couldn’t help but reach out to touch them. His eyes sparkled as if he had seen rare treasures.

“Look, such perfect stitches…” he murmured. “How were they sewn like this…”

When Qi Yue returned home, dawn was breaking. The lights were still on in her room. She tiptoed through the door and saw Chang Yuncheng sitting there.

“Heavens, didn’t you sleep at all?” she asked in astonishment.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes were on his book, seemingly absorbed, and he just grunted when he heard her speak.

Qi Yue looked at him and pursed her lips, then walked over in a few steps and snatched his book away.

“Alright, stop pretending. Thank you for caring about me. I’m back, so go rest now,” she said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately reddened.

“You woman, you’re so…” he glared and was about to speak.

Qi Yue reached out and embraced him.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stiffened, his tongue tied, unable to say the rest of his words.

“Thank you for being thoughtful. I know everything. Don’t be embarrassed. We’re all adults – let’s not play these guessing games,” Qi Yue said with a smile, hugging him briefly before letting go.

I wasn’t, I wasn’t!

Chang Yuncheng’s face and neck were red, but he couldn’t say anything and simply lifted his foot and left.

This woman was really too… hateful!

Not feminine at all!

So detestable!

Chang Yuncheng threw himself on his bed, feeling feverish all over, with an itching sensation spreading from his heart throughout his body. He couldn’t describe what he was feeling – just uncomfortable, wanting to roll around on the bed to get relief. He pulled the blanket over his head.

That awful woman! She had actually hugged him just now!

This was… improper!

Chang Yuncheng suddenly threw off the blanket and stood up. Well, this wasn’t his fault then!

He lifted his foot and hurried back toward Qi Yue’s room, only to find the woman had already fallen asleep in bed.

Chang Yuncheng stood by the bed watching. After a moment, he carefully pulled out the blanket Qi Yue was hugging, positioned her arms at her sides, carefully covered her with the blanket, and blew out the lamp.

The room fell into pre-dawn darkness.

Chapter 158: Attitude
In addition to the exam candidate, the household now had one more patient awaiting surgery. Qi Yue notified the kitchen to add another invalid meal. When Concubine Zhu, who was expecting, heard about this, she mentioned it to Marquis Dingxi, so the Marquis came to ask if there were prenatal meals available.

“Young Madam, you absolutely must not agree to this,” Chang Chunlan said quietly.

Qi Yue was teaching Yan’er daily oral care when she heard this and casually asked why.

“When women give birth, it’s like passing through the gates of hell – extremely dangerous,” Chang Chunlan said, glancing outside and lowering her voice even more. “If anything happens to the mother or child, having the food and drink implicated would be troublesome.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound. She had seen this kind of thing in books, novels, and on television…

“Thank you, big sister,” she smiled, calling A’Ru over. “Go tell the Marquis that since she’s about to give birth, there’s no need for special tonics. Just light, plain food – whatever she wants to eat. Eating is actually human instinct, so when the body lacks something, it will crave it. Following that instinct is the best tonic.”

A’Ru acknowledged and turned to go.

“Then Yan’er wants to eat sugar cake because my body is lacking sugar cake…” Yan’er quickly tugged at Qi Yue’s sleeve.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“That won’t do,” she said. “Isn’t there a saying ‘arising from emotion but restrained by propriety’? If people did whatever they wanted, wouldn’t everything be in chaos?”

Yan’er was left stunned by this explanation.

Chang Chunlan couldn’t help but laugh.

“I don’t care, I don’t care, I want to eat, I want to eat,” Yan’er came to her senses and tugged at Qi Yue’s sleeve while swaying.

Chang Chunlan never expected her daughter would have a day when she could act coquettishly with someone. She laughed until her eyes grew moist.

“Alright, alright,” Qi Yue always had no resistance against children and could only raise her hands in surrender. “Eat, eat, let’s go eat. There’s also a saying that the world belongs to children. No truth is useful in front of them.”

Where did all these sayings come from? Chang Chunlan laughed again, gently dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief.

She looked around Qi Yue’s room – simply furnished, without heavy incense. There were also few decorative ornaments. The table was piled with thick papers and books, not neatly arranged but rather messy, a mess full of vitality and approachable warmth.

Simply put, it had human presence.

Her gaze fell on the bedding on the arhat bed and she paused slightly, involuntarily looking toward the outer room.

Qi Yue and Yan’er were in the parlor sharing a sugar cake, talking and laughing.

Were the husband and wife sleeping separately?

Chang Chunlan felt a flash of confusion.

“The Prince has returned,” the maids announced from outside, lifting the door curtain.

Chang Chunlan quickly stood up. Yan’er, more sensitive than normal children, immediately quieted down and frantically looked for her face veil.

“What are you afraid of? Your uncle is very brave – he’s not afraid of anything,” Qi Yue held Yan’er back with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng had already entered, returning from the morning martial arts ground with sweat still on his forehead.

“Don’t come back right after exercising. At least cool down there first. Even though you walked all the way home, it’s still freezing winter wind,” Qi Yue said.

Yan’er stood quietly behind Qi Yue. Chang Chunlan didn’t come over but watched them talk, her confused expression fading into a relieved smile.

“There’s not that much fuss,” Chang Yuncheng said, noticing Chang Chunlan.

“Prince,” Chang Chunlan bowed.

“Big sister came over,” Chang Yuncheng nodded in greeting, glancing at Yan’er. “Indeed thin and small. Eat more and build up your strength.”

Yan’er stood behind Qi Yue with her head lowered, bowing properly.

“Thank you for uncle’s teaching,” she said quietly with unclear pronunciation.

Chang Chunlan took Yan’er and bid farewell. Chang Yuncheng went in to wash and change into casual clothes.

“Come with me to pay respects to Mother,” he said.

Qi Yue frowned.

“I’d better not go,” she said. “You see, last time I went she wasn’t happy either. You go by yourself – you mother and son can have a good…”

Her words were cut off irritably by Chang Yuncheng.

“That time Mother was resting. What are you imagining, woman?” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him and restrained her temper.

“Chang Yuncheng, don’t play dumb. Your mother doesn’t like me – that’s a fact. She won’t start liking me just because I go pay respects and say nice things a few times. Instead, she’ll find me more annoying…” she said patiently.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression darkened.

“Since you know this is a fact, why won’t you try to make Mother like you?” he demanded angrily. “With this kind of attitude, how could Mother possibly like you?”

“She doesn’t like me not because of my attitude!” Qi Yue also raised her voice.

“What kind of attitude is this!” Chang Yuncheng also raised his voice, glaring angrily. “Who would like you with this attitude!”

Qi Yue exhaled.

“If she doesn’t like me, that’s fine. I’m not begging you to like me,” she said, grabbing her organized papers and walking out.

Chang Yuncheng grabbed her papers and pulled her back.

“So you actually don’t care at all, do you?” he asked through gritted teeth.

“I care about some things and don’t care about others,” Qi Yue looked at him. “Chang Yuncheng, I don’t want to fight with you. Let’s calm down and talk properly…”

Chang Yuncheng flung her away and strode out.

The door curtain lifted heavily and fell back down with a muffled sound.

Qi Yue sighed.

Chang Yuncheng’s anger had no effect on her. As she had said herself, what did it matter to her whether people here liked her or not?

Arriving at Qianjin Hall, Qi Yue asked if they could go to the mortuary earlier tonight.

Liu Pucheng looked surprised.

“We can’t go tonight,” he said.

Qi Yue was also surprised.

“Why not?” she asked.

“Well, finding a… corpse isn’t very easy…” Liu Pucheng said quietly.

“There are so many corpses there – aren’t they available for use?” Qi Yue asked.

Liu Pucheng didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. From her tone, it sounded like this girl had unlimited access to corpses before. But perhaps that’s exactly why she could develop such skilled techniques.

What kind of person could use corpses freely?

“Of course not – those bodies all have owners,” Liu Pucheng explained quietly. “Only when we encounter ownerless corpses do we have a chance to borrow them for use, and even then secretly. If reported to the authorities, that’s the serious crime of corpse theft.”

Qi Yue made an understanding “oh” sound and sighed again.

“I’ll ask Little Coffin to help arrange another one for us as soon as possible,” Liu Pucheng said quietly.

That was the only option. Qi Yue nodded.

“Then we’ll just have to wait,” she said, perking up. “But that’s fine too – let’s solve other problems first. From last night’s experiment, we still have many issues to discuss.”

Liu Pucheng nodded and picked up paper and pen.

“Without methylene blue and iodine, I can’t do proper marking design…”

“What are methylene blue and iodine?”

“They’re for marking and drawing lines, so I can make accurate sutures… Also the thread… last night’s thread was too coarse…”

After discussing with Liu Pucheng, since they couldn’t do physical experiments for the time being, Qi Yue could only continue teaching.

“Where’s Hu San?” A’Ru immediately noticed Hu San was missing and asked urgently.

Only then did A’Hao and Que Zhi look around.

Right, this person didn’t seem to be here. Usually when they entered, he’d be the first to come over.

“Senior Brother went to get… the model…” a disciple said.

The human model from last time, for emergency practice. Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, very pleased.

“It’s finished so quickly?” she asked.

“Yes, Senior Brother said the carpenter had almost finished it. He went to get it today for Master to see. If it’s good, he’ll have him make two more,” the disciple replied.

Amazing ancient craftsmen. Qi Yue clenched her fists.

“Then let’s start class first – we’ll teach while waiting for him,” she said.

The class ended quickly, but Hu San still hadn’t returned.

“Why is he so late? Is that carpenter’s house far from here?” A’Ru couldn’t sit still and asked.

“Not far,” several disciples said. “Did Senior Brother go off to play?”

“No way,” A’Ru said decisively.

“Maybe he thought it wasn’t well made and is having it modified,” Qi Yue said. “Don’t worry.”

A’Ru paused, then her face turned red.

I’m not worried – what am I worried about? I don’t care if he comes or not…

Here, Qi Yue finally got revenge for being teased by her a few days ago and giggled.

A’Ru shot her a reproachful look. Seeing everyone looking at them in confusion, she didn’t dare say more.

“I’ll go help in front,” she stamped her foot and left.

Now, besides teaching and attending classes, they also participated in Qianjin Hall’s work, doing basic nursing care.

“Come on, let’s go too,” Qi Yue laughed and called out.

Just as they walked out the door, they saw A’Ru running back.

“Young Madam, something’s wrong! Hu San has been arrested!”

When Qi Yue and the others ran to the street, the onlookers hadn’t dispersed yet, gathered together discussing animatedly.

“What exactly happened? What’s going on?”

“Did Senior Brother get greedy again and rashly try to treat someone?”

The disciples grabbed onlookers and asked frantically.

“We don’t know either…”

One after another, the questioned onlookers hurriedly dodged away.

Were the people he offended very powerful? Qi Yue pulled off the silver bracelet on her wrist and held it up.

“Whoever tells me what happened gets this,” she shouted.

The onlookers who were about to scatter paused, looking at the silver bracelet the woman held up, glinting brilliantly in the sunlight.

“I know!”

Under heavy reward, there must be brave men. An old woman jumped out shouting.

“That young man you’re looking for molested a nobleman’s son in the street. He was arrested and they said they’d take him back to beat him to death…” she said loudly.

At these words, Qi Yue and the others were stunned.

What… what what?

Molested a young nobleman?

Qi Yue gaped in astonishment, dropping the bracelet. The old woman quickly snatched it up, shouted thanks to the lady, and ran off.

Hu San was actually… cut sleeve? And such a bold cut sleeve at that?

Fan Yilin felt today was an auspicious day. On the third day of accompanying his wife back to her natal home, he was finally free. No more accompanying his mother-in-law and a group of old women playing cards and watching opera, no more accompanying his father-in-law, brother-in-law and other old men drinking tea and discussing books. No help for it – who told him to marry the youngest daughter of the family? His father-in-law and mother-in-law had her in their old age, so his brother-in-law was almost his father’s age, while the younger ones were a generation below, so they couldn’t talk to him either. For someone proficient in romance, cockfighting, and dog racing like him, this was truly lonely as snow. Fortunately his wife was wise, understanding his melancholy. Today she graciously allowed him to roam freely in Yongqing Prefecture, only requiring he return home to sleep at night.

Young Master Fan was romantic, and his attendants were also debonair. While he was eating heartily at the tavern, they inquired about Yongqing Prefecture’s finest pleasure quarters and reserved the top courtesan.

There was still much time before dark – enough time to do many things.

Fan Yilin rode his horse, thinking about the servant’s description of how alluring and seductive Miss Hong was. He wished he could sprout wings and fly there, feeling the horse was walking too slowly, so he whipped it hard twice.

The horse, startled, reared up and charged forward. Fan Yilin was only thinking about the upcoming pleasure, his bones going soft, and didn’t grip the reins well. He cried out and fell backward from the horse. Before his body hit the ground, the kicking horse caught him right in the chest.

The attendants only heard a short cry that seemed cut off before it could fully emerge, then saw their master lying motionless on the ground.

The young master had never been good at riding but loved to show off, saying real men should ride horses. Really losing face to save face.

Great, he fell off the horse again…

The attendants called out in confusion and dismounted to surround him, but didn’t see their young master spring up like a carp and dust himself off as usual. Instead, he remained face-down and motionless.

Several attendants panicked. They turned him over and saw – good grief, this time he was even scared unconscious.

“Young Master, Young Master,” the attendants called urgently while slapping his face.

Finally one attendant noticed something wrong.

“Young Master’s face!” he suddenly shouted, pointing at Fan Yilin lying on the ground.

Cyanosis!

Hu San looked over from outside the crowd, and this thought flashed through his mind at first sight.

“Move aside!” he shouted, raising his hand. “I’m a doctor!”

This shout overwhelmed the surrounding chatter. The word “doctor” also awed the crowd, so Hu San easily stood in front of Fan Yilin, pushed aside the servants, and half-knelt down.

Check vital signs.

“Hey, what’s wrong with you? Can you hear me?” Hu San shouted loudly near Fan Yilin’s ear.

No response. Straighten the body position, tilt head back to open airway, lean close to mouth and nose to check breathing. Look, listen, feel – no breathing.

Hu San took a deep breath, opened his mouth and pressed it to Fan Yilin’s mouth, slowly exhaling.

The surrounding people froze. What were they seeing?

In this moment of stunned silence, Hu San had already performed mouth-to-mouth several times in succession, then pressed heavily on Fan Yilin’s chest with his hands.

“Two effective breaths, five compressions, one defibrillation, cycle…” Hu San muttered, performing each action in sequence.

The surrounding people finally recovered and erupted in loud voices.

“Boy! What are you doing?” Fan Yilin’s attendants also finally woke up, shouting and swinging fists at Hu San.

“He’s not breathing – I’m helping him breathe…” Hu San shouted, ducking a blow and beginning the next artificial respiration cycle.

Fan Yilin coughed twice, slowly opened his eyes at this moment, then saw a man’s face approaching him, a stinking bloody mouth kissing his own mouth.

Dead…

Fan Yilin’s eyes rolled back and he truly fainted.

“Young Master!”

The nearby attendant saw this – heavens, their young master was molested and scared unconscious by this man. They no longer hesitated, quickly restraining this audacious lecher.

“Beat this pervert to death!”

Chapter 159: Anger
No one knew which young nobleman he was – the people on the street didn’t recognize him, but from his clothing and the arrogant behavior of his servants, they could tell he definitely wasn’t ordinary.

Qi Yue paced anxiously in circles.

“Never seen him, really never seen him,” the shops they questioned all gave the same answer.

Seeing Qi Yue about to offer another reward, several shop owners quickly stopped her.

“Really haven’t seen him. From his accent, he’s not from our Yongqing Prefecture,” an elderly one said.

Qi Yue calmed down.

“It’s the first month now – there are many visiting relatives. So he must be someone’s visiting relative,” she said.

If they had to investigate that, it would be like finding a needle in a haystack.

“A’Ru, go home and call for people,” she waved her hand, then instructed the disciples. “We’ll ask along the way – wherever these people went, we should be able to find out.”

Huang Ziqiao rushed down from the tavern, surprising the group of young masters who were still toasting heartily. Thinking something serious had happened, they all followed him down, only to see Huang Ziqiao standing at the tavern entrance looking at the sky.

What was so interesting in the sky?

The group looked up too.

That woman was approaching. Should he take the initiative to greet her or pretend he didn’t see her?

Huang Ziqiao’s heart was about to jump out of his throat from anxiety. Taking the initiative to greet her would be too undignified…

Of course, if she took the initiative to call out and greet him, this young master would reluctantly respond with a few words.

Having made up his mind, Huang Ziqiao straightened his clothes, took a deep breath, and stepped out the door, then stopped again.

Should he walk toward her head-on or walk in the same direction?

“Young Master, what exactly are you trying to do?” someone finally couldn’t help asking.

Others quietly asked Huang Ziqiao’s attendant if their young master’s brain was okay, aside from having his belly cut open once.

“Get lost,” Huang Ziqiao glared at them irritably. “I’m going to buy something.”

Having said this, he ignored them and walked out.

He strolled leisurely. Apart from the chattering nonsense from his friends behind him, no female voice called out to stop him.

“Go away, step aside a bit, you’re blocking,” Huang Ziqiao waved back at them.

His friends looked down at themselves.

“Blocking what?” they asked in confusion, turning to look around.

“Blocking the road!” Huang Ziqiao glared, his gaze catching that woman stopping and talking anxiously to several passersby…

After asking a few questions, she hurriedly came this way.

Huang Ziqiao suddenly turned his head and continued walking.

That woman swept past him like a gust of wind…

Hey…

Huang Ziqiao stared with wide eyes, seeing the woman stop a few steps away and call to a shop clerk.

“Have you seen several people dragging someone – Hu San from Qianjin Hall – pass by?” Qi Yue asked, gesturing to describe Hu San’s height and appearance.

Qianjin Hall was quite famous now. The shop clerk shook his head, then quickly called others to ask.

“With so many people on the street, we really didn’t notice,” was the disappointing final result.

Qi Yue exhaled with some worry. After chasing to this point, perhaps because there were too many people on the street, or perhaps those people had already bound Hu San securely without struggle or noise, no one had noticed this group passing by.

Had they taken the wrong route? Or did this group live nearby?

She turned her head and suddenly her eyes lit up.

“Xiao Qiao,” she called out.

With this shout, his friends discovered that Huang Ziqiao, whom they were about to carry off to find a doctor, finally moved.

Huang Ziqiao’s whole body stiffened, looking at the woman who had walked up to him in a few steps, feeling his ears burn.

He made “um” and “ah” sounds, with an expression that said ‘who is this woman, I don’t know you.’

Qi Yue ignored the little brat’s awkward expression.

“Do you know if any family recently had relatives visit from out of town – a young nobleman?” she asked urgently, gesturing to describe the nobleman’s height and appearance as described by the onlookers.

Huang Ziqiao set aside his awkwardness and listened seriously to what she said.

“Many people came for New Year,” he frowned.

“They just arrested Hu San,” Qi Yue said. “Because he treated an emergency on the street, Hu San gave him artificial respiration and cardiac resuscitation, but it might have been misunderstood.”

Hu San? Huang Ziqiao still remembered him – that sleazy man. With his thieving appearance, this day was bound to come sooner or later.

“You all think quickly – which families have had relatives visit these past few days?” he quickly turned to ask his group of friends.

The result was a group of people talking over each other without coming up with anything coherent.

“Forget asking randomly – I’ll go back and have the magistrate send people to search house by house!” Huang Ziqiao waved his hand. “This is outrageous! The lesson about beating doctors was only a few days ago, and now they dare kidnap doctors again! Find this bastard and throw him out of Yongqing Prefecture!”

When the prefect’s son spoke, this was even more effective than his father. The other young masters naturally wouldn’t miss this chance to show brotherly loyalty while currying favor with the divine doctor, so they each summoned their men.

Groups of household guards carrying clubs kept running past on the street.

The common people, being well-experienced, could tell from this group’s manner that some young master was going to fight again. There had been fights before, but they were all small affairs. They’d never seen so many people running back and forth, and almost all the famous major families had sent people out. Good heavens, this was going to be a massive group brawl!

Who were the opposing sides? What was it about? They hadn’t heard of any new beauties arriving at the brothels recently.

But regardless of the reason, fights had always been scenes the people loved to see, especially during the first month when there were more idle people. Soon enough, crowds of spectators squeezed in, following these people running from east to west and west to east. More and more people joined until it looked like a popular uprising.

Both county magistrates heard the commotion and sent officers to disperse the crowds, but when they saw their own masters’ sons among them, not only did they fail to disperse the crowds, they were also scolded into joining in.

The reason given was that madmen had come to the city, and they should quickly investigate to ensure public safety and property. How dare they serve as officials? How dare they wear these uniforms? They might as well go home and sell tofu!

For a time, shops closed their doors and pedestrians avoided the area. Yongqing Prefecture during the first month suddenly became tense.

Fan Yilin would never have imagined that a clearly poor wretch his servants had casually grabbed would cause such a commotion.

Hu San woke up when he was thrown into the woodshed.

When he was first seized by the servants on the street, he too was very angry.

How long had it been since he, Hu San, had received such treatment!

Since the last time he defeated Wang Qingchun, Qianjin Hall had become famous overnight. With the backing of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, he could practically walk sideways in Yongqing Prefecture. Not to mention the disciples being beaten or bullied – they didn’t even encounter cold words. Especially him, Hu San, who was responsible for the equipment ordered by his master, was regarded as a god of wealth by blacksmiths, carpenters, and other craftsmen. This New Year he couldn’t finish all the banquet invitations.

Hu San argued angrily with these blind servants for a few sentences, but was met with even more fierce punches. Having neglected exercise while busy with work, Hu San was knocked unconscious, so he was dragged along the whole way without a chance to cry for help.

“I’m a doctor!” He threw himself at the door, shouting to the servants who were about to leave. “I was treating your young master – emergency treatment!”

A servant turned back and spat.

“You pervert, wait until our young master recovers from his shock, then we’ll castrate you,” they said viciously.

Hu San instinctively felt a chill between his legs and couldn’t help but clamp them together, breaking out in cold sweat.

“Tell your young master I’m from Qianjin Hall, I’m the first disciple of Marquis Dingxi’s Young Madam. If you dare touch me, my master won’t let you off!” he shouted. Knowing that nice words wouldn’t work now, he simply resorted to threats.

“Bah, not only a pervert but also a madman.”

The servants laughed mockingly, no longer sparing him a glance, and walked away chatting and laughing.

Here, Hu San grabbed the woodshed door, no longer showing any trace of his earlier bravado, with snot and tears flowing together.

“Master, please come save me quickly…”

Then he thought that when he was captured he had been unconscious, so probably no one knew to report it. He often went to craftsmen’s shops, so if he didn’t return for a while, the disciples at Qianjin Hall wouldn’t pay attention. Even if they really noticed something wrong, it would probably be tomorrow, and by then he might already be castrated…

If he was castrated, even if his master later avenged him, it would be too late!

Heavens, was this where Hu San’s life would end?

Hu San collapsed in the woodshed, still gripping the door.

Master…

At this time, Fan Yilin was also complaining bitterly.

“…And they say Yongqing Prefecture has outstanding people and beautiful scenery – what kind of people does it raise? Right on the street there was such…” He spat here and stopped talking.

“…Brother-in-law, what was there on the street?” a young master about his age asked curiously.

“Street robbery,” Fan Yilin said with a dark face.

He knew he was romantic, elegant, handsome, and extraordinary – beloved by all, flowers blooming wherever he went – but that was only for pretty young ladies. Being pressed down by a man on the street was not worth bragging about at all!

Such shameful things, he was determined to keep buried in his stomach and never speak of again.

Of course, all those servants had also been ordered to keep silent.

“Damn it, I’m in so much pain,” Fan Yilin rubbed his chest. After the shame passed, he felt pain all over. It couldn’t be from being pressed by that pervert…

Bah! Fan Yilin shook his head violently, driving away this terrible thought.

“What mischief were you up to again?” came an elderly, authoritative voice from outside.

Seeing his father-in-law Wang Tongye enter, everyone in the room quickly stood up, all with respectful expressions.

Former Minister of Personnel Wang Tongye had moved away from the capital after retirement, returning to his hometown of Yongqing Prefecture. He kept a low profile, spending his days enjoying flowers and fishing, living in his old country estate most of the time. Only for New Year was he invited back. Having grown accustomed to country life, he increasingly resembled a farmer, but no one dared truly treat him as one. Wang Tongye had been an official for many years with disciples everywhere, and there were important positions among the Six Ministries and Nine Ministers.

“Father-in-law, it was nothing… just encountered a small thief on the road and was almost robbed,” Fan Yilin said respectfully, no longer showing any trace of his earlier casual attitude.

Wang Tongye glanced at this young son-in-law with some dissatisfaction.

“You’re already this old – haven’t you thought about what you want to do?” he said.

Here we go again…

Fan Yilin cried out inwardly. This father-in-law was really like his own grandfather – similar age, similar words.

“I…” he opened his mouth to speak when he heard someone rushing in from outside.

“Master, something’s wrong! Many people have surrounded the gate outside, and the steward has been beaten,” a servant said with a panicked expression.

This startled Wang Tongye.

“What did you say?” he asked, thinking he had misheard.

Chapter 160: Conflict
Actually, things didn’t start out this way.

Through systematic inquiries, someone finally said they had seen Hu San being dragged into this house. Qi Yue was the first to arrive here, bringing only seven or eight guards.

She looked up at the high-hanging gate plaque with its simple, bold characters: Wang Residence.

“The Wang family!” The head guard’s expression changed slightly.

“What kind of family is the Wang family?” Qi Yue asked.

“It’s… it’s the former Minister of Personnel…” the guard’s voice trembled a little.

If the genuine imperial relatives and nobles from the capital encountered these court ministers, it might not matter much, but for someone like Marquis Dingxi who was already marginalized, such court ministers – even former ones – could not be easily provoked.

After A’Ru went back to call for people, the steward immediately assembled eight guards according to official protocol. Thinking that the main purpose of fighting was intimidation rather than causing deaths, he thoughtfully had them remove their swords and spears, still equipping them with clubs and sticks.

“Be clever when you go out, don’t disgrace Marquis Dingxi’s mansion,” the steward repeatedly instructed before departure. After all, such incidents were rare, and the household guards lacked experience. “Of course, don’t go too far either, or it’ll be hard to explain later.”

The guards came over with some ease and excitement, only now realizing the situation was much bigger than they had imagined.

This wasn’t a quarrel and fight between young masters – the other party had such a distinguished status!

Since they had such high position, Qi Yue quickly straightened her clothes and politely knocked on the door, explaining her purpose.

Because of Marquis Dingxi’s reputation, the gatekeeper didn’t dare delay and immediately reported to the steward.

“A woman?” Because it was New Year and because it was getting dark, the steward, who was more leisurely than usual, had drunk a few extra cups and was somewhat intoxicated. “Our family has never had much contact with Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. How could there be women coming to the door at night? I’ll go see.”

He wrapped himself in a large fur coat and hat and walked out, looking at the woman standing under the lantern light, and couldn’t help but stare.

Burp… the steward couldn’t help but hiccup from the alcohol… a beauty.

Que Zhi and A’Ru flashed their hands to protect Qi Yue and stepped back a few paces, frowning at the intoxicated man before them.

“Who are you people?” the steward asked with bleary eyes.

“We’re from Marquis Dingxi’s mansion,” Que Zhi spoke up, covering her nose with her hand. “You arrested a doctor today. Quickly release him and this matter will be dropped…”

The steward was completely confused, but seeing this little maid’s unfriendly attitude, he felt annoyed.

Although he was just a steward, as the saying goes, even a minister’s servant is a seventh-rank official. With the Wang family’s status, when he went out, he carried himself with more authority than a county magistrate. To be shouted at by this little maid was simply too insulting.

Little maid…

The steward thought of a tenant farmer’s daughter he had taken a fancy to a few days ago, about the same age, not particularly beautiful, but he liked her fresh vitality. He had intended to take her as a third concubine, but was actually refused.

Really ungrateful – wasn’t it just because she disliked his age?

What was wrong with being older? Really didn’t know what was good for her!

“Ungrateful stinking little maid!” The steward’s anger rose from his heart. He glared and cursed, “Get lost!”

Que Zhi’s eyes widened at being scolded.

My heavens, how long had it been since she heard anyone dare scold her?

Good gracious, and it was an old man. Never mind that he was a steward of the high-ranking Wang family – no matter how high-ranking the household, pointing at her and cursing was cursing Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

“You rotten old man, didn’t you hear what I said? We’re from Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Go report quickly and hand over the person…” Que Zhi stood with arms akimbo and shouted.

Qi Yue frowned and reached out to pull Que Zhi back.

“Que Zhi, how can you speak like that? Uncle, I apologize. Please listen to me…” she said, pushing Que Zhi back while stepping forward herself. Just as she turned and opened her mouth, she saw a slap coming at her face.

A crisp slap echoed in front of the gate, followed by instant silence.

Rotten old man! These words completely provoked the steward. This stinking little maid!

The steward struck hard with his slap, feeling the pent-up frustration of several days finally released.

“Young Madam!” Que Zhi screamed, and A’Ru and A’Hao frantically gathered around.

This rotten old man was quite strong…

Qi Yue only felt stars before her eyes, her left ear ringing, her nose warming as something flowed down.

She raised her hand to touch it and looked in the lantern light.

“Blood!” Que Zhi screamed again, seeing the rotten old man standing there with his head raised proudly, and lunged at him with clawed hands.

The steward cried out in pain, his face burning from several scratches.

“Little hussy!” Though he was old, he was still a man after all. He kicked away the maid clawing at him and shouted angrily.

Que Zhi was kicked away. Since they were standing on steps, this kick sent Que Zhi tumbling down.

A’Ru’s face went white with fear as she called out to Que Zhi and ran down.

“Dare to cause trouble at my Wang family’s gate! Don’t want to live!” the steward shouted loudly and spat heavily. “Close the gate! If you dare come cause trouble again, we’ll break your legs!”

Qi Yue held her face with one hand, still somewhat dazed from being hit.

This was the first time she’d been struck since coming here…

“Your grandmother…” she murmured, then lifted her foot and kicked hard at the man who was turning away.

Screw your high-ranking family…

Even if you were the emperor himself, this sister won’t swallow this insult…

Bullying me – even if I die, I have to vent this anger!

The steward hadn’t expected these people would actually dare to fight back. Combined with his unsteady footing from drinking, he was actually kicked to the ground.

“Where did these madmen come from, daring to…” he was both ashamed and angry. Without bothering to get up, he shouted loudly, “Arrest them!”

Just as he shouted, the Marquis Dingxi’s guards who had been quietly waiting by the gate finally snapped out of it.

Heavens, the Young Madam had been beaten and was bleeding, and the maid had been kicked down. Regardless of what high-ranking household couldn’t be provoked, being guards who performed this poorly – if they didn’t regain face today, they’d have no face to see anyone.

“They’re hitting people!” they shouted in unison, swinging clubs and charging forward. To regain face, each struck with maximum force.

But the Wang family’s gatekeepers weren’t pushovers either, especially since this was their territory. After an initial moment of confusion, the household guards also rushed over. At this moment, they couldn’t ask clearly who was doing what for what reason – in any case, people had come to fight at their door, so they had to fight back.

Thus, the area in front of the Wang family gate descended into chaos.

Meanwhile, Huang Ziqiao and the others who had been causing uproar throughout the city also received news and rushed over, hearing the chaotic fighting from far away.

“A fight’s broken out!” the young masters shouted in voices cracking with puberty.

“Charge!” Huang Ziqiao felt his whole body heating up as he shouted in his adolescent voice. “What the hell are you standing around for!”

Fighting was always the most thrilling sport for young men. They all clamored and rushed forward.

“No, no, we can’t go – this is the Wang family, the Wang family!”

The household servants and guards of each family came to their senses and frantically tried to stop their respective masters.

Those who played with Huang Ziqiao were all children of similar age, at the stage where they were disliked by everyone and would tear tiles off roofs. Daily fights outside were common. But those were all squabbles between a few children who saw each other regularly, so the families didn’t interfere – children’s matters were for children to resolve. If adults got involved, that would be a different story.

The household servants these half-grown children could mobilize were just those specifically assigned to them – also around their age, essentially playmates rather than real household guards used for protection. So seeing this high-ranking Wang family household, and seeing real fighting at the gate, they were somewhat scared.

There were also constables who had come with Huang Ziqiao, now desperately holding onto Huang Ziqiao’s horse.

“Young Master, this is no joke. You can’t go, you can’t go,” the head constable said with a face full of sweat.

Huang Ziqiao kicked him away.

“Go to hell – didn’t you see Miss Qi was beaten?” he cursed, spurring his horse and charging forward with his club raised.

With him leading, the other young men naturally didn’t dare fall behind and charged forward with strange cries.

Since their masters had charged forward, and seeing the heated fighting over there where clubs had no eyes, offending the Wang family would be their masters’ responsibility to handle, but if the young masters were injured, it would fall on them servants. So the household servants gritted their teeth and didn’t dare delay, all surging forward together.

The Wang family people didn’t know why so many more people had suddenly arrived. Although they were basically all half-grown children, even a good dog couldn’t handle a pack of wild ones, and random punches could beat a master to death. Seeing they couldn’t hold out, they all retreated inside and closed the gate. By this time, the commotion had grown large enough to be reported to the inner courtyard.

Others who heard the news also rushed over, all with expressions of disbelief.

What kind of joke was this? Perhaps someone might dare surround the government offices, but how could anyone dare attack their Wang family compound?

Several masters still home on holiday all thought they had misheard. Only after going to see for themselves at the gate did they confirm it was real.

“Really, quite a few people – there are government officials and many household servants…” one of them said, wiping sweat.

By now it was getting dark, and the household was gradually lighting lamps. The torches in the courtyard crackled and burned, making the atmosphere even more tense.

“There are people from the prefect’s office, people from the Liu family on East Street, people from General Wang’s house on Cross Lane…”

Hearing several masters list so many famous households in succession, everyone in the room’s expressions changed.

These people weren’t ordinary commoners – they were all wealthy and noble. Though they couldn’t be said to be on equal footing with the Wang family, they were the type who would exchange polite greetings when meeting.

“What do they want?” Wang Tongye asked.

“They said, they said for us to hand over the person…” a household member said.

This left everyone even more confused.

“What person?” Wang Tongye asked.

“Don’t know – it was chaotic, and I didn’t dare show my face,” the Second Master said quietly.

Such a big commotion was no small matter.

“Which of you caused trouble outside?” Wang Tongye asked sternly.

With a large family and great wealth, having spoiled children was inevitable.

The younger generation in the room looked at each other.

“Grandfather, we wouldn’t dare. These past few days we’ve either been visiting relatives or receiving guests at home – we haven’t gone out at all,” one of the younger generation stepped forward to say. “Much less arrested anyone.”

That was true. His family had strict discipline, and the children were all proper and well-behaved, never causing trouble or being so foolish as to openly abuse their power.

Wang Tongye nodded, his gaze falling on Fan Yilin.

Fan Yilin was startled.

“Father-in-law, I’ve been at home the whole time since coming here,” he quickly said. “Besides, this is Yongqing Prefecture, not the capital…”

He wasn’t so foolish as to cause trouble on someone else’s territory.

When a tiger falls to the plains, it must pretend to be a dog – he understood this principle.

“None of you went out to cause trouble or arrested anyone you shouldn’t have?” Wang Tongye asked again.

Everyone in the room nodded solemnly.

Fan Yilin naturally nodded along, but halfway through nodding he hesitated, somehow thinking of that pervert…

Speaking of arresting people, it seemed they had only arrested him.

Could it be? From his clothing and appearance, he was clearly just a poor wretch…

How could anyone possibly cause such a scene for him?

“No,” Fan Yilin continued nodding emphatically.

Wang Tongye’s expression darkened. Regardless of who these people were or what the matter was, daring to come with weapons to surround the Wang family gate was going too far!

“Go tell them that for the sake of being fellow townsmen, if they withdraw quickly, I’ll just consider it children’s New Year games and won’t take it to heart. Otherwise, don’t blame us for being impolite,” he said slowly.

Chapter 161: Explanation
The Wang family’s main gate slowly opened, and the noisy crowd became even more boisterous.

More than a dozen household servants dressed in black silk short jackets, with protective wristbands and leather boots all properly equipped, surrounded a man with a solemn expression wrapped in a large fur coat as he walked out.

“It’s Young Master Wang,” someone exclaimed.

The commotion outside instantly quieted down.

Young Master Wang, Wang Tongye’s legitimate eldest grandson, named Qian with the courtesy name Yixiu, twenty-seven years old. At twenty, he had achieved the rank of third place in the imperial examinations, a renowned prodigy from far and wide. Now serving as a deputy prefect in Qingzhou Prefecture, Huguang, he deeply inherited his grandfather’s manner and would surely have important responsibilities in the future.

Even though these youngsters were making a ruckus, they knew what kind of person had emerged before them. In fact, even if Young Master Wang hadn’t come out, they knew what place they had come to. It was just that their heads had gotten hot for a moment and they had rushed over to fight. Since they had already fought, they might as well go all out.

Wang Qian’s gaze swept over the noisy crowd at the gate. Indeed, most were half-grown children. When his gaze passed over them, he saw several adults dressed as constables, who hurriedly slipped behind the crowd when they saw him looking.

Wang Qian’s expression remained unmoved as he continued to watch until the noisy children quieted down.

An adult who had already been tempered in the official world, Young Master Wang’s imposing presence indeed had a deterrent effect.

After the area in front of the gate had quieted down, Young Master Wang slowly conveyed his grandfather’s words without changing a single character. The crowd stirred, and though these young masters usually caused trouble, they also knew their limits.

“Hey, are you someone who can speak with authority?”

Young Master Wang felt no sense of accomplishment in intimidating these children. After speaking, he turned to leave, but a female voice called out from behind. He turned back to see a woman wrapped in a red cloak walk out, covering half her face with her hand.

Still holding a pipa, half-concealing her face.

Young Master Wang, who only read the classics of sages, suddenly had a line of poetry pop into his mind.

“This young master?” Qi Yue called out again, having learned to be clever this time by not daring to get too close.

Young Master Wang slowly nodded, making those half-grown children who yearned to become adults look on with boundless envy. This was what bearing looked like—look at every gesture and movement…

Huang Ziqiao spat. Young Master Wang’s expression and movements looked very familiar to him.

He was clearly stunned by the beauty!

Hypocrite!

Huang Ziqiao cursed angrily in his heart, even planning that when the fighting resumed, he would definitely find a chance to smash mud in this old boy’s face.

“I won’t say anything more now. Things have already escalated to this point, and I’ve startled Master Wang. As long as you hand over the person, we can settle accounts however you want afterward. If apologies are needed, I’ll apologize; if礼 is needed, I’ll provide it,” Qi Yue said.

This was all her fault. If she hadn’t taught artificial respiration, how would Hu San have gotten into such trouble? Artificial respiration, as an emergency rescue method, was truly shocking for ancient times that had great taboos about physical contact between men and women. It was no wonder people would misunderstand, but she hoped Hu San wouldn’t be injured.

Throughout, her hand never left her face, because speaking made her face hurt, and her eyes couldn’t help but be covered with a layer of moisture.

Seductive beauty!

Young Master Wang withdrew his gaze.

“Are you the one who incited these people to come?” he slowly asked.

“It was me,” Qi Yue nodded. “It has nothing to do with them. These children don’t understand and just came to watch the excitement.”

She actually took all the responsibility upon herself.

Young Master Wang said nothing more and turned to go inside.

“Hey, wait,” Qi Yue had thought she could say a few more words, but unexpectedly this person only said two sentences before leaving. What about the matter? It needed to be resolved! She hurried to follow.

More than a dozen household servants immediately stepped forward, making threatening shouts to block the gate.

“You woman, where did you come from? What are you making a fuss about? Hand over someone? Hand over what person? What right do you have to demand someone?” a steward said unpleasantly, his face very ugly.

This was understandable. This was the most embarrassing scene the Wang family had ever experienced. Even if the various families came to apologize afterward, it would still be a great loss of face.

He meant there was no such person, so naturally they wouldn’t hand anyone over, but these words, when they reached Qi Yue’s ears, seemed to mean the person was in their hands, but they wouldn’t hand him over.

Qi Yue became truly anxious.

Now it seemed that dropping names was useless—hadn’t she just given her name and a drunken steward came out? This clearly showed they didn’t take her seriously.

She could only try to reason with them.

“Hey, this is really a misunderstanding. Listen to my explanation. He didn’t do it on purpose; he was saving someone. Just let the person out, and I’ll personally explain to your young master,” she said urgently.

Before she could finish speaking, the man who had been holding back his irritation slapped her.

“You woman, don’t you see what place this is? How dare you act so recklessly!” he shouted sternly.

Obviously, this woman was the ringleader. Looking at her clothing and appearance, she seemed wealthy enough, but which wealthy family would let a woman walk around so late at night? Looking so seductive, she was probably some courtesan from a brothel.

Who knew what intentions she had in coming to make trouble? The young masters in the household naturally couldn’t avoid going to such places for entertainment, and inevitably some thoughtless women would get inappropriate ideas…

This woman had good methods, actually managing to get so many young masters to stand up for her…

So Qi Yue was unlucky again, being heavily swung aside by this arm that carried anger and intended to teach a lesson.

The Wang family’s gate had high steps, and it was dark now. Qi Yue staggered backward, her foot slipping into empty space as she fell backward. A’Ru and A’Hao, who were following close behind, hurried to support her, but couldn’t withstand the fierce fall and were also pulled down with her.

Huang Ziqiao was being secretly persuaded by the head constable who had sneaked over. Though he was very spoiled, he was still a child from an official family and knew what could and couldn’t be done. He was struggling between face and reality when he saw Qi Yue being struck and falling down the steps. In that instant, all his struggles disappeared, and he felt his head explode with a roar.

“The bastards are hitting people again!” he shouted, jumping down from his horse himself. “Get your weapons ready…”

His voice hadn’t finished when urgent horse hooves were heard from behind.

“Make way,” came a loud, urgent shout.

This shout was intimidating, and upon hearing it, the crowd involuntarily made way.

The man who had struck someone showed no panic at seeing the woman fall, and even spat behind him as he turned back.

Panic? What was there to panic about? After today passed, there would be even more panic-inducing things waiting for these little brats who didn’t know their place.

His spitting had just hit the ground when he saw someone stride up the steps swift as wind.

“Who are you…” The man opened his mouth to scold, but before the words came out, he felt pain in his stomach and was knocked backward, crashing into the household servants blocking the door.

“How dare you! Do you know what place this is…” The others were greatly alarmed and shouted sternly in unison, only then clearly seeing that standing before them was a tall man wearing a large black and gold cloak.

“Lord…” The three maids and guards below couldn’t help but call out.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention to them, but raised his foot again, kicking toward the servants who had surrounded him.

With two or three kicks, the servants were scattered. Chang Yuncheng ignored them and kicked open half the door, striding inside with large steps.

Seeing him enter, Huang Ziqiao, who was following close behind, also kicked open the other half of the door.

Soon, following Huang Ziqiao’s entry, more people also surged forward. The Wang family’s servants were pushed aside by the crowd, unable to withstand the rush of people.

The servants inside who were standing ready in strict formation looked at these people pouring in and this time drew their weapons with a swish.

Not sticks and clubs, but blades and spears.

“Everyone out,” Chang Yuncheng shouted coldly.

The people following close behind him all froze.

“Everyone out. Who told you to come in?” Chang Yuncheng shouted again.

With his rebuke, the people who had surged in retreated in disorder again. Only Chang Yuncheng, Huang Ziqiao, and Qi Yue, who had also run in, remained at the Wang family’s gate.

“Let me explain to them,” she shouted loudly, this time removing the hand that had been covering her face. Under the bright torchlight, her half-swollen face was revealed.

Seeing her face, Chang Yuncheng was stunned for a moment, then his expression became furious.

Qi Yue was startled by his expression.

“I know I’ve caused trouble again…” she said hurriedly, with some apologetic tone. “So I said I’d come explain…”

As they spoke, an aged voice came from inside.

“So it’s Lord visiting. I failed to welcome you properly… I wonder what Lord needs to explain to this old man, visiting so late at night and kicking down doors?” Wang Tongye walked out leisurely with his hands behind his back, wearing a smile on his face but no hint of mirth in his eyes. He looked coldly at the several people standing at the gate, his eyes slightly narrowed. He had long stopped coming out to socialize and wasn’t someone just anyone could see. Therefore, aside from Chang Yuncheng, he didn’t recognize the others. Moreover, a woman and a half-grown child weren’t worth his recognition.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze from Qi Yue’s face and turned to look at him, without any smile and too lazy to maintain superficial politeness.

“Hand over the person, and I’ll naturally give Master Wang an explanation,” he said flatly.

A person again? Wang Tongye could barely contain his anger.

“I don’t know what person in my Wang family is so precious as to cause Lord to make such a grand spectacle of surrounding our gate?” he asked.

“The person your young master brought back from the street today,” Qi Yue said hurriedly. “Master, this is a misunderstanding. That’s my disciple. Perhaps seeing your young master suddenly having an emergency, he performed artificial respiration for emergency rescue. He hasn’t completed his training and is still an apprentice. If there was any impropriety, please be tolerant, but he truly wasn’t being presumptuous toward your young master—he was genuinely focused on saving someone. I can guarantee this with my life.”

Wang Tongye looked at the injured woman before him, and after hearing her words, suddenly froze.

Though he was old, having experienced the official world for so long, he had seen every kind of situation. Even if Mount Tai collapsed before his eyes, his expression wouldn’t change. This woman’s words, spoken clearly and without any bias or emotion, immediately allowed him to determine the general situation.

Not intentionally causing trouble?

Not targeting the wrong person?

But truly… there was such a person…

Fan Yilin, who had come out ready to fight and show off in front of his old father-in-law, also heard what this woman said.

A layer of sweat suddenly appeared on his head.

On the street… providing aid… doctor… artificial respiration… the person brought back… Several words connected together outlined a person.

No… it couldn’t be, could it?

“San’er,” he turned his head somewhat stiffly to look at the servant beside him, asking in a trembling voice, “The person who was brought back—did he say he was a doctor?”

After asking this question, he looked at the servant with such expectation he could almost melt him.

Please say no, please say he didn’t…

But the servant squeezed out a smile uglier than crying.

“Young Master, he… did say… and also said he was the first disciple of the Marquis Dingxi’s young madam…” the servant stammered.

Fan Yilin felt sweat pouring down like rain.

He must be dreaming, right? He must be, right?

And at this moment, his old father-in-law’s shout rang out from ahead.

“Fan! Yi! Lin!” Wang Tongye’s mind flashed with insight, and he suddenly turned around, shouting each word distinctly and sternly.

Fan Yilin’s legs went weak from this shout.

Mother… I want to go home… this place is too scary…

Chapter 162: Easy to Discuss
While the excitement was happening on this side, the families of the several young masters involved had all received news.

When they heard that their sons had led people to surround the Wang family compound, everyone gasped in shock. Their first reaction was: this must be a dream, right?

They knew their own children well—stealing chickens, touching dogs, fighting, drinking, gambling, visiting brothels—all of that was normal. But surrounding the Wang family compound? Had their brains short-circuited?

After the servants who brought the news guaranteed it repeatedly, these several families all flew into chaos. On one hand, they hurried to have their troublemaking sons dragged back; on the other hand, they gathered family members to jointly discuss damage control. Since the incident had already happened, the main thing to do next was to shift blame. Everyone unanimously insisted their own children weren’t bold enough for this and must have been instigated by someone. After asking around, it turned out to be the young madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s estate.

Good heavens, the descendants of the Marquis Dingxi had finally appeared in the ranks of spoiled troublemakers.

But why was it the young madam? Not a young master?

Marquis Dingxi was having the same thoughts at this moment—his family’s descendants had finally joined the ranks of unfilial troublemakers.

He remembered when he was young, his grandfather had mocked a colleague whose grandson caused trouble, fighting someone today, cursing someone else yesterday. That colleague had laughed heartily while patting his grandfather’s shoulder, saying what kind of grandson wasn’t mischievous? Were they raising him like a girl? Even if it was a girl, so-and-so’s daughter could mount horses and wield swords. At the time, his grandfather’s expression had been very ugly. Later, when those colleagues discussed their own children’s mischief, their expressions showed no reduction in annoyance but rather carried a hint of pride. While boasting, they also said, “Look at your Old Chang family—so nice, the children are all quiet and elegant like girls.”

This wasn’t envy; it was mockery.

The Old Chang family had really changed their nature…

After this phrase spread, grandfather never attended colleague gatherings again, and eventually those old-generation brothers simply stopped meeting…

Marquis Dingxi still remembered how, amidst the laughter of that group of rough old men, grandfather had looked at him once—that look was full of disappointment…

He was a waste, a waste who couldn’t make grandfather proud.

With great difficulty, Chang Yuncheng had grown up, and he thought he would finally welcome the days grandfather had hoped for—cleaning up after his son’s troubles, with annoyance mixed with pride. But this boy turned out to be a lone hero who never called for help when fighting, never told his family whether he won or lost, let alone summoned followers to join in.

Children’s affairs were children’s affairs. If the children didn’t speak up, how could he shamelessly go around bragging? When even the victims remained silent, he felt he lacked confidence.

Yes, the Old Chang family, who had earned merit through battlefield conquest, had really changed their nature. He might as well accept fate.

He never expected such a day would come—servants came rolling and crawling in to report that because someone from Qianjin Hall had been arrested, the young madam had gone to fight, and the scene wasn’t small…

“Rebellion! Rebellion!” Madam Xie was still cursing angrily, pacing back and forth in the room in fury. “This lowly servant, this lowly servant absolutely cannot be kept! The face of our Marquis Dingxi estate will be completely lost by her!”

Face…

“Who won?” Marquis Dingxi suddenly asked.

This question stunned everyone in the room.

“For now, the young madam won, I suppose. The Wang family closed their doors and ran, but the young madam also suffered—she was struck in the face…” the servant who brought the news stammered.

Looking toward the door, Marquis Dingxi’s expression grew increasingly excited.

“My lord, write the divorce papers. When the Wang family pursues this matter tomorrow…” Madam Xie said hatefully.

“What the hell will they pursue!” Marquis Dingxi suddenly shouted, slapping the table and standing up.

This sudden commotion startled everyone.

“They arrested someone from my family’s medicine shop, went to demand the person back, and got beaten for it! This matter won’t end so simply! They want to pursue it! I haven’t even pursued it yet!” Marquis Dingxi shouted at the top of his voice. Because it was the first time, his voice was excited, trembling, and cracking, making him sound lacking in authority.

Everyone stared at him blankly. They recognized every word the marquis said, but put together, why couldn’t they understand it?

“Come! Get weapons! Go to the Wang family!” Marquis Dingxi swept his sleeves and strode out with large steps.

He’s gone mad…

Watching Marquis Dingxi stride away, stumbling slightly as he tripped while going out the door, Madam Xie’s only thought was this.

The Wang family, which had caused commotion among all the other families, was now quite peaceful by contrast.

When Hu San was awakened from the woodshed, he was sleeping soundly with drool flowing, disgusting the servants with his appearance.

Could this kind of person really be the first great disciple of the Marquis Dingxi’s young madam?!

But now they dared not be rash in the slightest.

“Young Master Hu, please,” they said with smiles and respect.

This “please” scared Hu San out of his wits, and he reached out to cover his lower body.

“What are you going to do?” he shouted hoarsely.

The servants’ faces darkened again.

“Young Master Hu, please hurry. Someone has come to take you,” they said.

This time Hu San heard clearly and suddenly straightened up.

“What are you calling me?” he asked.

“Young Master Hu,” the servants called again.

Looking at them, Hu San suddenly burst into laughter.

“Call me a few more times so I can hear,” he said.

The servants endured their temper, lowered their heads, and addressed him again.

Before Hu San had even stepped through the main hall door, he couldn’t help but shout “Master!” A pretty maid lifted the curtain, and Hu San rushed in with two steps, immediately seeing Qi Yue sitting in a chair, surrounded by A’Ru and A’Hao doing something.

“Master!” Hu San’s eyes couldn’t help but redden. Thinking of the fright he’d suffered this half day, feeling both wronged and terrified, he rushed directly toward Qi Yue.

Chang Yuncheng stood up from the side, blocking Hu San’s path and looking at him coldly.

Hu San abandoned his plan to hug her legs and complain, standing properly and honestly.

Seeing Hu San enter, Fan Yilin immediately felt nauseous. Dejected, he couldn’t help but stand up from his chair.

“I don’t believe it… how could anyone treat illness like that… it’s too indecent!” he shouted.

Qi Yue put down the ice she was using to compress her face and explained to this young master again.

“I’ve already said everything I wanted to say. I’ve used this method twice now. You can go inquire—once was at my family’s estate, when a child drowned and stopped breathing. I used this method to rescue him. The other time was on myself,” she said with a smile, pointing to A’Ru. “Due to an accident, I temporarily suffocated, and this maid of mine performed artificial respiration on me according to the method I had previously taught her.”

Fan Yilin wanted to say more, but Wang Tongye scolded him.

“Shut up and sit down,” he said sternly.

Fan Yilin immediately sat down obediently again.

“Madam Qi’s divine medical skills are well-known. This technique needs no explanation,” Wang Tongye said, looking toward Qi Yue.

During the earlier interval, his descendants had quietly introduced this Marquis Dingxi’s young madam as a doctor with considerable reputation.

Though Wang Tongye didn’t know this, he trusted his descendants’ words.

Qi Yue nodded to thank him, then looked at Fan Yilin.

“This young master, I think you must have an injury, otherwise you wouldn’t suddenly faint and suffocate,” she said.

Fan Yilin hung his head disagreeably.

“No, I have no injuries whatsoever,” he said.

“Stand up,” Wang Tongye ordered.

Fan Yilin jumped up alertly.

“Go let Madam Qi examine you, you ungrateful wretch who doesn’t know good fortune,” Wang Tongye commanded.

Fan Yilin shuffled over. Looking at this woman with half her face swollen, one eye large and one small, he turned his head away with some disgust and extended his arm.

“I don’t check pulses,” Qi Yue said, standing up. “Remove your clothing so I can examine you.”

Fan Yilin instinctively covered his chest with his hands, staring wide-eyed at this ugly woman.

Sure enough, master and disciple were cut from the same cloth…

Fan Yilin was truly unlucky—heaven was jealous of his beauty, and he was about to be defiled by this shameless master-disciple pair!

Growing impatient with waiting, Qi Yue simply reached out and tore open his clothing herself.

Fan Yilin let out a shriek.

This woman was too…

Everyone from the Wang family in the room couldn’t help but stare.

Having successfully torn it open, Qi Yue turned Fan Yilin to face the crowd.

“Look,” she said flatly.

Wang Tongye, standing close, clearly saw a patch of bruising on Fan Yilin’s chest. He couldn’t help but walk closer and reach out to tear open the rest of Fan Yilin’s clothing.

Fan Yilin’s tears were about to fall. Mother, I want to go home—this place is too scary.

Now everyone could see clearly.

The last chance for a reversal was gone. The Wang family’s expressions became somewhat complex.

“This injury caused his acute fainting and suffocation. If my disciple hadn’t discovered it in time and rescued him promptly, then right now, your young master would no longer be able to stand here,” Qi Yue said.

Speaking so seriously… was it real or fake?

“Perhaps it’s an old injury…” one family member muttered unwillingly.

Of course, no one paid attention to these words. Whether it was a new or old injury, just based on her confident identification of the injury at a glance, the claim about the disciple treating illness couldn’t be refuted.

“You should have another doctor examine him. My disciple has already resolved the suffocation, though the cost was rather high,” Qi Yue said, reaching up to touch her face. “I’ll take my leave now.”

Having said this, she started to leave.

But Chang Yuncheng didn’t move, reaching out to stop her.

“The misunderstanding is resolved, and I’ve given you the explanation you asked for, Master Wang,” he said, looking at Wang Tongye’s grim expression. “But you still owe me an explanation, don’t you?”

His gaze fell on Qi Yue’s face, and just looking at it made anger surge in his heart.

He hadn’t felt this way before—a push or slap to this woman was nothing—but now seeing someone else had hit her, it hurt as if a piece of his own flesh had been carved out. No, it hurt more than a flesh wound.

Wang Tongye naturally knew what he was referring to. Looking at Chang Yuncheng, he smiled.

“Lord, the misunderstanding about arresting someone has been explained, but what about my Wang family’s gate being surrounded and attacked? How do you plan to explain that? Once you explain, I’ll naturally give you an explanation too,” he said slowly, wearing a smile on his face but no smile in his eyes.

Looking at the other Wang family members in the room, their expressions were equally cold and angry.

At fault? So what if we’re at fault? We’re the Wang family—even if we’re wrong, no one can treat us this way!

“Master,” Qi Yue spoke up, removing her hand from her face. “You mean that if someone hits me, I can’t fight back?”

As she spoke, she pointed to her own face.

“A woman gathering crowds to cause trouble—ultimately, you brought this face injury on yourself,” Wang Tongye said with a cold snort. “If you had spoken nicely, how would…”

Qi Yue could no longer contain her anger. She was already a dead person—what was there to fear?

“Bah!” She spat, interrupting Wang Tongye’s words.

This single “bah” made even the composed Wang Tongye change his expression. Such an audacious youngster!

She had seemed dignified and courteous just now—how had she become so crude in an instant!

But there was nothing strange about it. Hadn’t this woman just led people to surround his family’s gate?

“You mean that my face was beaten by you, and oh, I should still offer this other half of my face and speak nicely to you, begging you to hit this side too?” Qi Yue shouted with raised eyebrows. “Master, you have such good cultivation and can do that, but I can’t be so cheap!”

This was calling them cheap…

Several young descendants in the main hall couldn’t help but want to jump forward.

“I repeatedly identified myself, wanted to see you, wanted to explain properly. What was the result? You sent out a drunkard who didn’t say a single proper word but beat me and my maid. Even after all this, you still want me to speak nicely. I tell you—it can’t be done nicely!” Qi Yue shouted with raised eyebrows.

This ugly woman was so fierce…

Fan Yilin wrapped his clothes tighter again, looking at Qi Yue with trembling fear.

He had already made up his mind—even if his wife cried herself to death, he would never set foot in Yongqing Prefecture again in this lifetime.

Chapter 163: Accountability
Qi Yue wasn’t finished yet, her gaze sweeping over the Wang family members in the room.

“Master, don’t speak so loftily. You’re just bullying people with your power, aren’t you? If you were a common family, would you dare act this way?” she said with a smile. “Put it another way—if I were a commoner, you could arrest people for nothing and beat them for nothing, but who told you to be unlucky enough to run into me? You can bully people with your power, so why can’t I? You say I hit my own face? You being surrounded and attacked by me—that’s hitting your own face!”

I’ve already transmigrated, which is unlucky enough. Don’t try to pressure me with official authority and status. It’s just one life, one breath—what’s the big deal? Who are you trying to scare? What do I have to fear!

Wang Tongye’s face turned iron-blue, his body trembling. It had been a long time since he’d seen anyone dare speak to him this way. The only time he remembered seeing such an attitude was in childhood when he was ignorant and fooling around with peers.

Young people were just too arrogant! This wasn’t a good thing! And she was a woman! Looking at the man standing beside her, he showed no sense of impropriety whatsoever, taking it all for granted!

“Grandfather,” Young Master Wang suddenly spoke up. “I’m afraid there really is a misunderstanding here.”

“What misunderstanding?” Wang Tongye’s voice was stiff, clearly extremely angry.

“Young Madam, you mean your face was struck by us first?” Young Master Wang looked at Qi Yue and asked. “Not that you were hit while striking us?”

“If you hadn’t hit me first, would I have hit you? Am I such an unreasonable person?” Qi Yue snorted, looking at him with some contempt.

Am I that stupid? To strike first and give others ammunition? Even if I were in the right, it would become wrong!

Young Master Wang’s expression stiffened slightly at her question. Though this was their first meeting, she did indeed seem a bit unreasonable…

“Grandfather, let’s call the steward to ask,” he said to Wang Tongye in a low voice.

From Qi Yue’s words, Wang Tongye also gleaned something. He took several deep breaths to suppress his anger and waved his hand.

Only then did everyone realize the steward was missing.

After much bustle, they finally found the steward sleeping in a corner of the gatehouse. After taking a few punches and being dragged to the gatehouse, when everyone went to fight, no one paid attention to him, so the old man had slept soundly in the gatehouse.

“It’s him!” Que Zhi immediately shouted upon seeing this wretched old man. “He’s the one who hit our young madam! And me too!”

Looking at the steward being carried in, reeking of alcohol and still not waking up when thrown on the ground, Wang Tongye already understood roughly what had happened.

This time it was truly… utterly unlucky!

It showed how unworthy descendants and subordinates could implicate the entire family.

“Splash him awake,” Wang Tongye ordered.

A bucket of winter’s cold water was poured over him, and the steward jumped up with a shriek.

“What happened? Who?” he shouted. “Little girl, little wretch, I’ll beat you to death…”

Que Zhi very timely stood in front of him, and the steward very cooperatively shouted these words.

“Lord…” Like a frightened little rabbit, she rushed toward Chang Yuncheng.

A’Hao reached out to stop her.

“Don’t be afraid. We’re all here. Let’s see if he dares to hit you again,” she snorted, very considerately taking Que Zhi into her arms.

All the Wang family members sighed inwardly.

“Wretch!” Wang Tongye shouted. “You got drunk and didn’t go home, what are you still doing in the house? Causing such trouble! Kneel down!”

The bucket of water had sobered the steward halfway, and combined with his master’s shout, as he knelt down he glanced around the room, seeing several familiar-looking women. His heart immediately jumped with alarm, and hazy post-drinking memories made him break out in cold sweat.

“Old Master, this servant was confused and shouldn’t have been greedy for drink,” he said, immediately slapping himself repeatedly.

“Do you recognize who this is? Why didn’t you come report when people arrived?” Wang Tongye shouted, pointing to Qi Yue and the others.

The steward looked at Qi Yue in panic.

“This servant saw them at the gate, but was drunk and confused, didn’t hear clearly and couldn’t remember which madam…” he said tremblingly, while kowtowing to Qi Yue. “This servant deserves death for offending Madam. This servant should die, was drunk and confused and failed to announce…”

Qi Yue frowned slightly. Could she really be so unlucky? Had her announcement of her name not reached the Wang family master’s ears but only reached this drunken steward? And then…

Was this real or fake?

“If we had known it was Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi visiting, how could we have ignored it?” Young Master Wang spoke from the side. “Young Madam, you’re not an unreasonable person, and we’re not unreasonable people either.”

He said this while looking meaningfully at Qi Yue.

The meaning was: you’re not stupid, and we’re not stupid either, to be caught in such matters.

That was indeed true. It seemed this time was truly… unlucky.

“Then this time it’s really misunderstanding upon misunderstanding upon misunderstanding,” she said with a bitter smile, spreading her hands.

This smile made her swollen face look even uglier.

Chang Yuncheng felt the irritation in his heart hard to calm.

“Misunderstanding? Misunderstanding or not, the hitting still happened,” he said coldly.

Wang Tongye’s expression, which had been about to soften, immediately darkened again.

“Then what does Lord want?” he asked flatly.

“Whichever hand did the hitting must pay,” Chang Yuncheng replied equally flatly.

At these words, everyone in the room’s expressions changed slightly.

Qi Yue was also startled.

The steward’s face turned even paler, but having lived to this age and risen from feeding horses to become today’s outer courtyard steward wasn’t due to dog-shit luck.

“Old Master, this servant caused all the trouble. Never mind the hand—even this life, this servant is too ashamed to want,” he said chokingly while kowtowing. “This servant will go make it quick and clean right now…”

Since this was all a misunderstanding, Qi Yue planned to let it go. After all, neither side really gained advantage—she had been inexplicably beaten, and the Wang family had greatly lost face. It was even.

“Forget it, since it’s a misunderstanding…” Qi Yue hurriedly pulled Chang Yuncheng and said quietly.

Wang Tongye had already stood up, first stopping the steward who was rising to cover his face and rush out, then looking coldly at Chang Yuncheng.

“Since Lord wants to resolve this misunderstanding this way, then how do you plan to resolve the misunderstanding of inciting crowds to surround and attack my Wang family’s gate?” he said slowly. “My family’s gate may not compare to your Marquis Dingxi estate’s entrance, but those two characters ‘Wang Residence’ were personally bestowed by the Emperor when I returned to my hometown in Rongyang…”

Bestowed by the Emperor! Qi Yue was greatly shocked. In ancient times, this was extraordinary—if brought up, never mind just two characters, even the greatest official would have to kneel when told to!

This was bad—this time it was a hard collision…

The steward knelt to the side covering his face, his seemingly weeping face carrying a trace of fortunate smile. Anyone serving as a family’s old master would necessarily protect family members. No matter how wrong they were, punishing them internally was fine, but if others wanted to punish them, that wouldn’t be a matter of punishing this person but a matter of the entire Wang family’s dignity.

How could someone of Wang Tongye’s status allow a junior to slap his face like this?

If Marquis Dingxi himself came, that might be different, but unfortunately…

The steward’s smile grew thicker. What kind of person Marquis Dingxi was, the entire Yongqing Prefecture and even the entire court knew all too clearly…

A heir was just a heir—there was still a father above. No matter how fierce you were, what could you do? If your own father wouldn’t help you, why should others be polite to you?

Chang Yuncheng’s expression remained unchanged, still looking coldly at Wang Tongye. Just as he was about to speak, he heard someone shouting outside.

“Marquis Dingxi… has arrived…”

The announcement was only half-finished when seven or eight guards surrounded Marquis Dingxi as he strode in, with Wang family servants following behind in embarrassment, trying to intercept.

Marquis Dingxi had actually come too! Everyone in the room was again surprised, and even the steward forgot to cry in his amazement.

“How to resolve it?” Marquis Dingxi arrived and didn’t even look at Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue, going directly toward Wang Tongye and almost standing right in front of him. “How to resolve it?”

He shouted loudly, his voice trembling, whether from excitement or something else.

“Surnamed Wang, your family’s gate plaque was bestowed by the Emperor, so it can’t be smashed or charged? My family’s daughter-in-law was also married by imperial decree, but you beat and cursed her?”

At these words, Wang Tongye’s expression also changed.

This was bad—he had truly forgotten this matter, or rather, such things had never crossed his mind.

“My lord, this matter is a misunderstanding…” he said with a softened expression.

“Misunderstanding?” Marquis Dingxi interrupted him, his face flushed red. “Easy to handle—let’s both submit memorials explaining this misunderstanding and see how the Emperor judges!”

If they really submitted memorials, never mind how the Emperor would scold them for such ridiculous affairs, when those court ministers learned of it, it would inevitably become a laughingstock.

Moreover, compared to the Wang family who relied on official careers to maintain their family’s hereditary honor, Marquis Dingxi was the kind of hereditary noble who could live comfortably just relying on ancestors as long as he didn’t rebel or disobey—he was barefoot and unafraid of those wearing shoes.

Simply put, Marquis Dingxi was shameless, while the Wang family couldn’t afford to lose such face.

“My lord, how can such children’s play be brought before His Majesty!” Wang Tongye said decisively, reaching out to grab Marquis Dingxi’s arm. “Children’s matters should be resolved by children. We elders shouldn’t join in the excitement…”

Marquis Dingxi spat.

Indeed, grandfather was right—some people were outwardly strong but inwardly weak. If you got tough, they got soft.

“Children’s matters?” he said indignantly, shaking off Wang Tongye’s hand. “Then why were you just threatening my two children? Master Wang, people say ‘old becomes young again’—are you now considering yourself a child?”

Wang Tongye wanted to spit in Marquis Dingxi’s face, while also feeling very surprised.

He wasn’t unfamiliar with Marquis Dingxi, knowing he was completely a wine sack and rice bag, the type most afraid of trouble and lazy to stand out, so under the banner of loving refinement, he was actually playing the shrinking turtle.

By logic, shouldn’t he be hiding at home pretending not to know? And when he himself went to demand an explanation afterward, pretending anger while scolding his own family members, trying to minimize major issues into minor ones and minor ones into nothing?

How was he like he’d been injected with chicken blood today, relentlessly insisting on making things bigger?

“My lord, you didn’t see—late at night my home was suddenly surrounded and attacked. We can’t just not ask anything or even get angry, can we? Such a big matter, we must have some accountability!” A junior couldn’t help but stand out and speak.

As soon as he stood out, Wang Tongye and Young Master Wang both silently cried out in alarm. Before they could speak to stop him, Marquis Dingxi had already spoken.

“Accountability?” He flung off Wang Tongye and went toward this young man, raising his hand in a slap. “What a joke! Your Wang family first arrested my people, then beat my family’s young madam, and you want accountability from me? A life for a life—what accountability? You, a mere nobody junior, speak insolently to me. This slap I give you is your accountability. Do you understand now?”

Everyone in the room was dumbfounded, including Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue.

This… was this really still the same Marquis Dingxi who took pride in refinement, was ashamed of coarseness, hung high when affairs didn’t concern him, and hid his head when they did?

Could he have been transmigrated too?

This thought flashed through Qi Yue’s mind.

Chapter 164: Straightforward
The Wang family naturally wouldn’t think of anything like transmigration or soul possession—they were completely shocked by that slap and also sobered by it.

No matter how incompetent Marquis Dingxi was, he was still a duke or marquis ennobled by the court. Never mind that Wang Tongye was now without official position—even if he were still in office, he couldn’t be rude according to protocol. When two armies faced each other, their status and strength had to be equal, otherwise there was no need to fight.

This young man truly counted as nothing in Marquis Dingxi’s eyes—their status and strength were completely unequal.

The young man naturally knew this, but first, his family’s power was here, and second, Marquis Dingxi was after all a marquis who should maintain his dignity. Who would have thought that today’s Marquis Dingxi had completely changed into a different person, seemingly throwing away all face?

Who could do anything to a person who didn’t want face?

Moreover, the Wang family still wanted theirs.

“Get out,” Wang Tongye said, enduring his heartache.

The junior covered his face, apologized, and withdrew.

“It’s fortunate my grandfather is no longer here,” Marquis Dingxi continued relentlessly, his face full of indignation. “If my grandfather were still alive and knew the children of our family were bullied like this by you, he wouldn’t waste words like me—he’d directly bring people to smash your Wang family.”

Wang Tongye still had an impression of the first Marquis Dingxi—that old man of lowly birth who fought enemies on horseback without regard for his life would really dare to do such a thing!

“Yes, yes, my lord has read so many books after all, his temperament is much more refined,” Wang Tongye again reached out to take his arm, wearing a kindly smile. “This matter is ultimately a misunderstanding. It’s good now that we’ve talked it out. During the New Year, why get angry? Come, come with me. I’ve newly acquired a good teapot—please help me appreciate it, my lord…”

“I’m not saying anything about you, Old Wang, but this is really too much. How can you bully children like this? When you were young, didn’t you often fight with people? You say my children blocked your gate—back then, didn’t you bury a string of firecrackers in front of the Gao family’s gate in West City and nearly scare their mother to death? Of course, later you were pressed into horse piss by that Gao boy…”

“Haha, my lord jests. How could such a thing happen? In front of the children, please don’t speak nonsense… This teapot was made by Fu Jinchun. If my lord doesn’t mind, please take it to enjoy…”

“Since it’s like this, I’ll reluctantly accept… A purple clay teapot is lonely by itself—two together are better to cultivate. It seems, Old Wang, you still don’t understand this trade…”

“…Cough cough cough… Yes… my lord knows much more… There happen to be two—please take both, my lord…”

Hearing the two of them talking and laughing as they walked out, the people remaining in the main hall looked at each other.

This matter… was it over just like that?

“Take him away,” Young Master Wang suddenly said, glancing at the steward slumped on the ground.

Immediately servants lifted him up. By now the steward knew that saying anything was useless.

“Forget it. He was ultimately derelict in duty. For the crime of dereliction, punish him according to your rules, but please don’t cut off his hand,” Qi Yue said.

The servants stopped and looked at Young Master Wang.

“Is Young Madam showing charitable mercy? Actually, there’s no need,” Young Master Wang said with a faint smile.

Qi Yue also smiled, but with some disdain.

“I’m a doctor, tasked with saving lives and healing wounds. I just don’t want to damage perfectly good limbs,” she said.

The Wang family descendants in the hall showed disapproving expressions.

“Besides, do I need to show mercy? A person who knows right from wrong and gratitude would absolutely never do such things, and naturally there wouldn’t be today’s conflict. Since this steward could do such things, presumably he’s not someone who knows right from wrong or gratitude. I understand what you’re thinking in your hearts,” Qi Yue said with a smile, looking at him, then continued, her gaze sweeping over all the Wang family members in the hall.

“But so what? For your comfort, should I be uncomfortable? I did nothing wrong—must I grovel? Anyway, today I’m leaving these words here: we’ve fought and fought, the misunderstanding has been cleared up, and I have no thoughts about you. Of course, if you have any thoughts about me or about our Marquis Dingxi estate, I don’t mind either. Just like my father said just now—your master once blew up someone’s gate, so they pressed him into horse piss…”

Saying this, she glanced at Chang Yuncheng beside her.

Chang Yuncheng had a bad feeling.

“Shut up…” he said in a low voice.

But Qi Yue had already opened her mouth with a grin.

“Today Lord kicked down your gate. If you want revenge in the future, just press Lord into horse piss, and it’ll be even,” she said with a laugh.

At these words, the people in the hall couldn’t help but burst into laughter. Even the always serious Young Master Wang’s face showed a trace of a smile, though he restrained himself and quickly recovered his expression.

“Of course, you’d have to have the ability,” Qi Yue also laughed, glancing at Chang Yuncheng with some pride. “My man is very capable. When the time comes, who presses whom into horse piss is still uncertain.”

The Wang family burst into laughter again.

“Not certain indeed.”

Some young descendants even dared to jeer.

The gloomy, tense atmosphere in the hall dissipated at this point.

Chang Yuncheng looked at this woman—angry, amused, and somehow inexplicably excited.

She said… my man… her man…

Saying it with such pride and satisfaction and showing off…

This was the first time he’d seen someone speak of him with such undisguised boasting and pride—that genuine, unaffected, unfeigned pride. Mother was often proud of him too, but that pride was more about doting and opposing those people.

So he could also make others proud of him.

So having someone he cared about be proud of him brought such happiness.

So the feeling of being protective was this good.

Hearing the laughter from the hall, Marquis Dingxi and Wang Tongye, who had achieved surface harmony through two purple clay teapots, suddenly exchanged glances.

“See, I told you it was children’s business. Why are you worrying unnecessarily?” Marquis Dingxi said with some pride.

This must have been done by his precious daughter-in-law—surrounding the Wang family gate and still managing to make the Wang family laugh in such a short time!

Wang Tongye was also surprised, but he understood this was because of himself. Since he had already lowered his head, the children naturally wouldn’t remain stubborn.

“My lord, I left home to serve as an official at twenty-four and haven’t returned for these decades—I almost didn’t recognize you,” he said, looking at Marquis Dingxi. His face no longer wore that deliberately forced cheerfulness, his expression carrying inquiry, curiosity, and bewilderment. “Speaking honestly, regardless of who was wrong first, what your family did this time was indeed somewhat excessive.”

“My son and daughter-in-law can’t stand the slightest grievance, let alone being beaten by one of your servants. It would be strange if she didn’t make a fuss,” Marquis Dingxi said with a curl of his lip. “You know about the doctors’ betting incident in the city?”

Doctors counted as nothing in Wang Tongye’s eyes—why would he care about such things?

“I was in the countryside and didn’t hear about it,” he replied.

Not hearing about it was perfect.

“You didn’t even hear about such an entertaining matter—Old Wang, you live too boringly,” Marquis Dingxi immediately said with dancing eyebrows.

Wang Tongye’s face darkened slightly. Fine, he hadn’t mistaken this Marquis Dingxi…

Listening to Marquis Dingxi excitedly and dramatically embellish the story of Qi Yue’s bet with Wang Qingchun and kneeling at the city gate, Wang Tongye couldn’t help but be very interested.

“High skill makes one bold,” he said.

Marquis Dingxi smiled at him.

“Actually, I asked that child later, and she told me she really had no confidence in her heart,” he said.

Wang Tongye was surprised.

“You mean she didn’t know if she could cure him?” he said with a doubtful expression. “Impossible—then why would she dare do such a thing?”

“Who knows?” Marquis Dingxi said, scratching his own head with some bewilderment and lingering fear. “Don’t laugh at me, Master Wang—I was scared to death at the time, and I still feel afraid thinking about it now. You tell me, what if she really couldn’t cure him? How did she dare? This child’s courage is just so big…”

Wang Tongye remained silent, his gaze looking toward the main hall.

“Putting oneself in a desperate situation to survive…” he murmured. “How straightforward! So that’s how it is—then this incident is not surprising.”

At this point, the depression and gloom between his brows finally dissipated like smoke.

“But my lord, what about you this time?” he suddenly smiled and asked.

Marquis Dingxi was stunned by his question.

“What do you mean why?” he straightened up and said. “This marquis has always had such a temperament. Don’t forget how our Chang family’s noble title came about—back then my grandfather even dared to fight the Emperor…”

Wang Tongye laughed heartily, reaching out to slap Marquis Dingxi’s back.

Though he was old, his strength wasn’t small, and the slap nearly made Marquis Dingxi stumble forward.

This old fellow definitely did it on purpose!

Marquis Dingxi was indignant.

“Enough—your grandfather is your grandfather. You know what temperament you have, and I know too,” Wang Tongye laughed heartily, then moved closer with some playfulness. “Tell me, did you eat some bear’s heart and leopard’s gall?”

After speaking, he even sniffed vigorously.

“Not right—no alcohol smell. Doesn’t seem like you’re drunk…”

Marquis Dingxi’s old face reddened as he pushed him away.

“What nonsense! My children were bullied, and even that group of youngsters dared to wave flags and shout support. If I, as their father, don’t speak up, am I still a father?” he snorted.

Wang Tongye looked at him and laughed heartily again.

“Right! If your own children are bullied and you as their father don’t stand up to protect them, what kind of father are you?” he laughed loudly while reaching out his hand.

This time Marquis Dingxi cleverly dodged.

The laughter in the main hall had just stopped when Wang Tongye’s laughter came from outside. The Wang family descendants exchanged glances again.

They could naturally tell that this time grandfather’s laughter was completely different from before.

This laughter was heartfelt and genuine, without any grudge.

What had happened?

Young Master Wang’s eyes also flashed with puzzlement, and he couldn’t help but glance at the woman standing there.

This woman was really… a very strange woman.

The voices of Wang Tongye and Marquis Dingxi came from outside.

“Since that’s the case, I wasn’t wrong either—it’s all for the children. Speaking of it, we suffered the greater loss this time, so I can’t give you these purple clay teapots…”

“…Old Wang, are you a man or not! How can you take back words once spoken?”

“…Mm, for purple clay teapots, it’s worth not being a man once…”

“…Old Wang… no… Master Wang… Master Wang… one pot, give me one pot… don’t leave… I’ll trade you Master Tang’s painting… Master Tang’s painting!”

Chapter 165: Triumphant
When they emerged from the Wang family compound, the night was already very late. The half-grown children who had originally surrounded the Wang family gate were all gone without a trace. The night wind swept past the quiet and peaceful entrance, as if nothing had ever happened.

Returning to the Marquis Dingxi estate, everyone was anxiously waiting at the gate. The steward had even summoned all the guards in full armor. When they saw Marquis Dingxi’s group appear at the street corner, they couldn’t help but stir with excitement.

“What are you all standing here for?” Marquis Dingxi held his head high, trying hard to be serious and composed, but his mouth involuntarily splitting into a grin simply couldn’t be suppressed, ruining his affected calm and nonchalance.

Aside from what he said, every gesture and expression was wildly shouting: Come worship me and welcome me—I’m so proud!

The steward naturally understood his master’s intentions and rushed over in a few steps.

“My lord, you were too impulsive! How could you do such a thing…” he shouted loudly, as if Marquis Dingxi had gone to slay demons and monsters.

At the same time, he gestured to those behind him.

Immediately all the servants and guards started shouting in confusion—nothing more than “My lord, you’re too amazing,” “My lord, this was too dangerous,” “My lord, please don’t do such things in the future.”

“My lord, in the future let us handle such matters. You are the head of the family—just by standing here, you shield us from wind and rain. If we let you come forward personally again, it would be the death of us,” the steward said chokingly.

“What are you saying? I just went to negotiate with the Wang family. What does the Wang family amount to? They’re not some fierce tigers or savage beasts, hahahaha…”

Marquis Dingxi waved his hands and finally couldn’t suppress his loud laughter as he swayed inside.

Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue, following behind, couldn’t help but lower their heads.

Madam Xie stood in the courtyard watching them enter, her feelings complex. Her son was safe, the marquis estate was unharmed—these were what she had prayed for while chanting Buddha’s name. But that woman…

Why did that troublemaking woman always have to be tied together with her son and the marquis estate!

That’s why they could always turn danger into safety!

Madam Xie clenched her fists tightly and went toward Chang Yuncheng.

“Eat first,” she said with concern.

Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily.

“No need—we already ate at Master Wang’s house,” he said with some boasting.

Madam Xie and the others were even more shocked to hear this. After such a commotion, the Wang family had still provided a meal?

Marquis Dingxi was waiting to see everyone’s surprised expressions, his entire body’s pores opening with contentment.

So the feeling of standing out and showing off was this good!

Qi Yue stood behind, and for the first time seeing Marquis Dingxi’s comical pride, she didn’t want to laugh. She turned to look at Chang Yuncheng being pulled by Madam Xie. When Chang Yuncheng arrived and Marquis Dingxi suddenly appeared too, she had felt equally shocked. Beyond the shock was a kind of bitter feeling. This bitter feeling wasn’t unpleasant but rather very warm…

Here, finally there were people who would stand up for her, who would risk everything for her?

This time, the people of this family wouldn’t hide but would stand out to protect her.

Did they consider her family?

Did she also have family here?

“Father,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly called out.

Marquis Dingxi, who was enjoying the comfort of the pretty concubines who had come upon hearing the news, was startled by his son’s call.

Of course, Chang Yuncheng calling him father wasn’t strange—it was just that today this “father” felt somewhat odd.

But Chang Yuncheng said nothing more, just lowered his head in a bow.

“Father has worked hard. Please rest early,” he said quietly.

Marquis Dingxi was busy enjoying the beauties’ compliments and waved his hand casually, indicating he could withdraw.

“Father.”

Another person called out “father.”

This time it was Qi Yue.

Chang Yuncheng, who had just raised his head, looked over with a slightly stunned expression.

This woman—since that doctors’ betting incident, this was the first time she’d used the address “father”…

Marquis Dingxi looked over. He hadn’t paid attention to changes in how his daughter-in-law addressed him. He was stern with his son but couldn’t put on a sour face with his daughter-in-law.

“You should also go rest quickly. The injury on your face…” he said with concern.

“Thank you, father,” Qi Yue smiled at him, though at this moment her smile could hardly be called captivating.

“What are you saying?” Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily. “We’re family—what’s there to thank? Go quickly, go quickly.”

Qi Yue bowed again, then also bowed to Madam Xie.

“Do you know your error?” Madam Xie didn’t let her rise but asked coldly.

Chang Yuncheng opened his mouth to say something, but Qi Yue spoke first.

“I know I was wrong,” she replied.

This answer left Madam Xie, who had accumulated countless scolding words, breathless.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue with an even more softened expression.

“I shouldn’t have acted rashly on my own. I should have come back to find father, mother, and Lord first. Otherwise, it wouldn’t have escalated like this,” Qi Yue added.

Madam Xie had to swallow back her prepared “What exactly were you wrong about?”

“Is that all? This is all about you not following women’s proper conduct…” she said sternly.

“Enough—knowing the error is sufficient. She’s still injured, so let her go rest,” Marquis Dingxi interrupted from the side.

“My lord,” Madam Xie turned to look at Marquis Dingxi with a frown.

As father-in-law, he shouldn’t interfere when mother-in-law was disciplining daughter-in-law, but Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily.

“Everyone’s tired today—whatever needs to be said can wait until tomorrow,” he waved his hand.

Since Marquis Dingxi had spoken, Madam Xie couldn’t argue further. Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue bowed and withdrew.

Madam Xie watched her son and that woman leave together, feeling extremely irritated.

“My lord!” she turned back to look at Marquis Dingxi, who was surrounded by women and laughing radiantly. “Have you finished writing the memorial?”

When Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng returned to their courtyard, there was naturally another commotion.

“No need to fuss—this will reduce in a few days…” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Why are you crying? Even if my looks were ruined it wouldn’t matter, and besides, they’re not ruined…”

A’Ru, A’Hao, and Que Zhi wiped their tears.

“Enough, go down,” Chang Yuncheng said with a frown after washing up and seeing the room still crowded with maids.

His maids obediently withdrew, while A’Ru, A’Hao, and Que Zhi stood hesitating.

“Go ahead,” Qi Yue smiled, instructing Que Zhi: “Rest these few days, don’t stand duty. Being kicked by that wretched old man, you’re injured too, aren’t you?”

Que Zhi rubbed her waist and nodded pitifully.

“It hurts a lot,” she said. “Just now Sister A’Ru already looked at it and said to apply some medicine and rest well. Young Madam needn’t worry.”

A’Hao rolled her eyes. What kind of servant was this? Even if her head were cut off, shouldn’t she say it was just a bowl-sized scar?

“Then go rest quickly. Tomorrow I’ll have Dr. Liu prescribe some medicine,” Qi Yue said hurriedly with a smile.

Que Zhi didn’t decline but thanked her repeatedly before withdrawing with A’Ru and A’Hao.

The room fell into quiet.

“Today…”

After thinking for a moment, Qi Yue looked up at Chang Yuncheng and began to speak, but unexpectedly Chang Yuncheng also spoke at the same time.

Both were startled and then both stopped.

“Thank you for today,” Qi Yue smiled.

Chang Yuncheng felt irritated seeing her swollen face trying to smile.

“Thank what thank? Is saying sorry useless and saying thank you useful?” he said disagreeably, sitting down nearby. “Just be smarter next time.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

The two fell silent again.

“Anyway, you and father were able to arrive, and I… um… I feel very…” Qi Yue spoke again, seeming to make some resolution as she stood before Chang Yuncheng. “I, Qi Yue… damn, I’m not the type to pretend ignorance while understanding clearly. I’ll remember your kindness, and in the future I’ll definitely…”

Chang Yuncheng watched the woman before him showing signs of chest-thumping determination and oath-making, his mouth twitching.

This stinking woman really took herself for a man!

“You’re still pretending ignorance while understanding clearly!” He reached out to grab Qi Yue’s arm. “Why do we protect you? For your kindness? What bullshit? You’re my woman. You’re the young madam of Marquis Dingxi’s estate—what reasoning is there to think back and forth? Any man wouldn’t let his woman be bullied!”

Qi Yue looked at him—this man gripping her arm tightly, his hands solid and full of strength.

She made a dazed “oh” sound.

Fine, she’d go all out. What was there to fear? She’d already died once. What else was scary? She’d just be husband and wife with this man. At worst, she’d be betrayed once more. Which modern person hadn’t been hurt by love two or three times—you couldn’t even call yourself modern otherwise!

“Alright then, let’s sleep,” she said through gritted teeth, reaching out to put her hand on Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder.

One sitting, one standing, eyes meeting.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t react immediately and asked.

“Sleep!” Qi Yue answered roughly, simply lifting her leg to sit on his lap.

She was already old enough—might as well go all out.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the woman before him with half her face swollen, eyes mismatched, showing a man-eating expression. Whether from shock or fright, he was actually speechless.

The two maintained this position in a daze for a moment.

“You, with your ghostly appearance now, who, who would sleep with you!” Chang Yuncheng reacted first, his face flushing red.

Qi Yue jumped up from his lap as if electrocuted. Though her face also flushed, she still breathed a sigh of relief and spat.

“Fine if you don’t want to,” she fled into her side of the room and blew out the lamp.

Chang Yuncheng remained sitting in the chair in the same position, seemingly not yet recovered from this sudden event.

What did this stinking woman mean?

Like in opera lyrics—repaying life-saving grace with her body?

This stinking woman—what did she take him for!

He looked darkly at the darkened room.

Maybe he should just…

He stood up and walked a few steps, but finally stopped himself, turned around, and went to his own side.

Hearing the footsteps finally leave, Qi Yue, biting the quilt, breathed a sigh of relief while couldn’t help but smile, burrowing into the covers to find a comfortable position and closing her eyes to sleep peacefully.

The Wang family and Marquis Dingxi’s family, the main characters in the incident, slept peacefully that night, but countless families in the city couldn’t sleep.

Wang Tongye heard reports before dawn that the prefect had arrived. Though he didn’t want to see him, he couldn’t refuse.

In the main hall, the prefect, who had obviously not slept all night, looked haggard as he hurriedly bowed to Wang Tongye.

“So early—what’s the matter?” Wang Tongye looked at him with a frown.

Chapter 166: Frightened
Though he was a prefect, he remained respectful and deferential before Wang Tongye.

“Teacher,” he called out respectfully, “Yesterday regarding my rebellious son’s matter, this student has come specially to beg teacher’s forgiveness.”

As he spoke, he bowed deeply.

Wang Tongye looked at him, made an “oh” sound, understanding what this was about. He scrutinized the prefect with a glance, recalling that among those who had charged into the courtyard last night, there was indeed a child whose features resembled his.

“Oh, your child was there too?” he said with another “oh.”

Since there was no longer any grudge with the Marquis Dingxi’s household, last night’s incident had already been put behind Wang Tongye. He hadn’t bothered to have anyone investigate who exactly had come to cause trouble last night.

Wang Tongye’s casual, relaxed remark made the prefect break out in a cold sweat.

“Teacher,” he dropped to his knees with a thud, “I have already punished my rebellious son. Today I’ve come specially to beg teacher’s forgiveness…”

Wang Tongye shook his head and reached out to help him up.

“It’s no matter, it’s all passed…” he was about to say.

But the prefect continued speaking.

“Teacher, please consider that my rebellious son is young and ignorant, deceived by others into doing such absurd things…” he said, clutching Wang Tongye’s sleeve.

Wang Tongye’s hand, which had been about to help him up, paused.

“Deceived by others?” he asked with a frown.

“Yes, yes.” The prefect, as if grasping at a last straw, nodded frantically, “It was all the young madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s household. She had once treated my son medically. My son, being young, was deceived by her and thus committed such presumptuous acts…”

Wang Tongye looked at him, his expression darkening as he straightened up.

“That Young Madam Qi saved your son’s life back then, didn’t she?” he asked.

The prefect hesitated.

“Back then several physicians were treating him. This student doesn’t understand medicine. As for whose contribution it was, I’m not quite clear…” he said.

Wang Tongye gave a cold laugh and interrupted him, flicking his sleeve.

“Your son was indeed deceived by her,” he said coolly.

The prefect was overjoyed, looking at Wang Tongye.

“Do you know what kind of deception your son received from Young Madam Qi?” Wang Tongye asked, looking at him.

The prefect was stunned. This was… what kind of question was this?

Wang Tongye looked at him and snorted coldly again.

“They say sons resemble their fathers, that there are no weak sons from strong fathers. Now it seems this saying isn’t entirely true,” he said.

The prefect was even more bewildered. This was… what did this mean?

The prefect was unceremoniously escorted out of the Wang family gates, still not understanding what his teacher’s words meant.

So had his son’s transgression been cleared up or not?

The prefect walked dazedly toward his sedan chair. Just as he was about to board, he saw a steward emerge from the gates, giving instructions to the doorkeeper.

“This is the list of those people from last night. The master says that anyone whose name is written on this list is not to be admitted, no matter who comes,” the steward instructed the doorkeeper.

The doorkeeper respectfully took the list.

The prefect, overhearing this, was startled.

How fortunate, how fortunate that he had come early! He breathed a sigh of relief, got into his sedan chair, and urged the bearers to return home in peace. Along the way, he saw several families hurrying toward the Wang residence. He deliberately had his sedan chair stop by the roadside. Sure enough, shortly after, he saw those people returning dejectedly.

“I know my teacher’s temperament all too well – he certainly holds grudges,” the prefect said with some satisfaction, stroking his beard after returning to the inner quarters. “Back then, Deputy Chief Li merely said after drinking that teacher was arrogant and disrespectful to his elders. Teacher learned of this and showed nothing on his face, but after three years, he finally found an opportunity to have him demoted and sent out of the capital…”

The prefect’s wife, whose heart had been in her throat all night, finally relaxed. At the same time, she couldn’t help but smile with satisfaction.

“What do you mean ‘you know’? It was I who urged you to go quickly,” she laughed.

The prefect laughed and bantered playfully with his wife, enjoying their intimate moments.

“Tell me, how did the Marquis Dingxi’s household end up with such a young madam?” the prefect sighed.

“What’s so strange about that? She was originally from a crude background, and then had the good fortune to treat our Ziqiao, which made her famous. Once her arrogant nature could no longer be suppressed, it naturally showed,” the prefect’s wife said with a sigh, her voice full of disdain and disgust. “Really, a married woman – how could she incite our Ziqiao to do such things? Simply too shameless!”

As she spoke, she quickly reached out to tug at the prefect’s sleeve.

“Going to Lord Wang’s house to apologize isn’t enough. You also need to make a trip to the Marquis Dingxi’s household and tell them to make that woman conduct herself properly!” she said.

The prefect looked hesitant.

“That… wouldn’t be appropriate,” he said.

“How is it inappropriate? First, it would make the Marquis Dingxi’s household properly control that woman, and second, it would let Lord Wang know even more of our sincerity,” the prefect’s wife said.

The prefect nodded.

“Also, you must keep an eye on Ziqiao…” he added.

“This wasn’t our Ziqiao’s fault at all – it was all that woman’s deception,” the prefect’s wife immediately said, unable to bear hearing anything bad about her son. “Besides, our Ziqiao values loyalty and knows how to repay kindness, which is why he listened to that woman’s words…”

When this statement reached the prefect’s ears, he couldn’t help but pause.

Ziqiao values loyalty and knows how to repay kindness…

Why did these words sound somewhat strange…

If his son’s actions showed loyalty and gratitude, then what did his own current behavior amount to?

He couldn’t help but shudder, Wang Tongye’s words echoing in his ears again.

It couldn’t be…

While the prefect and his wife were in turmoil, the Liu family on East Street was also in turmoil.

The Liu family couldn’t be considered a prestigious household. Currently, the head of the Liu family, Liu Changqing, served as deputy magistrate of Yongqing County. This eighth-rank minor official position was earned through his own ten years of diligent study. Having no background or influential relatives to help him, he had held this position for five years. Though upright and well-regarded among the common people, he had yet to find an opportunity for promotion. While Liu Changqing appeared to take these matters lightly on the surface, as a middle-aged official confident in his abundant talents, how could he not wish to accomplish something great? But he suffered from having no one to promote him.

Besides his career stagnation, Liu Changqing now faced this troublesome matter.

His youngest son had actually led household guards to besiege the Wang family residence. Upon learning this news, Liu Changqing flew into a rage and immediately applied family discipline.

Though his youngest son was mischievous, he wouldn’t be so senseless. Liu Changqing scolded and questioned him to learn the whole story.

“It was those Wang family people who were in the wrong to begin with – they captured someone and even beat the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s household when she came to demand the person’s release…”

“…The young madam saved Young Master Huang’s life. A life-saving favor should be repaid like a gushing spring. What does it matter if it’s the Wang family or Zhao family…”

“…Good brothers stick together. Since Young Master Huang wanted help, naturally we couldn’t just stand by…”

The youngest son stuck out his neck defiantly, refusing to admit fault even as the rod struck his body.

“Foolish son, he’s a prefect – if something happens, his father can handle it. But we can’t bear such responsibility,” Liu Changqing’s wife said through tears, feeling sorry for both her son and husband.

“I’ll handle it myself,” the youngest son said, still defiant.

Liu Changqing instead put down the rod.

“You’re talking about that divine physician young madam?” he asked.

His youngest son nodded.

“That young madam went there for the physician who was captured…” he said. “I heard people say this young madam is very protective of her people. If anyone touches her people, she won’t let it go. Wasn’t Wang Qingchun forced to flee with his whole family because of her… Father, it was when she kicked the Wang family’s steward that the fight started…”

Recalling that scene, and thinking of the fights he’d been in before, they seemed utterly insignificant by comparison…

The youngest son couldn’t help but get excited again.

“Foolish son, when immortals fight, us mortals can’t get involved,” Liu Changqing’s wife said.

“Anyway, first it was for my brothers, and second, the Wang family was in the wrong,” the youngest son said, still stubborn.

Liu Changqing didn’t raise the rod again.

“Master, don’t talk about that now. We should first go to Lord Wang’s house to apologize,” his wife urged.

Liu Changqing paced back and forth several times, then suddenly threw down the rod.

“We won’t go. What’s done is done. There’s no perfect solution in this world. Since my son chose loyalty, then we can only abandon propriety,” he said.

Liu Changqing’s wife was stunned.

This meant… not apologizing?

“Master, but we can’t afford to offend the Wang family,” she said somewhat panicked, hurrying to persuade him.

“Some things must be faced even if we can’t afford to offend them. If we can’t afford it but have already done it, once we’ve taken this path there’s no turning back. Whether it brings fortune or disaster, we’ll accept it,” Liu Changqing said gravely.

His youngest son realized what this meant and jumped up cheering.

“I knew father was the most capable,” he shouted, looking at his father with complete admiration.

Though Liu Changqing’s career wasn’t going smoothly, seeing his son’s adoring expression still made him feel somewhat proud. He composed himself.

“However, going out to fight is still wrong, and you must still accept punishment!” he coughed and said sternly.

The youngest son’s head immediately drooped.

“Father, please don’t make me practice calligraphy…” he muttered.

Looking at her husband and son, Liu’s wife finally smiled too.

Whatever happened, her husband had read so many books – he must be right.

What’s done is done, and one must dare to take responsibility. She felt reassured and when people from other families came to discuss going to the Wang house to apologize, the couple firmly refused.

When those families learned of this, they naturally mocked them.

Since the Liu family wanted to court death, they couldn’t stop them. They even thought it was better if they didn’t go – this would draw more of the Wang family’s attention and shift more blame onto the Liu family, so they paid them no more mind.

The Liu Changqing couple paid no attention to the outside talk.

The night passed tumultuously, and the next day at dawn, as the family was eating breakfast, a servant rushed in to report in panic.

“The Wang family… people from the Wang family have come…”

The whole family was startled. The Wang family – which other Wang family could it be!

They must be here to demand accountability.

Though they spoke of not being afraid, their hearts were still anxious. Looking at his wife and children’s expressions, Liu Changqing straightened his clothes.

“Show them in,” he said solemnly.

The whole family followed him to the reception hall, taking deep breaths as they waited for the coming verdict.

Footsteps could be heard outside, along with cheerful laughter.

“We’re disturbing Lord Liu’s family.”

A man dressed in an azure cotton robe, clearly a steward, walked in.

The Liu family was stunned, not only by the steward’s pleasant smile, but also by the two young servants following behind him… carrying two gift boxes in their hands.

“…Our master says the young master was frightened the day before yesterday…” the steward said with a smile. Far from being annoyed by the Liu family’s stunned lack of response, he seemed even happier.

Chapter 167: To Calm the Fright
Actually, seeing people’s respectful awe wasn’t particularly gratifying. What was truly satisfying was seeing those who had been waiting for you to pronounce their death sentence suddenly witness you coming to grant them pardon – that kind of surprise, shock, and helpless reaction was the most gratifying of all.

Now the steward was getting his wish, seeing exactly this expression on the Liu family’s faces. He couldn’t help but feel pleasantly itchy all over.

That feeling of controlling people’s joy, anger, sorrow, and happiness was simply wonderful.

The Liu Changqing family was completely dumbfounded.

They could no longer hear what the steward was saying.

Even after the man had taken his leave, they remained wooden, turning to stare at the two gift boxes placed in the reception hall.

Liu Changqing couldn’t help but lose his composure and pinch himself.

It hurt…

“Lord Wang wants to calm the young master’s fright…” he muttered, repeating the words he’d heard from the steward’s mouth, still somewhat confused.

Wasn’t it clearly his son who had offended the Wang family? How was the Wang family instead coming to calm his son’s fright?

Why was this?

This wasn’t the end of it. The next day, a friendly official from the county office rushed over to tell him good news.

“Old brother, the position vacancy in Dongyang County has been decided! Old brother! It’s you!” the official grabbed Liu Changqing’s hand and shook it excitedly.

Liu Changqing’s brain, which hadn’t yet recovered, became confused again.

This… this…

It wasn’t that he hadn’t been interested in this position, but those above had said there were too many competitors – it would never be his turn…

This… why was this?

“What do you mean why? I tell you, it’s because Lord Wang said a word for you…” the official said in a lowered voice.

Crazy…

Liu Changqing could no longer think at all.

What on earth was happening!

“Son, I’m not remembering wrong, am I?” he asked, pulling his youngest son aside. “It was you who besieged the Wang family, not the Wang family who beat us, right?”

Liu Changqing’s family wasn’t the only one with such doubts. Three other families who hadn’t gone to the Wang house also received gifts that the Wang family claimed were to calm their children’s fright, while those families who had participated in the incident were going mad.

How was it that when they went to apologize, they were blocked and sent back, while these few shameless families who hadn’t gone to apologize were personally visited by the Wang family?

Calm their fright?

Who was calming whose fright?

What on earth was happening? Had Lord Wang been driven mad by this incident?

Meanwhile, the Marquis Dingxi’s household was also sending out gifts to calm frights, though they were more thorough than the Wang family – they didn’t pick and choose, and all families who had participated that night received them.

To thank them for their righteous assistance.

Righteous…

Was it because of this?

When they learned that the Wang family and Marquis Dingxi had shaken hands and made peace at the time, these families all understood.

Who knew things would turn out this way!

In the inner quarters, the prefect and his wife were somewhat dispirited, sitting in relative silence.

How could this be? What were these two families playing at?!

“So that’s what teacher meant,” the prefect murmured.

“What do you think Lord Wang means? Is it intentional? Is he trying to embarrass the Marquis Dingxi’s household? Master, why don’t you go to Lord Wang again…” the prefect’s wife chattered endlessly beside him.

“Enough! Ignorant woman!” the prefect suddenly roared.

This was the first time he had ever treated his wife this way. The prefect’s wife was startled and stared at her husband in shock, not daring to speak.

“It’s all because of you, you ignorant woman!” the prefect thought of this incident, both angry and ashamed. “What face do I have to appear before my teacher again! How could you, how could you… why don’t you learn from that Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi! Look at her! Then look at yourself!”

He meant look at her courage, spirit, and luck. The prefect’s wife was stunned, the woman’s charming face floating before her eyes.

The son was bewitched, and the father was also bewildered…

“You heartless man! I’ll fight you!” she shrieked, getting up and reaching for the prefect’s dignified face.

But Qi Yue, the culprit behind the chaos in the prefect’s inner quarters and the confusion of many families, knew nothing of all this.

Despite having the Marquis Dingxi’s protection, Madam Xie still punished her daughter-in-law. She was confined to the house and forbidden to go out, made to kneel before the Buddha in daily penance.

Qi Yue was happy to comply with not going out – it was perfect for healing the injuries on her face. As for the kneeling punishment, who in her own courtyard would dare supervise whether she knelt or not?

“I think it’s still a bit swollen,” Que Zhi said, examining Qi Yue.

Qi Yue looked in the mirror, checking left and right.

“No, it’s fine now,” she said.

A’Hao carefully applied makeup for her while Que Zhi pointed out spots to add powder here and rouge there. Qi Yue smiled and let them fuss over her.

Chang Yuncheng came in.

A’Ru quickly waved her hand, and A’Hao immediately curtsied and withdrew. Que Zhi was somewhat reluctant, glancing at Chang Yuncheng several times. Seeing that the Prince didn’t even look at her, she could only leave sulkily.

“Where did you go?” Qi Yue asked, turning around.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her.

“What would you like to eat? I’m idle with nothing to do, so I could make you something delicious,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her.

“So you only cook for me when you’re idle and need entertainment?” he asked.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Come on, are you still angry?” she laughed, taking a few steps closer. “Alright, I admit I went too far with what I said last time.”

“Too far?” Chang Yuncheng asked, looking at her.

Qi Yue pursed her lips in a smile.

“I’ll be more careful next time,” she said instead of answering.

When she smiled like this, with her tone carrying a hint of coquettishness, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but feel his heart race.

He couldn’t resist reaching out to pull this woman into his arms.

Qi Yue, caught off guard, tumbled into his embrace, her face immediately flushing red.

“What are you doing!” she said in panic, trying to get up.

But her strength was like tickling compared to Chang Yuncheng’s.

“Didn’t you say you wanted to be with me…” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice, looking at Qi Yue so close to him.

“I never thought anything of the sort!” Qi Yue firmly denied, pushing against his chest to get up.

Though her words remained defiant, her blushing appearance was far more enticing than her previous fierce demeanor.

Chang Yuncheng was unwilling to let go.

There was a low cough from outside.

Chang Yuncheng paused, his face showing displeasure.

Qi Yue took the opportunity to break free, blushing as she straightened her clothes.

“Prince, Young Madam, the Marquis requests your presence,” A’Ru’s voice came from outside.

“What’s the matter?” Qi Yue asked as she walked.

“Lord Wang has come,” A’Ru replied.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“Walk faster. What’s there to discuss?” Chang Yuncheng said ahead, slowing his pace.

Qi Yue made a face at A’Ru and quickened her steps to follow.

The steward was leading two or three people to inspect the flower beds, discussing something. Seeing them approach, he hurried over enthusiastically to bow.

“Young Madam, I’ve already given those guards a proper lesson…” he said, remembering something, his expression serious.

“Lesson for what?” Qi Yue asked, confused.

“They were useless, letting Young Madam suffer such humiliation…” the steward said, his face agitated.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and laughed.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. The situation was too sudden,” she said with a smile.

“No, no, this was their negligence. But Young Madam can rest assured – this kind of thing will absolutely never happen again,” the steward said loudly.

Chang Yuncheng looked back at him.

“You’re hoping for a next time?” he asked.

The steward immediately raised his hand to slap his own mouth.

“Look at this mouth of mine,” he spat several times.

Qi Yue waved her hand with a smile.

“Also, it’s really strange – there are many more people lurking around our gates…” the steward said, remembering something, with a smile. “Young Madam, can you guess what they’re doing?”

How would I know? Qi Yue looked at the steward with smiling eyes.

“What are they doing?” she asked.

The steward became even more spirited.

“They’re all servants from wealthy families in the city,” he said in a lowered voice. “The gatekeepers caught a few and questioned them. Can you guess what they said?”

Qi Yue was an excellent listener.

“What did they say?” she asked with a smile.

“They’re watching to see when Young Madam goes out to fight…” the steward said with a hearty laugh.

Qi Yue also laughed heartily.

“What do they want to watch me fight for?” she asked with a laugh.

“To help Young Madam!” the steward answered spiritedly.

Qi Yue laughed even more.

“Young Madam, you don’t know. I heard those people say that the last fight has already produced a county magistrate,” the steward said, seeing her disbelief.

He proceeded to tell her about the rumors circulating outside – that the son of Yongqing County’s deputy magistrate had followed the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi in the fight, which had earned his father a promotion to the actual position of Dongyang County magistrate.

“My goodness, fighting can lead to such benefits?” Qi Yue laughed loudly. “That’s incredible – wouldn’t the whole city be in chaos?”

“Ah, but it depends on who you follow into battle,” the steward said with some pride.

Qi Yue shook her head and laughed.

Chang Yuncheng ahead could no longer contain his impatience.

Laugh, laugh, talk, talk – what was so funny and worth discussing!

“Steward,” he said coldly, turning back. “The training ground surface I asked you to repair – have you finished it?”

The steward, who had been happily laughing with the Young Madam, was stunned.

“Prince, when did you say to repair the surface?” he asked.

“Can’t I say so now?” Chang Yuncheng said with a dark expression.

The steward’s mouth twitched. Fine, of course he could.

“Yes, I’ll go immediately,” he said respectfully.

“You personally supervise it. Don’t let those people ruin it,” Chang Yuncheng said sternly.

The steward agreed again and hurried off.

Only then was Chang Yuncheng satisfied as he turned and continued walking.

Qi Yue walked beside him, just pursing her lips in a smile, not knowing what she was thinking.

Speak up! Weren’t you chatting quite animatedly just now!

Chang Yuncheng glanced at her.

“What were you talking about just now?” he asked.

“Nothing much,” Qi Yue said with a smile, looking at the Marquis Dingxi’s reception hall in the distance. “Let’s hurry. We shouldn’t keep father and the guest waiting.”

She quickened her pace after speaking.

Why weren’t you worried about keeping father and the guest waiting just now?

This annoying woman was deliberately avoiding conversation with him!

Chang Yuncheng gritted his teeth and strode to catch up.

“…What are you talking about? Is it about fighting?”

“…You’re not allowed to go out fighting! Do you still seem like a woman?”

“…How did you find Huang Ziqiao that day? Why look for that child? Wasn’t I at home?”

“…If you had come straight home to find me, would this have happened?”

“…What use could that child Huang Ziqiao be except to cause trouble…”

“…I’m asking you a question, you…”

Chang Yuncheng’s words suddenly stopped because Qi Yue had taken his hand.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and glanced at him sideways without speaking, just holding his hand and walking briskly forward.

This annoying woman… in broad daylight… and in the courtyard… what was she doing…

Chang Yuncheng’s face flushed red. He couldn’t help but look around. Fortunately, there weren’t many servants passing by, and the maids following them were clever enough to walk with their heads down, not looking.

Just… just giving you face…

After a moment’s hesitation, he didn’t pull his hand away, letting Qi Yue pull him forward somewhat stiffly.

Chapter 168: Receiving Guests
Fan Yilin sat in the Marquis Dingxi’s reception hall feeling very depressed, not even in the mood to maintain respect for his father-in-law, openly displaying his displeasure with a sour expression.

How annoying – why did they make him come too!

What was this about apologizing? What was there to apologize for! He was the victim, wasn’t he!

Being inexplicably kissed by a man, and then it was somehow his fault!

He should have been back at his own home by now, enjoying the comfort of his mother and several beautiful concubines, not sitting stupidly in this reception hall of some Marquis Dingxi’s household. Even more terrifying was that he would soon have to be examined by that ugly and fierce woman.

Thinking of this, Fan Yilin couldn’t help but cover his robes with his hands. Wei Jie had been “killed by examination” back then – would he meet the same fate?

“Yilin,” Wang Tongye called.

Fan Yilin sat dumbly in his chair, not hearing.

Seeing his son-in-law’s dull appearance, Wang Tongye was very displeased.

“Look, he’s definitely unwell,” he said to the Marquis Dingxi instead of calling again. “The family is all worried. He was making a fuss about leaving, but we thought it best to have the Young Madam examine him for peace of mind.”

Seeing other families’ children being disappointing was what the Marquis Dingxi enjoyed most.

“What a small matter – you came personally for this,” he laughed heartily with satisfaction. “This child does look a bit frail.”

Wang Tongye rolled his eyes. If I didn’t come personally, would you old fellow really let your daughter-in-law examine him willingly?

Besides, where was his Yilin frail? That was refined handsomeness! You’re just jealous because you can’t produce such a handsome son!

Look at your own crude, stupid Prince…

“The Prince and Young Madam have arrived,” a young servant announced from outside.

Wang Tongye composed himself. He couldn’t stoop to the level of a simpleton like the Marquis Dingxi. He must praise other people’s stupid, crude children, even if only superficially.

Fan Yilin stared dumbly toward the door. Thinking of what was about to happen made his heart fill with sorrow. Then suddenly his eyes brightened as two people approached side by side. The man was automatically ignored by Fan Yilin, his gaze falling on the woman.

In the winter, the woman wore a powder-azure brocade jacket and moon-white embroidered plum blossom pleated skirt, her hair in a simple chignon with a jade hairpin, walking with a smile, graceful and elegant.

Like a startled swan, graceful as a swimming dragon!

Fan Yilin suddenly sat up straight, his eyes bright as he stared at this woman approaching, and seeing her face clearly, became even more excited. What a beauty!

This was what the legendary Marquis Dingxi’s household should be like – beauties everywhere. That ugly woman must have been an accident!

Then he heard the servant’s announcement.

“The Prince and Young Madam have arrived.”

The beauty smiled as she entered the hall.

“Father, Lord Wang,” she said with a smile, curtsying.

What… what?

Fan Yilin jumped up in shock.

Wang Tongye also paused upon seeing the woman before him, then realized.

Of course – a woman whom the Old Marchioness of Marquis Dingxi’s household was willing to marry into the family despite shame and disregard for status must have exceptional qualities.

That night it was dark, she had been beaten, gone through a brawl, her face was injured and her appearance disheveled – comparing that to now, it wasn’t surprising they seemed like two different people.

“Yueniang, Lord Wang is still worried, so he wants you to examine Young Master Fan to see if there’s anything wrong with his health,” the Marquis Dingxi said.

Qi Yue looked toward Wang Tongye.

“Actually, you’d be better off finding a physician,” she said with a smile. “For example, Dr. Liu from Qianjin Hall is more capable than I am.”

Wang Tongye paused, then smiled.

“Good, no problem. Naturally we’ll go there after the Young Madam has examined him,” he said meaningfully.

Qi Yue was puzzled by his meaningful tone, then realized and laughed heartily.

“Lord Wang, there’s no need for that. You misunderstood. Dr. Liu and I each have our strengths – it’s not that I need you to give me face,” she said with a smile, then bowed to Wang Tongye. “However, I must still thank you for giving me such great face!”

These two mentions of “face” referred to different matters. The Marquis Dingxi didn’t understand, but Wang Tongye did.

His refusal to give face to those who came to apologize, while giving face to those families who didn’t come to apologize, was ultimately all to enhance Qi Yue’s reputation.

Wang Tongye also smiled and nodded at Qi Yue.

“This child is just honest, very straightforward, saying whatever comes to mind,” the Marquis Dingxi said. Though he didn’t understand what they were discussing, he knew to promptly praise his own child.

Honest? Would an honest child lead servants to besiege someone’s gates?

Wang Tongye laughed heartily.

“Let me examine him first then. Father, may I borrow your side room?” Qi Yue said, calling for A’Ru to fetch her medical bag.

The Marquis Dingxi nodded.

Only then did Qi Yue look at the young gentleman standing in the hall.

“Young Master Fan, this way please,” she said with a smile.

But she saw the young gentleman just staring at her dumbly.

Was he really ill?

Qi Yue frowned. Chang Yuncheng, who had been standing to the side, suddenly stepped forward and positioned himself in front of Fan Yilin, blocking his view.

“Eh?” Fan Yilin’s vision of the beauty suddenly disappeared, replaced by a black wall, and he immediately became anxious.

“Young Master Fan,” the black wall said coldly, “This way please.”

Fan Yilin came to his senses and saw the black wall’s unfriendly expression staring at him.

“What are you standing there for? Hurry and follow the Young Madam,” Wang Tongye said in a low voice, feeling increasingly embarrassed.

Qi Yue had already walked toward the side room. Fan Yilin hurriedly stumbled after her, and Chang Yuncheng, with a dark expression, hesitated before following as well.

Fan Yilin was somewhat dazed, sitting when told to sit.

“You… are you the Young Madam from that day?” he asked, staring at Qi Yue dumbly.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

“That’s right, Young Master Fan. We’ve met before,” she said with a smile.

“Yes, yes, we’ve met. My surname is Fan, given name Yilin, courtesy name Maozhu…” Fan Yilin said hastily.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound with a smile.

“Then Young Master Fan, I need to examine…” she said, rolling up her sleeves.

Before she could finish, Fan Yilin startled and smoothly unfastened his robes, removing his upper garments in just a few moves to reveal his pale, tender torso.

“Young Madam, please proceed,” he said softly to Qi Yue, his handsome eyes hazy, with an expression of complete submission.

Qi Yue stood with raised hands, staring in shock. Too… too cooperative!

Chang Yuncheng could no longer restrain himself and stood up.

“Put it back on,” he said in a low, harsh voice.

Fan Yilin was startled back to awareness by this male voice and noticed there was another man in the room. He cried out in alarm and hastily covered his clothes.

“You, who are you? What are you doing here?” he demanded, glaring.

Had this man been invisible to him this whole time?

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened, grinding his teeth.

Fan Yilin realized his mistake after shouting.

“Oh, the Prince,” he quickly put on a smile. “You came too – such trouble you’ve taken…”

“I see Young Master Fan is fine. No examination needed,” Chang Yuncheng said coolly.

“No, no, I’m not well. Very unwell,” Fan Yilin said frantically, holding his head as he sat in the chair. “I can’t go on – just standing for this while has made me dizzy.”

Soon A’Ru brought the stethoscope, and Qi Yue accepted it with a smile.

“Let me have a look,” she said, approaching. Seeing Fan Yilin about to undress again, she quickly smiled and stopped him. “This is fine.”

Fan Yilin was very disappointed.

“Can you see clearly this way?” he asked with concern.

Qi Yue smiled and used the stethoscope to listen at various spots on his chest.

Fan Yilin didn’t want to blink, watching the woman at such close distance. He couldn’t help but take a deep breath.

So fragrant…

“What fragrance does madam use? It smells so good,” he said with a silly grin.

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward, struggling to control himself from throwing this man out.

“Really? Thank you – my maid made it. I don’t know what it is either,” Qi Yue said with a smile, removing the stethoscope.

If it had been any other young lady, such words would have made her either flee in fright or blush. But this woman had no reaction at all, as if his words were the most ordinary thing…

Wasn’t it though? Complimenting someone’s perfume was nothing unusual.

“All done, nothing wrong,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “I estimate that day it was just a sudden blow to the chest, plus the shock of falling that caused temporary suffocation.”

Fan Yilin looked disappointed.

“Nothing wrong? How is that possible? I feel uncomfortable all over,” he said with a frown, seeming unable to rise from the chair. “Young Madam, please examine me more thoroughly. I’ll take off my clothes…”

Did this bastard think he was dead?

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and lifted Fan Yilin from the chair.

“Young Master Fan, are you saying my wife misdiagnosed?” he said word by word, emphasizing ‘my wife.’

Fan Yilin finally awakened from his beauty-induced stupor.

Oh dear, flirting with someone’s wife right in front of her husband – this was a major error in his suave, romantic image.

How confused he’d been! Angering the husband meant no hope of seeing the little beauty again.

To think he, Fan Yilin, had made such a blunder – how embarrassing!

“No, no,” he said with a serious expression, straightening and stepping back several paces, bowing to Qi Yue. “Thank you, Young Madam.”

Qi Yue smiled and returned the courtesy.

“Since there’s nothing wrong, you should head back first,” Chang Yuncheng said, still blocking Qi Yue.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and walked out leisurely.

Fan Yilin maintained a proper demeanor, not even glancing sideways, only looking at Chang Yuncheng.

“Thank you, Prince. About last time, I sincerely apologize,” he said earnestly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him expressionlessly. Hearing Qi Yue finish reporting the examination results to Wang Tongye and take her leave, he turned and walked out. Fan Yilin naturally followed.

What else was said, Qi Yue didn’t know. She returned to her courtyard and prepared to go to Qianjin Hall. As for Madam Xie’s house confinement order, with her face healed, she had automatically forgotten about it.

Just as she was about to leave, Chang Yuncheng returned.

“Oh, did Lord Wang and the others leave?” Qi Yue asked with some surprise.

She had thought they would stay for dinner and Chang Yuncheng would have to accompany them.

Chang Yuncheng made an “mm” sound – unclear if it was yes or no.

“Where are you going?” he asked with a frown.

To ask if they’d found a body for practice…

“To have a look at Qianjin Hall. I haven’t taught for several days,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng made an “mm” sound and stood without moving.

“Want to come along?” Qi Yue asked casually.

Just being polite – how could Chang Yuncheng go to such a place? How boring.

“Fine,” Chang Yuncheng replied. His earlier depression had improved somewhat. Since this woman had invited him, he would reluctantly accompany her.

Qi Yue stood frozen in place.

“Actually, you don’t need to force yourself…” she said hastily.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her, picking up his heavy cloak and walking out first.

Serves you right! Qi Yue muttered to herself, watching the man’s retreating figure striding away. Then thinking of something, she pursed her lips in a smile and followed.

Chapter 169: Taking Initiative
Chang Yuncheng’s arrival prevented the excited Hu San from fully expressing his gratitude, but it didn’t affect the class.

“So can this artificial respiration still be used in the future?” the disciples asked, looking at Qi Yue expectantly.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Yes, this is one of the most effective and commonly used emergency rescue methods,” she said. “After this incident, the public must have some understanding of it. Next time you encounter such an emergency, explain clearly to the family members without affecting the rescue. Even if you suffer misunderstanding at the time, as long as you save the person, you can answer all doubts.”

The disciples nodded.

“Also,” Qi Yue looked at everyone and smiled, “I’m here. If you suffer losses, I’ll go get them back for you.”

The disciples laughed, and after laughing, someone led them all in bowing to Qi Yue.

“Thank you, Master.”

Having such a person standing fearlessly behind them at all times, blocking in front of them – what great fortune this was.

While the disciples practiced in class, Qi Yue spoke quietly with Liu Pucheng.

“That matter…” Qi Yue asked in a low voice.

Liu Pucheng knew what she was asking about.

“Almost ready. I’ll go ask tomorrow,” he said quietly. “Over there… usually only one can be obtained per month… This time I’ll find a way to ask him for a few more…”

“Don’t worry about spending money,” Qi Yue said. “I’m here.”

Liu Pucheng nodded with a smile.

“Oh right, there’s also the matter of dyeing and marking for positioning. Look at these medicinal herbs I found…” he continued.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up with joy.

“Definitely no problem. With you handling it, teacher, it’s foolproof,” she said with a smile.

Liu Pucheng smiled again.

“However, the anesthesia issue still needs more time,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Sharpening the knife doesn’t delay chopping wood – we’re not in a rush,” she said. “We must consider everything thoroughly. This surgery can’t be completed in one attempt anyway. We have patience.”

After leaving Qianjin Hall, it was already mealtime.

“We’re going out to eat?” Hearing Chang Yuncheng’s words, Qi Yue was very happy. “That’s wonderful! Since I came here I haven’t been to… ahem… I mean I’ve never been to a restaurant to eat.”

Seeing this woman’s childlike excitement, Chang Yuncheng’s stern expression couldn’t help but soften.

“If you want to eat out, I’ll bring you every day,” he suddenly blurted out.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Really?” she said. “You promise?”

Chang Yuncheng snorted and ignored her ignorant question, walking ahead.

Qi Yue smiled and followed.

After dinner they strolled through the night market, and by the time they returned home it was completely dark.

Chang Yuncheng came out from washing and saw Qi Yue had already dried her hair and was organizing her writing materials, looking lazy and alluring under the lamplight.

“Good, the lip bow problem can be solved. The most important thing left is the scar issue,” Qi Yue muttered to herself, then suddenly saw Chang Yuncheng approaching.

“Not sleeping yet? You must be tired,” she asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, swallowing.

“Not tired,” he said, his eyes dark, approaching Qi Yue. “Are you tired?”

In the dark night, the man spoke these words in a low, husky voice, making Qi Yue break out in goosebumps.

“Tired, tired,” she said hurriedly, her face flushing. “You should rest quickly. I’m going to sleep too.”

Chang Yuncheng felt restless all over, not knowing what to say, so he simply reached out and pulled the woman to him.

“Then, then let’s sleep,” he said, pulling her toward the bed.

“What sleep!” Qi Yue raised her hand to hit him. “Go away, go away!”

This annoying woman always hitting and pushing!

“Didn’t you want to!” Chang Yuncheng glared and said in a muffled voice.

“I don’t want to now!” Qi Yue spat, shaking him off. “Get out quickly!”

This annoying woman! Chang Yuncheng glared at her and angrily walked away.

Sometimes wanting it, sometimes not – what kind of person was this! He was spoiling her! Too much!

Dawn was just breaking when Qianjin Hall opened.

Qianjin Hall always opened early, but the early bird catches the worm – two disciples yawning as they removed the door boards suddenly saw someone approach.

“Is Dr. Liu in?” he asked with some urgency.

It wasn’t unusual for someone to seek treatment so early. The disciple was about to answer while rubbing his eyes when he suddenly saw who was in front of him and jumped back several steps in fright.

“Hey hey, Coffin Boy, who told you to come? Quick, stand farther away!”

The two assistants frantically shooed him away.

Coffin Boy was used to this treatment. In the city, except for the gambling den and the tea stall run by Granny Wang at the bridge, no shop would let him approach.

So he basically never went to these shops either. This time he really couldn’t wait any longer.

“Is Dr. Liu in?” he asked again.

“No, no, master went home last night,” the two disciples answered irritably. Anyone woken up early to see Coffin Boy wouldn’t be in a good mood.

“Then I’ll wait a bit more,” Coffin Boy said, stepping further aside.

“Go find some pine and cypress branches to boil water and sprinkle around…”

“…I think we should go to the temple to pray later, this is really unlucky…”

The two disciples chattered on, while Coffin Boy standing not far away showed no expression. All this was perfectly normal to him – it had been with him since the moment he was born and would accompany him until the moment he died.

As more and more shops opened and pedestrians increased on the street, Coffin Boy was constantly driven away. Finally he could only stand in the corner by Qianjin Hall’s wall. Winter was still very cold, and being against the wall was even colder. Wearing only his tattered robe, he had to constantly stamp his feet and rub his hands for warmth.

Liu Pucheng hurried over, not seeing Coffin Boy in the corner at all. Fortunately, Coffin Boy quickly called out.

“Little Coffin?” Liu Pucheng was very surprised.

“I was just looking for you to say…”

Two voices sounded simultaneously. Both Liu Pucheng and Coffin Boy paused.

“I’ll speak first,” Coffin Boy said urgently, but about to speak, he remembered they were on the main street. With this hesitation, pedestrians around looked over with wariness and avoidance in their eyes.

“You, come with me to the gambling den,” he said in a low voice.

That was the second place he could freely enter and exit without being noticed, safely and comfortably.

The first was naturally the morgue.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“You go first, I’ll come shortly,” he said quietly.

After all, what they needed to discuss couldn’t be said openly. Coffin Boy nodded and left immediately.

Liu Pucheng stood for a moment, looked around, pretended nothing was happening as he brushed his clothes, then entered the pharmacy. After a moment, he came out carrying a medicine box. A doctor making house calls – no one on the street paid attention.

This was Liu Pucheng’s first time at a gambling den. The people at the entrance were surprised, but given the nature of their business, they absolutely didn’t ask questions about customers, so they gave an enthusiastic greeting without extra words.

As a doctor, Liu Pucheng naturally entered the lower-class gambling hall. Upon entering, the light was dim, the smell foul, and the noise overwhelming. He couldn’t tell which was which for a moment when a hand reached out from the side and grabbed him.

“What took you so long?” Coffin Boy said with some impatience.

Liu Pucheng made an “oh” sound and opened his mouth to speak.

“Place your bets! Hurry up! No more bets!” came loud calls from the gambling table. “Coffin Boy, are you betting or not?”

Coffin Boy didn’t look back, casually tossing a bag of money he held, which landed on the gambling table.

“Got it! Betting big!” came enthusiastic calls from the table.

They say this Coffin Boy was addicted to gambling – was this how he always gambled?

This wasn’t gambling – it should be called throwing money away!

He didn’t care at all.

Liu Pucheng couldn’t help but think as he watched Coffin Boy.

Coffin Boy paid no more attention, and because it was noisy here, he had to lean close to speak.

“Why haven’t you been coming?” he said.

“I was just looking for you too, Little Coffin,” Liu Pucheng, hearing only that he hadn’t been coming, quickly leaned close to say, “See if you can find one more…”

“I already found them for you. Why haven’t you been coming?” Coffin Boy, hearing his words clearly, complained somewhat.

Liu Pucheng heard his words this time but was somewhat confused.

“Why haven’t you come for so many days?” Coffin Boy complained again with undisguised dissatisfaction.

Liu Pucheng understood but found it hard to believe.

“Little Coffin, you’re saying you’ve prepared them for me?” he asked.

“Of course,” Coffin Boy said. “Use as many as you want – I have plenty.”

Liu Pucheng was too surprised to speak.

What doctors most wanted was to practice on human bodies, but these were unspeakable matters. If the authorities found out, it would be classified as the serious crime of corpse theft. So whether for doctors or those providing corpses, it was very risky business. Therefore, having one opportunity per month was considered good luck.

Moreover, Coffin Boy had a strange temperament – whether he would help depended entirely on his mood and money…

Money…

Usually one time cost quite a lot. This way the price would definitely be more expensive.

“Money…” Liu Pucheng came to his senses and asked urgently.

Though Miss Qi wasn’t short of money, he couldn’t not ask.

“What money? Dr. Liu, what’s our relationship? Don’t be so formal,” Coffin Boy patted Liu Pucheng’s shoulder.

Our… we don’t have any relationship?

Liu Pucheng was even more confused by his words, and even after returning to Qianjin Hall still couldn’t figure out what was going on.

But if he couldn’t figure it out, he wouldn’t think about it. Liu Pucheng immediately happily made arrangements with him.

Qi Yue didn’t come to Qianjin Hall today, nor was she at home – she was pulled out to the streets again by Chang Yuncheng.

Though they had another unpleasant parting last night, this time Chang Yuncheng didn’t show a sour face the next day.

Getting used to it… Qi Yue speculated. Habit becomes nature…

“What are we eating this time?” sitting in the carriage, Qi Yue asked curiously.

“Meat,” Chang Yuncheng answered simply.

“What kind of meat? Would it kill you to say a few more words?” Qi Yue lifted her foot to kick him.

Qi Yue didn’t like wearing shoes and socks. Whenever she had the chance, she would take them off. Now in the carriage, she had removed her shoes and, wearing only white socks, softly kicked Chang Yuncheng a few times.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to push away that soft little foot.

“Don’t touch me,” he said coldly.

Oh my, putting on airs now. Qi Yue pursed her lips and smiled, obediently sitting properly.

The carriage left the city gates and stopped in front of a shop. Qi Yue got out and looked around – it seemed very ordinary.

“Mutton?” she asked, seeing the characters on the shop sign.

Chang Yuncheng made an “mm” sound and was about to step inside when he heard a surprised greeting from the second floor.

“Oh my, Prince!” Fan Yilin called out in surprise and joy, leaning half his body out the window, frightening the servant inside who quickly grabbed his legs, afraid he would fall.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression changed slightly upon hearing the voice. He didn’t want to look up and tried to pretend he hadn’t heard, but Qi Yue had already looked up.

“Young Master Fan,” she said with a smile, waving.

“I was about to leave, but still felt unwell, so father-in-law asked me to stay a few more days… Young Madam, Prince, you’re also coming here to eat… I heard this is the best mutton restaurant in your Yongqing Prefecture…”

The hall was filled with Fan Yilin’s chatter and laughter. Because distinguished guests had come, Fan Yilin threw a bag of money to the shop owner and drove away all the other diners. Of course, money alone wouldn’t work so well – it was mainly his father-in-law’s reputation that intimidated them.

“Young Master Fan, you eat your meal. Don’t trouble yourself,” Chang Yuncheng interrupted his chatter.

“No trouble, how could it be trouble?” Fan Yilin looked shocked. “Prince and Young Madam are my lifesavers. I could never repay this debt in my lifetime.”

He had been thinking of how to find an opportunity to establish connections with the Marquis Dingxi’s household. He hadn’t expected to encounter them – what fate!

Since it was fate, how could he let it pass?

Fan Yilin employed the spirit and methods he used at home to coax his mother, wife, and concubines. Plus, his father-in-law had been generous in handling the incident with the Marquis Dingxi’s household – not looking at the monk’s face but the Buddha’s face – he finally got Chang Yuncheng to enter the room. Since the husband came in, naturally the wife would come in too. They were acquaintances, no need for such formal avoidance…

Fan Yilin enthusiastically watched the beauty cross the threshold.

Chang Yuncheng stopped and turned back.

“You should go back first,” he said.

Both Qi Yue and Fan Yilin were stunned.

No… Fan Yilin cried inwardly.

“I haven’t eaten yet,” Qi Yue said, frowning.

This woman always talked back! Why couldn’t she just obediently listen when her husband said something? Not once did she just do what he said!

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Alright then,” Qi Yue said, seeing his expression. Not being allowed to eat and avoiding men was something she could not care about – after all, she would still observe some rules of this era. Of course, the premise was that it didn’t harm her fundamental interests.

She smiled and curtsied to Fan Yilin to take her leave.

“Young Madam, there’s a private room next door…” Fan Yilin couldn’t help saying urgently.

Qi Yue, who had already turned to leave, looked back and smiled at him, waved without speaking, and continued walking.

Fan Yilin stared dumbly as the beauty swayed away and disappeared in the corridor. His expression suddenly flashed with a hint of doubt, and he unconsciously made a sound of surprise, turning to look at Chang Yuncheng who was now calmly seated in the room.

Chang Yuncheng poured and drank alone, using this brat’s expression from surprise to disappointment as accompaniment to his wine – it was absolutely delicious.

Fan Yilin rushed from the door to the window again, leaning out to look down.

This was too much! Chang Yuncheng snapped and crushed his wine cup.

“Young Master Fan,” he said, his voice cold. “Enough is enough.”

Fan Yilin seemed not to hear Chang Yuncheng’s warning and displeasure. He drew back, looked at Chang Yuncheng, and seemed to want to say something but hesitated.

“Yes, yes, Prince, I was presumptuous. I apologize,” he finally said, raising his wine cup and draining it.

“Good that you know,” Chang Yuncheng snorted, then stood up. “We’ve talked and drunk. I take my leave.”

Fan Yilin quickly stood up too.

“Prince,” he called, wanting to say something but finding it difficult.

Chang Yuncheng was already walking toward the door, having no feeling for Fan Yilin’s strange expression. Having his thoughts exposed, he should feel embarrassed and ashamed.

“Prince,” Fan Yilin called again. Seeing Chang Yuncheng reach for the door, he steeled himself. “You, you aren’t, unable, are you?”

Chang Yuncheng’s hand stopped on the door.

“What?” he asked with a frown, turning back.

Since the most difficult beginning was out, Fan Yilin spoke more smoothly.

“That is, that is,” he looked at Chang Yuncheng and lowered his voice, “that is, unable to… perform marital duties…”

Chang Yuncheng felt his brain explode with a roar.

This! Damn! Bastard!

Chapter 170: A Joke
Muffled thuds and suppressed cries of pain continuously echoed in the room, while the servants outside kept their eyes on their noses and noses on their hearts, either studying whether table corners were clean enough or whether the accounting abacus had the right numbers. In short, like the deaf and mute, they saw nothing and heard nothing – all was peaceful.

“Prince… please… listen to me…” Fan Yilin was pressed to the ground by Chang Yuncheng’s arm, limp as noodles. It was remarkable that with his face scraping the floor, he could still squeeze out a complete sentence. “Misunderstanding… misunderstanding…”

The young servants in the room had rolled into the corners. Forget about going out to call for help – they couldn’t even get up.

His nephews had said that this Prince of Marquis Dingxi never fought in groups. Fan Yilin had thought this man was bad at fighting. Turns out it wasn’t that he didn’t fight groups – he didn’t need to fight groups. One person was enough.

“Misunderstanding?” Chang Yuncheng applied pressure with his hand, listening to bones gradually starting to crack. “You little bastard, do you think I’m blind or stupid? You think I don’t know your rotten thoughts?”

Fan Yilin cried out in pain repeatedly.

“I know I was wrong, I know I was wrong! Prince, I just like looking at beauties. I didn’t have any other thoughts!” he shouted. “If you don’t believe me, ask my father-in-law – he knows too… I just like to look, like looking at flowers and beautiful scenery. I wouldn’t dare have other thoughts… If I dared, would it be your turn? I’d have been beaten to death long ago…”

“Look? You dare look at my woman!” Chang Yuncheng said in a low growl. “If you dare appear before me again, I don’t care if you’re the Wang family’s son-in-law or a minister’s son – I’ll blind your dog eyes!”

“Prince, I’m doing this for your own good!” Fan Yilin shouted.

This brat was still being stubborn.

“Prince, don’t I know what consequences saying such words would bring? But for you, for the life-saving grace you showed me, even if it offends you and angers you, I must speak,” Fan Yilin continued shouting. It was remarkable that with his face against the ground, he could still speak so coherently and smoothly.

Chang Yuncheng hit his head once and released his grip. After that round of punching and kicking, the depression in his heart had dissipated. Having warned this little bastard, he was too lazy to say more and stood up to leave.

Fan Yilin fearlessly grabbed him again.

“Prince,” he looked at Chang Yuncheng with complete sincerity. “Think about it – would I say such words without knowing the consequences? But I still had to say it. Honest advice sounds harsh!”

This was the first time Chang Yuncheng had encountered someone so thick-skinned. He was somewhat between laughter and tears.

“What exactly do you want to say?” he asked with a frown.

Fan Yilin couldn’t be bothered to straighten his clothes and waved his hand.

The young servants in the room struggled to get up, supporting each other as they limped out.

“Prince, I know this is an unspeakable matter, but it must be spoken, because I happen to have an ancestral remedy, which is why I couldn’t help asking urgently…” Fan Yilin pulled at Chang Yuncheng, not caring at all that this man had just beaten him up. For him, suffering for a beauty was sweeter than honey.

“What unspeakable matter do I have?” Chang Yuncheng shook off Fan Yilin and asked with a sneer.

Fan Yilin had an expression of ‘see, this is the unspeakable part, I understand.’

He reached out again to put his hand on Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder.

“Prince, we’re all men. Though this matter is embarrassing to speak of, it must still be said,” he said earnestly. “You – when did you become unable? Was it from the beginning or later?”

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath, suppressing the urge to punch this bastard to death.

“Why do you think I’m unable?” he turned to look at the man close at hand. Though he had shown mercy and restraint, he had inevitably left some marks on this man’s face – his mouth was slightly swollen, one eye larger than the other, looking quite comical.

“This, this… I could naturally tell at a glance…” Fan Yilin said with a smile.

“Are you planning to have me try it out for you to see?” Chang Yuncheng said with a frown. “Then you’ll stop talking nonsense?”

Try it out for you to see…

This phrase was very familiar to Fan Yilin. It was usually used when flirting with wives and concubines.

Little beauty, are you looking down on this young master? Let this young master try it out for you to see…

Oh no, young master, don’t…

Such dialogue was very stimulating. Fan Yilin got excited just thinking about it, but looking up to see a man’s face before him, it was like cold water being poured over him.

He jumped back abruptly.

“You, you, you’re not one of those cut-sleeve types, are you?” he asked somewhat fearfully. As soon as the words ‘cut-sleeve’ came out, this whole chain of events had an explanation. His heart felt sorrow for the beauty while also feeling fearful, hastily waving his hands. “You, you don’t need to try it out for me to see. I won’t look. Don’t misunderstand – though you’re quite good-looking too, I only like women…”

Chang Yuncheng no longer had any expression that could convey his feelings.

How could the shrewd Wang Tongye choose such a fool as a son-in-law? How could the crafty minister’s family produce such a stupid son?

“You are the cut-sleeve!” Chang Yuncheng said to Fan Yilin word by word. “So you think everyone else is cut-sleeve too?”

“I’m not cut-sleeve!” Fan Yilin said, still defensive. “If you’re not cut-sleeve, why is your wife still a virgin?”

Chang Yuncheng froze.

This freezing, in Fan Yilin’s eyes, further confirmed his judgment.

“…Guarding such a beauty, and she’s your wife too. If you’re not cut-sleeve, how could you…” he said.

Before he could finish, Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and grabbed his throat.

Fan Yilin cried out in terror.

“Prince, don’t, don’t get angry. This, this isn’t anything… anything shameful… In the capital… there are many such people… My, my cousin is one too… I didn’t… didn’t mean to look down on you…” he said coughing.

It was all because he was too clever that he brought such trouble upon himself!

“How do you know she… she’s still…” Chang Yuncheng growled in a low voice, ultimately unable to say that word. “Did she tell you?”

Saying this made his blood surge even more.

She actually dared to tell outsiders such things!

“Are you crazy!” Fan Yilin finally realized why this man had suddenly become furious and glared as he shouted. “How could Young Madam tell others such things? Besides, I’d love for her to talk to me, but I’ve only seen her twice, both in public settings with many people! Finally getting a chance to have a meal together by fate, and you, you petty man, drove her away…”

After shouting that sentence, Chang Yuncheng also came to his senses. He naturally knew that woman wouldn’t – it was precisely because of that woman’s nature that she wouldn’t spread such things around.

He had been completely infuriated by this bastard man’s undisguised leering.

Just thinking of this man’s gaze when looking at his woman made his anger flare!

“Who told you?” He controlled his fury but the coldness remained, continuing to ask.

“Big brother, no one told me. I have eyes of my own! A woman and a maiden – they’re different!” Fan Yilin said with a mixture of tears and laughter.

For someone like him whose life’s pleasure was appreciating beauty, such skills were essential!

Could it be seen?

This was something Chang Yuncheng didn’t know.

“Of course it can be seen,” Fan Yilin said with a sigh. “A married woman’s body is completely different from a maiden’s. Who couldn’t tell?”

Who couldn’t tell? That meant everyone could tell? Except himself…

Chang Yuncheng was suddenly stunned.

That is to say, everyone knew…

That is to say, everyone would think he…

Fan Yilin was about to say more when Chang Yuncheng suddenly pushed him away and left.

Heavy footsteps echoed in the corridor.

“Did I say something wrong?” Fan Yilin said, touching his throat and coughing, then realizing his whole body ached and immediately began wailing.

“Of course you said something wrong!”

Back home lying in bed enjoying his young wife’s care, Fan Yilin was heavily poked in the forehead.

Right on his wound – Fan Yilin let out a wail.

“How could you say such things about people!” his young wife said angrily.

Outside the room, Wang Tongye, having heard the whole story, angrily stood up.

“Serves you right! The beating was too light!” He threw down this sentence and left.

Those relatives who had originally wanted to seek justice for Fan Yilin also lost all righteous indignation and instead giggled as they dispersed.

“This is embarrassing beyond measure,” his young wife said shamefully, reaching out to poke Fan Yilin’s head again.

Fan Yilin held his head and dodged.

“Madam, I was doing it for the Prince’s good,” he said aggrievedly.

His young wife spat.

“You were doing it for the beautiful Young Madam’s good, weren’t you?” she snorted.

Such a beauty not receiving proper attention – that would truly be a human tragedy…

“I really was doing it for their marital good. Our family has this excellent medicine – wasn’t I being kind-hearted…” Fan Yilin said, still aggrieved.

“You’ve always prided yourself on being clever, but this time you were completely wrong,” his young wife said, leaning against the bed. “That married couple – it’s not because he’s unable, but because they don’t want to.”

“Don’t want to?” Fan Yilin sat up holding his head, looking shocked. “Who doesn’t want to?”

When Chang Yuncheng entered the room with a dark expression, Qi Yue had already eaten lunch and was sitting on the bed reviewing her prepared surgical procedures.

“You’re back! How was the meal?” she happily greeted Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng took off his heavy cloak and threw it aside.

“Everyone out,” he commanded.

The maids who had followed him in and those originally serving in the room were all startled. Seeing Chang Yuncheng’s terrible expression, those who had followed him quickly retreated.

Qi Yue was also startled and waved to A’Ru and the others, who then led the others out.

“What’s wrong with you now?” she asked, approaching.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a dark expression.

“Speak properly if you have something to say. Don’t go looking for trouble. No matter how big the problem, once it’s discussed openly, it’s not a problem,” Qi Yue said hastily. “Don’t act rashly again…”

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng interrupted.

“Sleep,” he said.

Qi Yue was stunned and didn’t hear clearly.

“What?” she asked. Before her words ended, her voice suddenly rose sharply with an “ah” – “What are you doing?”

Chang Yuncheng swept this woman into his arms and strode toward the bedroom.

Chapter 171: Heart and Mind
The low murmur of voices inside the room suddenly broke off, followed immediately by raised shouting. A’Ru and Qiu Xiang under the eaves quickly gestured to the maids in the courtyard, who smoothly withdrew.

This time it was more chaotic than usual.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang exchanged glances. Besides the voices and cursing, there was also the sound of porcelain shattering, causing both of their expressions to become anxious.

This time they really started fighting?

Should they go look?

No…

The two maids outside the door were anxiously restless.

“A’Ru.”

Qi Yue’s voice came from inside the room.

A’Ru immediately hurried to push open the door, and Qiu Xiang hesitated for a moment before following her in.

Neither maid dared to raise their heads, looking at the scattered broken vase on the floor by the bedroom, as well as the overturned table and stools.

Qi Yue’s white dress appeared in the two maids’ line of sight.

“Bring something to bandage the Lord,” she said.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang were startled, and when they raised their heads, they indeed saw Chang Yuncheng sitting over there with blood flowing down from his forehead.

Qiu Xiang cried out in alarm and hurried forward.

A’Ru quickly turned around to fetch the medicine box from the opposite room.

Chang Yuncheng stood up before the maid could approach.

“Hey, if you go out like this, aren’t you afraid of losing face?” Qi Yue called out.

Chang Yuncheng stopped.

“I’ve already lost face anyway, so why should I care about this one time?” he roared, turning around and slamming through the curtain as he left.

A’Ru stood there holding the medicine box, at a loss.

“Don’t mind him,” Qi Yue said through gritted teeth, while covering her torn collar with her hand. “Find me some clothes.”

A’Ru responded with a “yes” and gave Qiu Xiang a meaningful look.

Qiu Xiang understood and hurried out.

“Young Madam, what are you doing!” A’Ru couldn’t help but say anxiously this time, following Qi Yue into her bedroom.

“Self-defense!” Qi Yue said, raising her eyebrows.

“What are you defending yourself against with your own husband?” A’Ru stamped her foot, while uneasily looking outside. “If Madam and the Marquis find out, what will we do?”

“What will we do? Oh, he wants to sleep whenever he wants now, but three years ago when I wanted to sleep, why couldn’t I sleep? What logic is that! Getting hurt? Getting hit on the forehead once is still light. Your Young Madam? She died…” Qi Yue said with raised eyebrows.

Before she could finish speaking, A’Ru rushed forward to cover her mouth.

“My lady, please keep your voice down,” A’Ru said in a low voice, breaking out in a cold sweat.

Qi Yue snorted and sat down.

A’Ru looked at her torn clothes and the purple-red bite marks on her neck, quickly averting her gaze and turning to the wardrobe to fetch clothing.

The room quieted down.

“So what do you plan to do?” A’Ru brought over the clothes and asked in a low voice with a sigh.

Qi Yue began undressing.

“That depends on what he plans to do,” she said. “If someone respects me one foot, I’ll respect them one yard.”

A’Ru reached out to help her undress while changing into the new clothes.

“But the Lord is already like this, what more do you want him to do to respect you?” she said in a low voice.

“Hey, how is he?” Qi Yue looked at her with a smile. “I’m not asking for much either. Very simple, just two words: respect.”

Respect?

What exactly is this respect?

A’Ru frowned in confusion.

When A’Ru came out, she didn’t see Qiu Xiang and knew she had followed Chang Yuncheng. Her heart was very uneasy, but the other maids in the courtyard didn’t know what had happened and were chatting and bustling about as usual.

A’Ru paced back and forth restlessly. When she was getting anxious from waiting, she finally saw Qiu Xiang hurrying back with small steps.

“How is it?” she immediately went over and asked in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang waved her hand at her. The two entered the side room.

“It’s fine, it’s already been bandaged,” she said in a low voice.

“What about the Marquis and Madam?” A’Ru asked worriedly in a low voice.

“We couldn’t hide it on the way. The Marquis and Madam found out. The Lord went to see the Marquis and Madam. Guess what he said?” Qiu Xiang said.

A’Ru was so anxious she was about to burst into flames.

“My lady, don’t make me guess. What time is it now?” she stamped her foot and said in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang smiled with pursed lips.

“The Lord really treats the Young Madam exceptionally well,” she sighed.

A’Ru reached out to pinch her cheek, and Qiu Xiang laughed while dodging.

“Alright, alright, I’ll tell you,” she laughed. “The Lord said he got into a fight with Young Master Fan, the son-in-law of the Wang family…”

“What?” A’Ru was stunned.

In Rongan Courtyard, the maids and servants were being rushed about frantically. Serving tea, pouring water, fetching medicine, while Madam Xie wiped her tears with a handkerchief.

“Go invite a physician. The Old Physician An that my mother often consulted would be best. Go invite him…” she thought of something else and said to the maids.

“What physician should we invite? We have a divine physician right here in our household. Why invite someone else?” Marquis Dingxi said from the side.

“It’s because of her!” Madam Xie shouted. “It’s all because she caused trouble that Cheng-ge got into this disaster. Marquis, we can’t keep her in the house anymore. Have her go live on the estate immediately.”

“We can’t say she caused trouble. It was that Wang family…” Marquis Dingxi frowned, though his tone was somewhat soft.

Madam Xie caught his hesitation.

“If she hadn’t gone to their door to cause trouble, would the Wang family have bothered to argue with her?” she said with a cold laugh. “For a lowly physician, and a man at that, who knows what people are saying outside now!”

Marquis Dingxi’s frown deepened.

“Don’t talk nonsense. That’s her disciple, naturally she needs to look after him,” he said, standing up. “I’ll have someone go to the Wang family…”

“Father.” Chang Yuncheng, who had been silent all this time, spoke up.

Marquis Dingxi looked at him.

“Father, this matter is between Young Master Fan and me. It doesn’t involve the two families,” Chang Yuncheng said, standing up and bowing. “Father, please don’t get involved. I’ll handle it myself.”

Marquis Dingxi snorted.

“I wasn’t planning to solve it for you anyway. Once was enough. I don’t have time to clean up your messes every day!” he said. “But people respect me, so I respect them. Last time the Wang family lowered their heads first, so this time I should at least give them face.”

He called for someone and had them immediately prepare gifts to send to the Wang family.

Madam Xie pulled Chang Yuncheng close, feeling both heartbroken and tearful.

“Enough, it’s just a bump. It’s not that serious. I’ve been hurt worse in fights before. Go back to your courtyard and rest,” Marquis Dingxi said with a stern face.

“Yes,” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said respectfully.

Watching Chang Yuncheng leave, Madam Xie felt deeply distressed.

“Marquis, have you finished writing the memorial?” she asked urgently.

Marquis Dingxi coughed.

“I’m writing it, I’m writing it,” he said.

“Hurry up. Yuncheng will be leaving soon. Get the marriage arranged before he leaves, so he can have peace of mind while away,” Madam Xie said.

Marquis Dingxi made agreeing sounds.

“Don’t we need to wait for the right opportunity? We need to find out what the Emperor’s mood is like lately, so we don’t end up ruining a good thing and getting a cold shoulder,” he said.

Not long after, the person sent to the Wang family returned.

“I saw with my own eyes that Young Master Fan was hurt much worse than our Lord,” the steward said with delight.

“Of course…” Marquis Dingxi said with some pride, then quickly suppressed his smile. “What did Lord Wang say?”

“Lord Wang was very pleased. He said the Marquis was being too considerate, and that adults shouldn’t interfere in children’s matters,” the steward laughed, taking out a gift list. “This is Lord Wang’s return gift.”

Wang Tongye was quite surprised that Marquis Dingxi had actually sent someone to deliver gifts. After learning the reason why Fan Yilin was beaten by Chang Yuncheng, he truly felt that Fan Yilin had gotten off too lightly. He wouldn’t even know how to begin apologizing for such a thing, but unexpectedly, the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had come to his door first.

Wang Tongye had no idea that Chang Yuncheng had simply used Fan Yilin as a shield. Both excited and moved, he felt that the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was giving him tremendous face. So his return gift was even more valuable than Marquis Dingxi’s gift.

This exchange actually improved the relationship between the two families, which was beyond Chang Yuncheng’s expectations.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t return to his courtyard but instead spent the night randomly resting in his study. The next day he had no mind to go out, until he heard a servant report that Young Master Fan had come.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t immediately realize who Young Master Fan was, but when he did, he frowned.

What was this little rascal doing here?

Fan Yilin didn’t know why he had come either. Early in the morning, he had been dragged from his warm bed by his father-in-law, hastily ate some food, and was then driven out of the house. Something about going to console the Lord of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

He was still an injured person, alright?

He was the one who got beaten, alright? Why did he still need to console the perpetrator?

Fan Yilin couldn’t help but have tears in his eyes. A father-in-law was still a father-in-law, not comparable to a real father.

“Is the Young Madam also inside?” he asked the young servant leading the way.

Since he had come, he might as well get some benefit from it…

The door curtain was suddenly yanked open, and Chang Yuncheng stood in the doorway with a dark expression.

Fan Yilin shrank his neck, feeling the winter wind even colder, but quickly straightened his neck and glared back at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng’s forehead wasn’t seriously injured, just a broken layer of skin with not much blood flow. Now it was somewhat red, purple, and swollen.

“Huh? Lord, how did you…” Fan Yilin couldn’t help but call out.

Chang Yuncheng turned and went inside, the door curtain dropping heavily.

Did he actually fight back heroically at the time? Fan Yilin was extremely puzzled, trying hard to remember while stepping into the room.

Chang Yuncheng was already sitting at the table, picking up a book.

“Cut the nonsense. Get out quickly after you’ve looked,” he said coldly.

Fan Yilin ignored him, curiously examining Chang Yuncheng’s room, and immediately noticed the inner room was furnished with bedding and a vigorously burning charcoal fire.

A charcoal fire burning in the inner room of the study early in the morning could only mean he had spent the night there.

Fan Yilin was very familiar with this scenario and immediately understood.

He remembered his conversation with his wife yesterday. Chang Yuncheng and his wife still hadn’t consummated their marriage. If it wasn’t because Chang Yuncheng had some unspeakable problem, then one of them didn’t want to. As for which one didn’t want to, while it was uncertain yesterday, Fan Yilin could now be very sure.

What a fierce beauty…

She was truly too lovable!

Fan Yilin couldn’t help but chuckle.

Chang Yuncheng heard Fan Yilin’s laughter and slammed the book down on the table.

Fan Yilin was startled and shuddered.

“Lord, don’t worry, I’ll keep your secret,” he said, not turning to run away but instead slouching in a chair and looking at Chang Yuncheng with a grinning smile.

“Do you think I need that?” Chang Yuncheng looked at him with disdain.

Fan Yilin straightened his expression.

“The Lord naturally doesn’t need to care about such trivial matters, but…” He patted his chest, accidentally hitting his injured spot, moaning twice and ruining his composed image. He quickly sat up straight and continued, “But I care.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him as if he were looking at a madman.

“The Lord’s thoughtful protection and care for the Young Madam is truly admirable and worthy of everyone’s attention,” Fan Yilin also looked at him, saying with sincere expression.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression was as if he had seen a ghost.

Chapter 172: Clever Words
“What are you talking about…” Chang Yuncheng quickly came to his senses and said in a deep voice, but he didn’t drive him away again. He picked up the book on the table once more, though his gaze didn’t fall upon it.

Fan Yilin moved from his chair to one closer to the desk.

“Lord, having such a husband, the Young Madam is truly blessed,” he said with feeling.

Right, right, this damned woman really doesn’t know how good she has it!

Chang Yuncheng held the book without moving.

“To be honest with you, Lord, I’m not from around here. I only heard about the Young Madam’s background last night…”

“…With the Young Madam’s origins, for the Lord to still treat her this way is truly admirable and moving…”

Fan Yilin became more excited as he spoke, simply standing up and leaning against the desk.

Chang Yuncheng listened to him talk, actually ignoring his casual movements.

“…Though I’ve only had brief contact twice, I can tell that the Young Madam’s temperament isn’t very good…” Fan Yilin finally got to the point, looking at Chang Yuncheng with some caution, his gaze falling on the wound on his forehead. “This is… the Young Madam hit you?”

This time Chang Yuncheng neither sneered nor glared angrily.

“It was an accident, she didn’t mean it,” he said slowly, putting down the book in a muffled voice.

“What intentional or unintentional, hurting the Lord is just too much,” Fan Yilin said indignantly.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him with warning.

Fan Yilin quickly made a shushing gesture.

“Well, Lord…” he thought for a moment and lowered his voice, “your relationship with the Young Madam… is somewhat troubled.”

Chang Yuncheng ignored him, flipping through the book on the table.

“I speak plainly, so if I say something wrong, Lord, please bear with me,” Fan Yilin continued, seeing Chang Yuncheng had no reaction, he relaxed. “Well, Lord, the reason the Young Madam is so volatile, I think it’s related to your not returning home for many years, right?”

Chang Yuncheng snorted inwardly. What, was his three years away and mistreating her also common knowledge?

Three years away – did he want that?

Of course, to say it was deliberate, there was some of that, but it wasn’t specifically aimed at her. It was because he didn’t want to come back, didn’t want to enter this household…

“With imperial orders, can I make my own decisions?” He slammed the book shut with a snap and said in a deep voice.

“Exactly.” Fan Yilin immediately agreed loudly. “This kind of thing isn’t something the Lord can decide. If one could return, who wouldn’t want to go home? Suffering alone in a distant, bitter cold place!”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression softened slightly. It seemed everyone was reasonable, only that woman was being unreasonable!

“How can you call it suffering? As a soldier, serving the emperor loyally is duty,” he said lightly, correcting this young master who had probably never known what a bitter cold place was, having been raised in luxury.

Fan Yilin nodded and agreed with a chuckle.

“But,” he said, his tone shifting after the laughter, “Lord, this woman is different from ordinary people.”

What’s different? Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look up at him.

“This woman’s mind,” Fan Yilin pointed to his own head, lowering his voice, “is completely different from us men.”

That’s right, that woman’s mind is indeed quite strange…

So it seems…

Could it be that all women in the world are like this?

Chang Yuncheng’s expression showed some curiosity.

Fan Yilin leaned back in his chair.

“Look, take your three years away. You, I, and even the common people all think this is duty, what a gentleman should do,” he said seriously, casually picking up a brush from the desk and playing with it. “But the Young Madam definitely wouldn’t think this way. She would certainly think you did it on purpose, that you don’t care about her, that you didn’t want to see her, that you deliberately neglected her…”

That’s right, this damned woman was essentially fixated on those three years!

“Absolutely ridiculous!” Chang Yuncheng said with a dark face.

Fan Yilin nodded. Beauty, for the sake of your future marital harmony and happiness, I’ve really put in effort. I hope the beauty will know my good intentions in the future, though even if she doesn’t, it’s fine. He, Fan Yilin, was just this kind of person who cherished beauty, willing to hide his achievements and fame.

“However, the word ‘woman’ is equivalent to the word ‘unreasonable,'” he said with a smile, coughing as if his throat was dry.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him.

“Someone, serve tea,” he called out.

The young servant standing outside was very surprised. He hadn’t expected this son-in-law of the Wang family to not only avoid being driven away with a few words, but to actually be served tea. What was wrong with the Lord today? Wasn’t he in a very bad mood?

The servant didn’t dare delay and immediately came in to serve tea to both men.

Fan Yilin exchanged pleasantries and drained his cup in one gulp.

“Mm, mm, good tea,” he said with a face full of admiration.

Less nonsense, Chang Yuncheng glanced at him.

Fan Yilin quickly read the situation and put down his teacup.

“Where was I?” he said, then slapped his forehead. “Unreasonable, these women, you can’t reason with them. Their logic is ‘whatever I say is right,’ so if you try to reason with them, it’s absolutely impossible to get through.”

That’s right, this damned woman was never reasonable.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“But from another perspective, it’s actually normal for the Young Madam to think this way,” Fan Yilin said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“As the saying goes, ‘care leads to chaos, deep love leads to harsh criticism,'” Fan Yilin said with a smile. “The Young Madam cares too much about you, so she holds such grudges. If it were anyone else, any other person in the household, do you think she would be so unreasonable?”

With other people in the household, Chang Yuncheng suddenly understood.

That’s right, look at how that woman treated other family members – whether it was Chang Yunqi, Chang Chunlan, or even her own grandmother’s family, she was extremely reasonable with them all. Only with him was she unreasonably troublesome.

Was it because… she cared about him?

Chang Yuncheng’s heart suddenly warmed.

Seeing the man before him suddenly show a strange silly smile, Fan Yilin was startled instead.

Really? Just one sentence made him this happy? This naive boy was too… innocent.

Chang Yuncheng straightened his expression and looked at Fan Yilin.

“Alright, you can go now. Show the guest out,” he said, standing up.

Just crossing the bridge and removing the planks, Fan Yilin stared.

“Lord, though you now know the Young Madam’s feelings, what do you plan to do?” he asked.

What business is it of yours, Chang Yuncheng’s face clearly said.

Of course it’s my business. If such a beauty can’t be carefully cherished and protected, it would be a tragedy. How could he, Fan Yilin, watch such a beauty suffer?

“You’re not planning to have a good talk with the Young Madam, are you? Or explain things?” he asked.

What else could he do?

“Just talk things through clearly,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Fan Yilin shook his head and sighed.

“Lord, you’ve forgotten what I said. Women can’t be reasoned with,” he said. “The Young Madam has caused scenes before, hasn’t she?”

Chang Yuncheng paused. These matters between husband and wife, he really didn’t want to discuss with outsiders, especially this smooth-talking young man…

“The Young Madam has caused scenes before, so given your character, Lord, you naturally tried to move her with emotion and convince her with reason, right?” Fan Yilin asked with a grin.

Of course, I’m naturally a reasonable person, Chang Yuncheng nodded slightly.

Fan Yilin chuckled.

“Then the result was definitely that things were fine at the time, but she made scenes again later, right?” he asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened.

“When she made scenes again, she still held onto old grievances, right?” Fan Yilin continued asking.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression froze slightly.

“After the scene, she would still say you were being unreasonable, right?” Fan Yilin asked again.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Fan Yilin, his expression unable to hide his surprise.

Qiu Xiang hurried through the door curtain, and A’Ru quickly looked over.

“Young Madam,” she said with some joy, bowing.

Qi Yue didn’t look up and hummed acknowledgment.

“The Lord said he’s going out to eat with Young Master Fan, so he won’t be joining you for lunch, Young Madam,” Qiu Xiang said happily.

Qi Yue hummed again, then suddenly looked up.

“What?” she asked, looking at Qiu Xiang with a knowing smile. “Hey, did you embellish the message again?”

Qiu Xiang quickly shook her head.

“No, no, Young Madam. That’s exactly what the Lord said,” she said urgently.

“Really?” Qi Yue didn’t believe it.

“Really, why would this servant lie to you? If you don’t believe me, go ask the servants in the outer study – everyone heard it,” Qiu Xiang said anxiously.

Only then did Qi Yue believe it.

“Won’t be joining me for lunch?” she repeated, looking up at A’Ru. “He actually said something like that? His head wasn’t hit too hard, was it?”

A’Ru quickly shushed her.

Qi Yue smiled and said nothing.

“Since that’s the case, Qiu Xiang, go tell the Lord that because I need to practice surgery for Yan’er, I won’t be coming back for dinner tonight and might return late,” she said, pausing, “so I won’t be able to join him for dinner either.”

Qiu Xiang happily agreed and left.

In the finest restaurant in Yongqing Prefecture, in a premium private room, Fan Yilin was already drunk, squinting as he touched the wine pot. Hearing the servant’s report, he couldn’t help but chuckle.

Chang Yuncheng maintained his usual expression, nodding with a stern face and saying he understood.

“How about it, Lord? Women need to be coaxed, not reasoned with. For them, sweet words are reason,” Fan Yilin said, sprawling on the silk cushions. “See, it’s nothing serious. Just say a few nice words and they’ll immediately treat you well. You definitely never said nice things to the Young Madam before, always with a stern face… yes, yes, just like now… even when caring, you put on an ‘I don’t care’ expression…”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression grew even uglier from his words.

“Flowery words and smooth talk, what’s good about that? These women are truly boring,” he said in a deep voice. He was both pleased and dissatisfied with Qi Yue’s reaction, not knowing what to feel.

“Good? There’s nothing good or bad about it. Women are like flowers – they need tending, need care, need to be kept happy every day, as if soaked in honey water, to bloom beautifully and last long,” Fan Yilin said with a smile, touching the wine pot and becoming increasingly uncomfortable. He winked at Chang Yuncheng. “Lord, ahem, what’s the fun in two grown men drinking alone? Why don’t we call for some girls?”

Chapter 173: Sweet Words
Chang Yuncheng escorted the completely drunk Fan Yilin home, declined the Wang family’s invitation to stay for dinner, and by the time he returned home, the sky was already growing dark.

Though he knew Qi Yue wasn’t home, seeing the lit lamps in the room still made his heart feel warm.

“Lord, shall we serve dinner?” Qiu Xiang asked.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“No need, I don’t want to eat right now,” he said.

Qiu Xiang acknowledged and was about to withdraw.

“Have the kitchen prepare a late-night meal for when the Young Madam returns,” Chang Yuncheng added.

Qiu Xiang acknowledged again and left.

After washing up, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but walk over to Qi Yue’s side, lighting a lamp to illuminate the somewhat messy desk.

This woman was strange – she wouldn’t tidy the desk herself and wouldn’t let the maids tidy it either, saying that once things were organized, she couldn’t find them.

With things this messy, how could she find anything?

Chang Yuncheng smiled, sitting down in Qi Yue’s usual chair. He seemed to catch a faint scent of cosmetics in the air.

He picked up a paper and saw it covered with writing that looked like ghostly scribbles. A sudden gust of wind violently struck the window, causing the candle flame to jump wildly.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to shield the flame and lowered his head to read carefully.

The wind howled past as Qi Yue pulled her hat tight, watching Hu San and the others huddling together shivering again.

“It’s fine, you’ll get used to it,” she told Liu Pucheng, curiously asking, “Teacher, when you first came here, were you afraid?”

Liu Pucheng’s beard was blown wild by the wind, and he reached up to smooth it down.

“Of course I was afraid,” he said.

Hu San and the others felt somewhat better hearing this.

“Master gets afraid too? We thought Master wasn’t afraid of anything,” they laughed.

The atmosphere relaxed considerably, and they had reached the charity morgue.

On a winter night with strong winds, the morgue was even more eerie.

A lamp suddenly appeared in the darkness, floating toward them.

Hu San couldn’t help but cry out in alarm.

“Doctor Liu, you’ve arrived,” Coffin Boy said, raising the lamp higher to illuminate his face.

He spoke to Liu Pucheng but his gaze fell on Qi Yue.

Like the first time, Qi Yue had her head and face covered, showing only her eyes.

She smiled slightly at Coffin Boy.

“Please come in quickly,” Coffin Boy said, suppressing his excited heartbeat as he led the way.

Compared to last time, Hu San and the others performed slightly better, but when Qi Yue made the incision in the corpse’s mouth and nose, they still couldn’t help but stir restlessly and look away.

This time Qi Yue was mainly experimenting with blue marking lines with Liu Pucheng, so she didn’t scold them for their reactions.

“…To achieve precise anatomical alignment… the most critical part is repositioning the orbicularis oris muscle, otherwise it will affect the entire upper lip movement function…”

Qi Yue explained while operating.

“What is the orbicularis oris muscle?”

Coffin Boy’s voice came from beside them.

Liu Pucheng was somewhat surprised, not having noticed that Coffin Boy was still there.

Qi Yue looked up at him.

“There, that’s it,” she said, pointing with the scissors in her hand.

Seeing her invitation, Coffin Boy immediately approached.

“…I make a full-thickness oblique incision here… then skin… muscle… mucosa… separate… Doctor Liu, you need to help me retract at this point… yes, like that…”

“…Here is where the nasal columella separates from the nasal ala, cutting apart. I’ll divide this into three muscle flaps… three cross-sutures… needle…”

Qi Yue extended her hand.

Liu Pucheng was holding retractors on the other side and couldn’t reach the needle and thread. Hu San and the other disciples were still trembling, and though A’Ru wasn’t afraid to look, her body was stiff and completely unable to move.

When doing real surgery, she would definitely need to place all needles and thread within reach, or it would be troublesome…

Qi Yue prepared to let go and fetch the needle and thread herself.

Coffin Boy reached over and handed it to her.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“And forceps too,” she said.

Coffin Boy also smiled, his eyes bright, immediately turning around.

But forceps?

“Third one on the left,” Qi Yue said.

Coffin Boy made a sound of understanding, curiously picking up that strange tool and handing it to Qi Yue, his eyes unwilling to miss a single movement of her hands.

Qi Yue’s mind replayed the suturing steps she had designed and practiced many times, her hands working efficiently.

Z-shaped vermillion border suturing… thin-side vermillion border transition incision… triangular vermillion border flap insertion…

Throughout this process, Coffin Boy either helped her pass surgical instruments or assisted Liu Pucheng with retraction and lip clamping, fully participating in the surgery. Except for momentary confusion when faced with various tools, everything else came naturally to him.

“Not bad, young man,” Qi Yue looked at him with some admiration.

“Dealing with dead people all day, naturally nothing scares me,” Hu San couldn’t help but mutter.

A’Ru glared at him, and Hu San sheepishly didn’t dare say more.

Coffin Boy seemed somewhat uncomfortable from her praise.

“Hey, I’d like you to be my assistant,” Qi Yue said, increasingly feeling this boy was very useful. Just this composure in the face of surgery would be a great help.

Liu Pucheng quickly coughed.

Coffin Boy’s briefly brightened eyes immediately dimmed again.

“Madam honors me too much. A lowly person like me wouldn’t dare,” he said flatly.

“How are you lowly?” Qi Yue said with wide eyes.

How lowly? The expressions of everyone in the room were complex. Did this even need to be said?

“But I’m serious,” Qi Yue said. “Young man, think it over.”

Coffin Boy smiled but said nothing.

Serious? These were the most false words in the world.

It was just for these corpses, wasn’t it? No need to flatter him like this – everyone was just taking what they needed.

Liu Pucheng and the others left quickly. Coffin Boy casually threw the money in a corner of the room, took out his own needle and thread, and went to the morgue again.

He stood before that corpse, pulled back the white cloth to expose the chest, picked up a knife to cut through the skin, then looked at the suture marks around the mouth and nose area and picked up needle and thread.

“This kind of suturing…” he recalled what he had just seen, murmuring to himself while his needle flew through the thread.

When she entered the house this time, it was just past the third watch. Qi Yue exhaled – if she kept to this schedule, she wouldn’t need to fabricate lies about midnight emergencies in the future.

Hearing the commotion from her entrance, Chang Yuncheng immediately stood up. Someone pushed through the door, but it was the maid A’Hao.

“The Young Madam is washing up. I came to get clothes,” she said with lowered head.

Chang Yuncheng hummed acknowledgment and sat down.

A’Hao kept her head down, hurriedly took clothes from the wardrobe beside them, and withdrew.

It seemed like a long time passed. Accompanied by the night-duty maids’ greetings outside, the door moved again, and Qi Yue entered with the steam from her recent bath.

“Ah, you’re not sleeping again,” she asked, shaking her hair.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Why did you come back so late?” he asked with a frown.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and was about to speak when she heard Chang Yuncheng cough.

“…You must be tired,” he added as a supplement.

Qi Yue looked up at him with an examining expression.

Chang Yuncheng felt uncomfortable under her gaze.

“What are you looking at?” he said gruffly.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“This time it’s normal,” she nodded.

Chang Yuncheng realized what she meant, his anger flaring up. He reached out and grabbed Qi Yue as she swayed past him.

“Hey, what are you trying to do again? Can you blame new injuries on Young Master Fan too?” Qi Yue said.

As she said this, she couldn’t help but laugh.

Chang Yuncheng looked at this woman’s expression, and his pent-up frustration dissipated again.

“Lord, Young Madam, the late-night meal is here.”

The maid’s words from outside made the two separate.

Looking at the fragrant and appetizing clear porridge and side dishes, Qi Yue thanked Chang Yuncheng again.

Chang Yuncheng sat across from her without speaking.

The atmosphere was somewhat awkward and dull, so Qi Yue stopped talking too, and the two ate their porridge separately.

With women, you need to praise them, be considerate of them, constantly say “I know you’ve worked hard, I know you’ve been wronged,” regardless of whether they actually worked hard or were wronged – just saying it is never wrong.

Chang Yuncheng swallowed a mouthful of porridge.

“You were wronged before,” he said.

Qi Yue, who had just taken a mouthful of porridge, looked up at him.

“What?” she asked unclearly.

This damned woman… was she deliberately playing dumb?

“Before,” Chang Yuncheng said gruffly. At this point, Fan Yilin’s drunken words echoed in his ears.

When talking to women, you must be gentle and pleasant, as sweet as possible…

“…you were wronged.”

The latter half of Chang Yuncheng’s sentence suddenly dropped in tone and became somewhat distorted, as if someone had suddenly grabbed his throat.

Qi Yue held her spoon waiting for him to finish. Having heard it all now, she couldn’t help but burst out laughing and choked.

“You damned woman!” Chang Yuncheng flew into an embarrassed rage, slammed the table, and stormed off.

He should have known that little rascal Fan Yilin’s advice was unreliable! He must have lost his mind to actually listen to it!

Qi Yue coughed several times before finally stopping, looking over to see Chang Yuncheng’s side had already gone dark.

Had she really hit too hard and injured his head?

The night passed without incident.

The next day, the couple ate their meal in silence. When Chang Yuncheng lifted his foot to leave, Qi Yue called out to him.

“I’ve boiled disinfectant medicine. Let me clean your wound,” she said.

In the past, Chang Yuncheng would have swept his sleeves and left, but he lifted his foot and forcibly held back.

A’Ru brought in the boiled medicine. Qi Yue personally cut several pieces of cotton cloth to soak them and had Chang Yuncheng sit down.

A’Ru hesitated for a moment, lowered her head, and withdrew.

Que Zhi was carrying tea and about to enter when A’Ru stopped her.

“But this is what the Young Madam just asked for…” Que Zhi peered toward the door while saying in a low voice.

“She doesn’t need it now,” A’Ru said, taking the tea from her and walking away.

Que Zhi pursed her lips and also withdrew.

Using forceps to hold the cloth, she carefully cleaned the wound on Chang Yuncheng’s forehead.

Due to the stimulation of the medicinal liquid, Chang Yuncheng turned his head slightly, and Qi Yue’s hand immediately lightened.

This woman… cares about him…

Chang Yuncheng’s tense body relaxed. He sat while this woman stood, her soft body with its faint medicinal fragrance close before his eyes.

“What fragrance do you use? It’s quite… quite nice,” he suddenly said.

Qi Yue paused, lifting her sleeve to smell it herself. She realized it was from the disinfectant medicine she had soaked in after returning from the morgue last night.

Nice? Not really that nice, was it?

“I’ve been to the medicine shop a lot, unconsciously picking up the medicinal smell. It’s not any fragrance,” she laughed, putting down the cotton cloth. “There, it’ll be fine in a couple of days.”

As soon as she finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng reached around her waist, and she was pressed against Chang Yuncheng’s body.

Qi Yue became nervous again.

“Hey, you’re…” she called out.

“Before, I let you suffer wrongs,” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice, interrupting Qi Yue’s words.

That phrase again…

Feeling that he made no further moves and was just holding her loosely, Qi Yue relaxed her tension slightly.

“Hey, didn’t we say we wouldn’t mention the past…” she laughed dryly, holding up her hands not knowing where to put them.

“Not mentioning is not mentioning, but we can’t not know,” Chang Yuncheng looked up at her and said. “I can’t not know about the wrongs you suffered.”

This person… really isn’t normal…

Qi Yue twitched the corner of her mouth.

She really wasn’t used to Chang Yuncheng like this. Could he really have been stimulated and had problems with his brain? She’d better not stimulate him further…

“Actually, I didn’t really suffer much…” she said dryly.

This woman indeed wasn’t jumping up and down like before, nor did she have that righteous indignation of “you’re unreasonable”…

This was what that little rascal said – women’s hearts are soft, and if you retreat one step, she can retreat ten steps…

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile.

Chapter 174: Shyness
For half the day, Chang Yuncheng had been hovering around Qi Yue with that strange smile and strange tone of voice, making Qi Yue’s skin crawl. Taking advantage of when he went to the privy, Qi Yue quickly summoned the maids.

“From yesterday afternoon until I returned, the Lord didn’t suffer any shock, did he?” she asked in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang didn’t know what to say to this question, but Que Zhi’s eyes lit up.

“Young Madam, when the Lord returned yesterday, he had the scent of cosmetics on him,” she said in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang and A’Ru were startled by her words. What was this dead girl trying to do!

“What nonsense are you talking? There are so many women in the household, and every room burns incense. Which young master doesn’t have a fragrant scent on him?” Qiu Xiang quickly said.

“But the Lord came back from outside, and he went drinking with Young Master Fan. They were outside…” Que Zhi was about to continue when A’Ru beside her reached out and pinched her hard, stopping her in time.

How could these little maids’ thoughts and schemes escape Qi Yue’s notice? She laughed heartily.

“What are you laughing at?” Chang Yuncheng came out and asked.

Qi Yue waved her hand, and the three quickly withdrew.

As soon as they left, A’Ru and Qiu Xiang pulled Que Zhi into a room.

“Sisters, I was thinking of the Young Madam’s good too…” Que Zhi said fearfully, seeing the two maids’ expressions.

“Good? The Lord and Young Madam are just getting along better, and you say this. Do you want the Young Madam and Lord to fight again?” A’Ru scolded coldly.

“Exactly, only you have such a sharp nose. Can’t I smell? What were you rushing to say?” Qiu Xiang was also full of anger. Thinking of something, she looked Que Zhi up and down. “Also, when did you get close to the Lord?”

“I, I was serving tea to the Lord…” Que Zhi said sheepishly.

“Didn’t I say that when the Young Madam isn’t around, none of you are allowed to enter the Lord’s room?” A’Ru’s expression became even uglier as she looked Que Zhi up and down.

Que Zhi felt uneasy under her gaze.

“No, no. I really want the Young Madam and Lord to get along well. I was reminding the Young Madam so that the Lord wouldn’t be bewitched by outsiders…” she said hurriedly, her face alternating between pale and red with urgency. “How could I not want them to get along? If the Lord and Young Madam don’t get along, what good would I have!”

A’Ru looked at her and nodded.

“Good that you know. If the Young Madam isn’t well, none of us will have it easy,” she said.

Que Zhi nodded repeatedly.

“Also, I hope you won’t forget what I’ve said again,” A’Ru continued, looking at Que Zhi with a stern face. “If there’s a next time…”

“There won’t be, there won’t be. There won’t be a next time,” Que Zhi said hurriedly.

While the maids went out to talk, in the room Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng and smiled.

“What are you laughing at?” Chang Yuncheng felt uncomfortable under her smile.

“How did you end up drinking with Young Master Fan?” Qi Yue laughed, propping her chin on her hand as she looked at him.

“Why can’t I drink with him?” Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Didn’t they say birds of a feather flock together?” Qi Yue smiled.

Chang Yuncheng was about to glare when he remembered Fan Yilin’s guidance.

Don’t always glare. Your eyes are big, and glaring is very scary. Women are all timid and love to overthink. Even when nothing’s wrong, they can imagine something is wrong when you glare… So squint instead. Squinting makes you look more… approachable…

Chang Yuncheng’s half-glare slowly turned into a squint.

Qi Yue had been watching him the whole time, so she clearly saw the change. She was first dumbfounded, then burst into laughter.

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately flushed red from her laughter.

“What are you laughing at, you damned woman! Would it kill you to speak properly!” he slammed the table and shouted, instantly forgetting Fan Yilin’s words.

Qi Yue continued laughing loudly.

“What are you up to, you guy?” she laughed. “Would it kill you to speak properly?”

Chang Yuncheng swept his sleeves and walked away.

Qi Yue quickly stepped forward to grab him.

“Alright, alright, I won’t laugh at you anymore,” she said, suppressing her mouth. Then she burst out laughing again.

Chang Yuncheng swept his sleeves.

Qi Yue held on.

“Alright, alright, I really won’t laugh anymore. I understand your intentions,” she said. “I forgive you.”

“Do I need your forgiveness? Besides, when did I offend you?” Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her.

Qi Yue smiled and patted her chest.

“Alright, back to normal. Now that’s what you should say,” she laughed, while giving Chang Yuncheng a meaningful look. “Don’t learn from that boy.”

Chang Yuncheng’s face went from blue to red to white.

This damned woman… had been watching him make a fool of himself all along.

Qi Yue patted his arm, smiled with pursed lips, and turned to walk away.

“Oh right,” she stopped and turned to look at Chang Yuncheng with a smile. “I still prefer you this way.”

Chang Yuncheng felt like thunder crashed in his head.

She… what did she say…

That feeling of insects crawling all over his body came again.

After saying this, Qi Yue herself didn’t feel much, but seeing this young man’s somewhat clumsy attempts to change and please her stirred an indescribable feeling in her heart. Perhaps it was because she was older, so expressing her feelings honestly wasn’t a big deal, or perhaps seeing this man was even more easily embarrassed than herself made her less shy instead.

She had only walked a few steps with a smile when she was suddenly embraced tightly from behind.

The embrace was so forceful it made her cough twice.

The man behind her was radiating heat all over, as if he had just taken a hot bath.

He seemed to want to say something but could only make inarticulate sounds.

Because she was facing away and couldn’t see each other’s faces, it didn’t feel as tense.

Qi Yue’s face reddened slightly.

“Well, hitting you was somewhat rash, but it can’t be considered wrong. Let’s consider this matter over…” she said slowly.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t hear what she was saying. His ears and heart were bubbling, with the soft and fragrant person filling his embrace, and for the first time she wasn’t struggling or resisting.

Although this woman said she didn’t buy his act, it seemed those words and behaviors had taken effect after all…

Was it finally over?

“Then, let’s go to bed,” he said hoarsely, his hands moving upward, accurately covering those two plump, round peaches. Grasping them from this position was even better than before, feeling as if juice was flowing and fragrance filled his hands.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang had just sent Que Zhi away from the courtyard and were turning back when they heard Qi Yue’s scream from the main room, followed immediately by crashing sounds.

The two exchanged glances, seeing each other’s helplessness.

Here we go again…

Fan Yilin received word from a servant and took leave from his wife, mother-in-law, and father-in-law one by one.

“Don’t talk nonsense. Don’t meddle in other people’s marital affairs,” his wife instructed.

“Young people should watch their words,” his mother-in-law said, squinting as she fingered her prayer beads.

“Say what you should say, drink when you shouldn’t say anything. Don’t cause trouble for me,” his father-in-law glared and barked.

Three people, three sentences, expressing the same meaning.

This made Fan Yilin very depressed. Was he really the type who didn’t watch his words? He was so good at talking!

He had managed to go from the fierce Lord not even wanting to look at him to personally inviting him for drinks in just one day. Wasn’t this enough to prove his charm?

In the private room, Chang Yuncheng had been sitting for quite a while. The dishes in front of him were untouched, but he had already drunk quite a bit.

“The Young Madam still won’t reconcile?” Fan Yilin was very surprised, looking at his expression.

Impossible. How could his experience be useless?

“You could say we reconciled,” Chang Yuncheng said in a muffled voice, pouring more wine.

Fan Yilin breathed a sigh of relief. I knew it. How could it not work?

“Then?” he asked, puzzled again.

Chang Yuncheng drained his cup without speaking.

Fan Yilin looked at his gloomy face and understood in an instant.

“The Young Madam still won’t let you get close?” he asked in a low voice.

Had this matter really become common knowledge?

Had he, Chang Yuncheng, already become the laughingstock of all Yongqing Prefecture?

Chang Yuncheng slammed his wine cup heavily on the table.

Fan Yilin was startled but got his answer.

“Aiya, aiya. What’s this?” he quickly laughed, personally coming over to pour wine for Chang Yuncheng. “This clearly shows the woman is being shy.”

Shy?

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

Fan Yilin coughed, his eyes sparkling.

“Yes, just now?” he winked and asked.

Chang Yuncheng knew what he was asking. His wine-flushed face reddened slightly. This kind of thing…

“Mm,” he made a noncommittal sound.

Fan Yilin grinned.

“So, she said no, you just didn’t, and then came out?” he asked in a low voice again.

What else could he do?

Chang Yuncheng glared at him.

Fan Yilin shook his head with clicking sounds, unable to help laughing.

Young people… so young…

“Someone, someone,” he suddenly clapped and called out.

A servant immediately entered.

“Go quickly, go call those two beauties from Zuixian Pavilion that young master mentioned,” Fan Yilin said, rubbing his hands with a smile.

The servant was startled and gave Fan Yilin meaningful looks.

Young master, we’ve long run out of pocket money, and those two beauties young master mentioned are very expensive. Are we going on credit?

If the old master finds out, won’t he break your legs…

Fan Yilin naturally understood the servant’s expression and gave him meaningful looks back, glancing toward Chang Yuncheng.

Isn’t there someone to pay here… Hurry, if you miss this village, there won’t be this shop…

The servant understood and left happily.

“Why call those women again for no reason? So noisy,” Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Don’t worry, don’t worry. This time they’re not coming to sing,” Fan Yilin laughed, grinning at Chang Yuncheng. “Lord, how do you… how do you with the Young Madam… you know?”

What kind of talk is this! How dare he ask! Chang Yuncheng held his wine cup and squinted at him.

This man was scary when glaring and also scary when squinting. Fan Yilin couldn’t help but shrink his head.

Soon, with a chorus of melodious voices and a wave of fragrance, two gorgeously dressed women entered.

Fan Yilin, following the principle of teacher’s precedence, chose his favorite for himself, then sent the other to Chang Yuncheng.

“Come, beauty, let’s share a drink…” Fan Yilin was overjoyed, embracing the courtesan and drinking mouth to mouth.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression showed some impatience.

“Young… master…” the courtesan beside him also tried to follow suit and lean forward, but Chang Yuncheng glared at her, frightening her so much she swallowed her words.

Over there, Fan Yilin and the courtesan were pressed face to face, entwined together. The man’s flirtation and woman’s coquetry made the atmosphere in the room sultry.

Chapter 175: Exposed
Hiring courtesans to accompany drinking was very common, especially for someone like Fan Yilin, a frivolous young master of wine and pleasure.

Chang Yuncheng wasn’t particularly disgusted, just frowned with some impatience and drank by himself.

The courtesan beside him wanted to please him but didn’t dare approach after reading his expression, so she could only dutifully pour wine for him.

Over there, Fan Yilin did something that made the woman cry out in alarm.

“Don’t!” the woman twisted and laughed as she dodged.

Fan Yilin held on and wouldn’t let go, whispering something in her ear that made the woman give another coquettish cry.

Chang Yuncheng coughed heavily.

“Lord, did you see that?” Fan Yilin said hurriedly, embracing the woman while leaning over to give her a heavy kiss.

“Oh stop it, don’t!” the woman laughed coquettishly as she pushed at him.

Fan Yilin laughed heartily and gave her another heavy kiss.

Chang Yuncheng looked away.

“Lord, did you see that?” Fan Yilin said again. “I told you, women equal the word ‘unreasonable,’ and there’s another point – women also equal ‘saying the opposite of what they mean.’ So when they say no, you absolutely must not take it seriously…”

As he spoke, he pounced like a hungry tiger, pressing the courtesan beneath him, making the woman’s giggles even louder.

What nonsense. Chang Yuncheng frowned and stood up.

“Also, this kind of thing must be gentle, must be persistent enough. Women care about face, so you must give them enough face for them to feel respected…” Fan Yilin didn’t forget to lift his head and speak despite being busy.

The word “respect” made Chang Yuncheng pause. That’s what that woman always said she wanted.

Gentle enough… persistent enough… giving enough face… is that respect?

When he stood up, the courtesan beside him felt both shy and expectant, looking at this tall man with budding desire. If this man pounced on her like a fierce tiger, it would definitely be… very comfortable.

Chang Yuncheng turned around, opened the door, and left.

When Chang Yuncheng returned home, Qi Yue was nowhere to be seen.

“Lord, the Young Madam went to Qianjin Hall. Someone came to request her, saying there was a serious case… ah… injury,” Qiu Xiang said carefully.

Chang Yuncheng hummed acknowledgment and waved his hand.

“Prepare a late-night meal,” he added.

Qiu Xiang breathed a sigh of relief and happily agreed.

“Also, when the Young Madam left, she said for you to eat dinner first, Lord, and not wait for her,” she said, rolling her eyes before adding this.

Chang Yuncheng twitched the corner of his mouth and glanced at this maid.

Qiu Xiang felt guilty under his gaze and lowered her head.

“What’s so good about her that you all protect her like this?” Chang Yuncheng said.

His tone carried some teasing, and Qiu Xiang checked his expression.

“Doesn’t the Lord also protect the Young Madam like this?” she said boldly.

So everyone could see it. Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile.

That woman probably could see it too, otherwise she wouldn’t have said she liked him.

Thinking of those words she spoke, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t suppress his smile, and that tingling feeling all over his body came again.

He waved his hand.

Qiu Xiang happily withdrew.

Coming out of the room, Qiu Xiang was radiant, hurrying the maids to quickly ask the kitchen to prepare a good late-night meal.

“Dinner hasn’t even been eaten yet, and you’re preparing late-night meals so early. Miss is too hasty,” a woman servant joked.

“Hasty? This isn’t hasty at all. I wish I could prepare tomorrow’s meals too,” Qiu Xiang laughed.

This was the first relaxed expression Qiu Xiang had shown in days, and the maids in the courtyard couldn’t help but feel cheerful too. Everyone scattered with laughter and chatter.

This cheerful atmosphere continued, so much so that Chang Yuncheng, eating dinner alone, had a rare smile on his face and ate one more bowl of rice than usual at Madam Xie’s place.

At this time in the restaurant, Fan Yilin, wrapped only in a sheet, was far from happy – he was dumbfounded.

“…What? The Lord didn’t pay…” he stammered.

The two servants in the room nodded with terrified expressions.

“Not only didn’t he pay for the courtesans… he didn’t pay for the restaurant’s food and drinks either…” they stammered.

“How inhumane!” Fan Yilin cried out in shock and grief.

How could this Lord be such a person!

“Young master, quickly decide what to do. It’s getting late, and if we don’t go back, it’ll be hard to explain at home,” the servants said as they got dressed.

What to do?

“You, how much money did you bring?” Fan Yilin asked them with a bitter face.

The two servants turned out their pockets and purses.

“Young master, to prevent you from spending recklessly, the steward is holding our monthly allowances too,” they said with bitter faces.

It was over…

Fan Yilin was dumbfounded, wanting to cry but having no tears.

Chaotic footsteps sounded outside, then the door was kicked open with a bang.

“Which one? Which bastard drinks flower wine without paying?”

Four or five fierce-looking men with clubs rushed in.

Lord, save me…

Chang Yuncheng had completely forgotten about Fan Yilin when he saw the servant being brought in and couldn’t help but be startled.

“You want me to pay?” he asked.

The bruised and battered servant looked up awkwardly and quickly nodded.

“Not to mention whether the Fan family, called the first salt merchant of Shaanxi, has money, even the Wang family with their estate called the Little Jiangnan of Yongqing, surely wouldn’t be unable to pay for a meal, right?” Chang Yuncheng asked with a smile. “Or are you determined to extort a meal from me?”

The servant was left with a bitter smile.

“Lord, going home to get money means being beaten to death, not going home to get money also means being beaten to death. Please save a life – it’s worth more than building a seven-story pagoda,” he stamped his foot and kowtowed, unable to tell outsiders about his family’s affairs.

Chang Yuncheng understood and couldn’t help but laugh loudly again, throwing a bag of money to him.

“No guts, yet trying to play the rake,” he laughed.

The servant didn’t care about his mockery, quickly kowtowed, grabbed the money and ran. After running a few steps, he came back.

“Lord, my young master told me to tell you that today’s incident was because he said something wrong again and was beaten by you. Please remember to be a good person to the end and send an apologetic gift. He’ll repay your kindness in the future,” the servant said in one breath, then hurried away without waiting for Chang Yuncheng’s reply.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

Before his laughter ended, he saw more people running over.

“What? Is there something else to report?” he asked with a laugh.

“Lord!” The newcomers were two women servants, their voices panicked. “Is the Young Madam here?”

“She’s not here,” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at these two servants in the courtyard’s lamplight – they seemed unfamiliar.

The two servants hadn’t expected the Young Madam to be absent and became even more panicked.

“This is terrible, what should we do?” they cried out in distress.

“What’s the matter?” Chang Yuncheng frowned and demanded.

“Concubine Zhu can’t give birth! The midwife says it’s not going well! The Marquis wants the Young Madam to come quickly,” the servants said.

I see. Chang Yuncheng nodded and immediately ordered someone to go to Qianjin Hall to fetch the Young Madam.

The servant was about to go when he called out again.

“I’ll go myself,” he said, striding out while Qiu Xiang hurried to bring a large cloak and follow.

Night had just fallen and the streets were still bustling. Because of the urgency, Chang Yuncheng didn’t take a carriage but rode directly. Qianjin Hall hadn’t closed yet, and though it wasn’t as crowded as during the day, there were still people coming and going to see doctors and get medicine.

Chang Yuncheng dismounted and walked in. A worker immediately took his horse, but when he saw who it was, his expression changed instantly.

“Lord… Lord…” he stammered.

Chang Yuncheng nodded, tapping his riding whip in his hand.

“Go ask the Young Madam to come. There’s something at home,” he said.

The worker still stood there as if he hadn’t heard him.

Chang Yuncheng frowned and simply stepped inside himself.

“Senior Brother…” the worker called out in a sharp, loud voice.

This voice was so shrill and bright it seemed to lift the roof.

Senior Brother Zhang Tong had just finished treating a patient with a broken bone when this shout scared him so much he nearly jumped. He angrily rushed out of the consultation room.

“What’s happening? What are you shouting about…” he shouted loudly, but before finishing his words, it turned into a cry of alarm.

Chang Yuncheng was already in front of him.

“She’s here, right?” he asked, about to walk further inside.

Zhang Tong’s forehead instantly broke out in sweat. He stared wide-eyed and tongue-tied, and seeing Chang Yuncheng about to step forward, instinctively moved to block the way.

Chang Yuncheng stopped and looked at him.

“Lord… You… please wait… I’ll go… go…” Zhang Tong stammered.

Dear heavens, where could he immediately call the Young Madam out from!

Chang Yuncheng’s expression darkened, and he stopped tapping his riding whip.

“Where is she?” he looked at Zhang Tong and asked slowly.

In the charity morgue, after two sessions of adaptation, Hu San and the others finally wouldn’t huddle together without looking, but they still didn’t dare look openly, only carefully glancing occasionally.

A’Ru’s work had been completely replaced by Coffin Boy, and he could even spare hands to assist Liu Pucheng with retraction and sutures.

With his assistance, Qi Yue’s suturing practice was faster than the previous time.

“This is called mosquito forceps, used for hemostasis,” Qi Yue said, watching Coffin Boy curiously examine her tools, becoming more and more satisfied with him.

Coffin Boy made a sound of understanding, carefully examining the hemostatic forceps in his hands. Looking up to see this masked woman smiling at him, he felt somewhat uncomfortable.

This woman… how could she smile…

“Little Coffin, have you thought about what I mentioned last time?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

What thing?

Coffin Boy was stunned.

“About being my assistant,” Qi Yue laughed. “This surgery must be fast and efficient, which requires highly effective surgical coordination. If you can assist me, then Doctor Liu can focus on monitoring the anesthesia to avoid anesthetic accidents.”

“Are you serious?” Coffin Boy asked, putting down the forceps.

“Of course I’m serious,” Qi Yue smiled.

Coffin Boy looked at her.

“Don’t you know what kind of person I am?” he also smiled, but this smile had some mockery.

At this point they had moved to the side, with Liu Pucheng directing Hu San and the others to clean the operating table and arrange the corpse – this was also to help Hu San and the others adapt quickly.

“Master, he’s Coffin Boy, he deals with dead people – how unlucky,” Hu San couldn’t help but call out.

Coffin Boy smiled faintly, showing no displeasure at these words.

“I know,” Qi Yue laughed. “How can that be called unlucky? Think about it – someone who deals with dead people all day, doesn’t that mean communicating between yin and yang? For patients on the line between life and death, having such a person present is very auspicious.”

Everyone in the room was stunned, including Coffin Boy.

Was… that so?

Coffin Boy looked at this woman.

“Hey, how much would you pay?” he suddenly asked.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“I think you’re very valuable,” she laughed.

Coffin Boy looked at her and smiled.

Just then the door banged open.

This sudden noise scared Hu San and the others into screaming and ducking with their heads covered.

Qi Yue, Coffin Boy, and Liu Pucheng looked toward the door.

In the doorway, under the pale lantern light, Chang Yuncheng looked over with a grim expression.

Chapter 176: Choice
Everyone froze for a moment, then Hu San let out another scream, even louder and more terrified than his earlier cry of thinking he’d seen a ghost.

A’Ru’s face turned deathly pale as she knelt down.

Liu Pucheng’s expression was equally awkward.

After the door’s creak and the startled cry, the room fell into an eerie silence.

The coffin-maker still recognized this man, his face showing surprise. Looking at the others’ reactions, he was somewhat puzzled.

The Marquis Dingxi’s household shouldn’t be responsible for corpse theft, should it?

So what was this high-ranking Lord doing here?

Just as he was about to speak, Qi Yue spoke first.

“Why did you come?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her without saying a word.

“Well, I can explain this to you. Will you listen?” Qi Yue said again.

The coffin-maker’s gaze shifted between these two people. They knew each other?

“Concubine Zhu can’t give birth,” Chang Yuncheng said slowly.

These two seemed to be talking about different things, their conversation not matching up.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, called out to A’Ru, and simultaneously stripped off her outer robe, hat, mask, and shoes efficiently.

A’Ru trembled as she hurriedly packed up the medical bag and instruments nearby. Qi Yue reached out to take them and strode away rapidly.

The night wind made the thin door panels clatter, and only then did the people in the room come to their senses—the doorway was already empty.

Just left like that?

“Is that lady a midwife?” the coffin-maker couldn’t help but ask.

Liu Pucheng’s expression was worried and anxious.

“Ah,” he answered vaguely, not knowing whether he was answering yes or no.

This was going to be trouble now…

After returning home and bathing with medicinal soup, Qi Yue didn’t bother to dry her hair properly before covering it with a hat and rushing straight to Concubine Zhu’s courtyard.

The courtyard was brightly lit, with maidservants rushing in and out with anxious expressions. From inside the room came Concubine Zhu’s screams, sometimes loud, sometimes soft.

“Why so slow?” Seeing Qi Yue run in, Madam Xie coldly scolded, “Usually you talk so tough, but when we need you, you’re nowhere to be found!”

Qi Yue ignored her words. Que Zhi and A’Hao, one carrying already boiled and sterilized instruments, the other carrying clothes, hat, gloves, and mask, hurried over to help her dress and enter.

“Why did you come here? Go back quickly. Is this a place for you to be?” Seeing Chang Yuncheng, Madam Xie scolded again.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at the room. His father’s concubine giving birth—it wasn’t appropriate for him to be here. Even Marquis Dingxi hadn’t come.

He bowed to Madam Xie and walked away.

Inside the room, three midwives were all anxious and sweating profusely, constantly telling Concubine Zhu to push, push harder. But except for screaming a couple of times, Concubine Zhu couldn’t muster any strength at all.

A’Ru efficiently set up the blood pressure monitor and thermometer. Que Zhi and A’Hao, seeing this situation for the first time, stood aside terrified and helpless.

“…Uterine contraction weakness…” After examining, Qi Yue said, “We need to perform a cesarean.”

She spoke while opening the medical bag.

The midwives in the room were completely confused by what they heard.

“Concubine Zhu, your contractions are currently short in duration and irregular, which will cause the labor to be prolonged or even stop completely. So I need to perform a cesarean section on you to remove the fetus,” Qi Yue crouched down close to Concubine Zhu’s face and said loudly.

Concubine Zhu’s consciousness was already hazy from exhaustion.

“What?” she asked in confusion.

“Concubine, the young mistress wants to perform a cesarean on you…” Su Mei called out urgently.

Concubine Zhu heard clearly and suddenly widened her eyes.

“Cesarean…” She suddenly lifted her body and grabbed Qi Yue’s arm, “Is it… is it like that girl called A’Hao?”

A’Hao?

Qi Yue suddenly understood.

“Yes, exactly like that,” Qi Yue nodded and said, “So don’t be afraid. Everything will definitely be fine. I can guarantee that both mother and child will be safe…”

Before she could finish speaking, Concubine Zhu started screaming, violently pushing and hitting Qi Yue.

“…You want to harm me! You want to harm me! Who told you to come harm me!” she shouted frantically.

Qi Yue was startled. A’Ru hurriedly stepped forward to block her, taking several hits.

“I’m trying to save you. You have no strength left to give birth. If this continues, both mother and child will be in danger,” Qi Yue hastily explained, while looking toward the midwives, “You tell her, tell her about the current situation…”

The modern medical terminology Qi Yue used was incomprehensible to Concubine Zhu, but surely she could understand what these women said.

“…My lady, your birth canal is dry, this is difficult labor…”

“…My lady, you have no strength left, the child won’t come down…”

“…We can’t delay any longer…”

After they finished speaking in confusion, they couldn’t help but look at Qi Yue.

“…But… what is a cesarean…”

“It means cutting open the belly and taking the child directly from the uterus, not going through the birth canal,” Qi Yue explained.

The midwives’ expressions were horrified.

Qi Yue tried to persuade Concubine Zhu again, repeatedly guaranteeing safety.

“I know…” Concubine Zhu said breathlessly, “I know the young mistress can save lives, but… but I don’t want to… I can’t have a scar on my belly…”

That was a reason indeed. Qi Yue was stunned.

That’s right, there would definitely be a scar. Even with modern hospital sutures there would be a scar, let alone with the mulberry bark sutures she was using now.

“But that’s too dangerous. Compared to beauty, you don’t even want your life?” Qi Yue said urgently.

Concubine Zhu smiled weakly.

“Young mistress…” She looked at Qi Yue. As another contraction came, the pain distorted her face, and she gripped Qi Yue’s arm tightly, “Beauty… is my life… Without this… I have no life…”

Marquis Dingxi was a man without sentiment. In this household, these women all depended on him, and the only thing that could tie this man down was that fleeting beauty.

Qi Yue understood her meaning.

“Young mistress, this is my life,” Concubine Zhu released her hand and lay down dejectedly.

“Young mistress, isn’t there another way?” A’Ru looked up and asked.

Another way. Qi Yue frowned anxiously. When encountering this situation, why would she need to consider other methods? If natural birth was possible, fine; if there was even slight danger, immediately go for cesarean. What other methods needed consideration?

“Another way…” she murmured, while raising her hand to tap her head. Think quickly, think quickly. Did the books mention anything? Had she seen anything in clinical practice…

No sedatives, no oxytocin… nothing… there was nothing…

Stay calm. The key here was to strengthen uterine contractions. Methods to strengthen uterine contractions…

“Alright, everyone listen to me now. First…” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said.

A’Ru’s face showed delighted surprise. She knew the young mistress would have a solution.

“First, go get a physician…” Qi Yue shouted.

Everyone in the room was instantly stunned.

“Get what physician?” a maidservant asked, “How can we let a man in when a woman is giving birth…”

“Don’t waste my time with nonsense. Illness and childbirth are both trips to the gates of hell. What men or women? Before saving lives, there’s no distinction between male and female!” Qi Yue shouted.

Que Zhi turned and ran out.

Hearing this, Madam Xie outside sneered endlessly.

“Really…” She stood up, “I’m going back. You all should prepare what needs to be prepared.”

What needed to be prepared was naturally funeral arrangements.

“Our household rules: children who aren’t raised don’t count as family members. Find somewhere to throw it away,” Madam Xie instructed before leaving, “As for the adult, if she survives, take good care of her. If she doesn’t survive, since she never gave birth, naturally she can’t enter the ancestral tomb.”

“Yes, Madam. We all understand,” the maidservants said with lowered heads, with somewhat relaxed casualness.

Just a concubine. While alive and favored, she counted as someone; if dead, she counted as nothing.

A large group of people bustled away with Madam Xie.

Because of the emergency, Que Zhi brought the nearest physician. When the physician heard he was to treat a woman in difficult labor, he was so frightened he waved his hands and refused to come. Que Zhi didn’t waste words—she directly ordered the servants to carry him over and throw him into Concubine Zhu’s room. The physician was so scared he went limp.

“I don’t know how to treat this…” he shouted.

Hearing a woman’s anguished scream, he couldn’t help but look up. Seeing the woman on the birthing bed, completely exhausted in body and spirit, he was so frightened he quickly lowered his head again.

“Put up the surgical screen!” Qi Yue shouted.

A’Ru immediately worked with A’Hao to hold up a sheet, blocking view of Concubine Zhu’s body.

“Physician, listen. I need to strengthen her uterine contractions now. I’ve already manually ruptured the membranes. Now I need you to find a way to provide strong stimulation to stimulate contractions,” Qi Yue said.

The physician stood up trembling.

“Strong… strong stimulation…” he stammered.

“Right. Don’t say you don’t understand. I know you all learned general medicine,” Qi Yue said.

The physician gritted his teeth and walked over, first taking her pulse.

“…Need to greatly supplement qi and blood,” he murmured, “Use Codonopsis, Astragalus, Angelica, White Peony, Ligusticum, Goji Berry, and Turtle Shell to make a medicinal soup…”

He spoke in one breath.

“Que Zhi, did you remember?” Qi Yue said.

Que Zhi responded yes and rushed out.

“Young mistress, blood pressure is rising,” A’Ru called out.

Here, Qi Yue immediately listened to the fetal heartbeat.

“Physician, quickly strengthen the stimulation,” she urged.

The physician took a deep breath, opened his medical box, and took out silver needles.

“Then, madam, I can only offend you,” he seemed to have made some decision, “I need to insert needles. You mustn’t blame me for impropriety.”

“At a time like this, who would blame you for treating and saving people?” Qi Yue glared and said.

The physician was somewhat indignant.

“Who would blame me? Plenty of people would blame me…” he muttered.

“Oh for heaven’s sake, enough. I’m here—who dares blame you!” Qi Yue said urgently, “Hurry up!”

The physician was startled and reached out to lift the sheet covering Concubine Zhu.

Su Mei and the other maidservants cried out in alarm.

The physician ignored them, his gaze sweeping over Concubine Zhu’s exposed lower body, then raised his hand to insert the needle into the uterine pressure point.

In the courtyard, with Madam Xie’s departure, the other maidservants had also scattered. Only two or three rough servant girls stood in the courtyard, listening to the continuous voices from inside the room.

“…Listen to me, abdominal breathing, that is, when contractions come… right, now like this… listen to me, breathe in through your nose… inhale… exhale through your mouth… exhale…”

“…Give me the scissors…”

“…Push… below the abdominal wall…”

The rough servant girls couldn’t help but yawn. Just as they were about to lean against the pillars for a nap, they heard the cry of an infant.

When Qi Yue returned to the courtyard, dawn had already broken. After washing up at A’Ru’s place, she stepped into the room.

Chang Yuncheng was lounging on the couch where she slept, holding a book in his hands. In the morning light-bathed room, candles were still flickering.

Hearing the movement, he didn’t even lift his head.

Qi Yue grabbed at her damp hair.

“Concubine Zhu gave birth,” she took the initiative to speak.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention, still reading his book.

Well, this matter probably meant nothing to him. It would be more appropriate to tell Marquis Dingxi.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Well, I should move out,” she said, actually starting to walk toward the door.

“Stop,” Chang Yuncheng shouted.

The book in his hand was thrown heavily to the ground, making a loud noise.

Chapter 177: Joy
Qi Yue obediently stopped and turned around, showing neither fear nor panic.

“Alright, I know this is somewhat terrifying,” she said, raising her hands in front of her, “But, you see…”

She smiled at this point.

“Everyone saw my skilled technique, finding it incredible, able to do what others cannot,” she said, “Actually, I’m no different from others. Just like what someone wrote in ‘The Oil Seller’—there’s nothing special about it, just familiarity through practice. These impressive skills of mine were developed through these unglamorous practices.”

Chang Yuncheng just looked at her. After throwing that book, he hadn’t moved again.

“…Opening up bodies and such, I couldn’t possibly be born knowing how to do it. It’s just practice, practice, practice. Just like how you fight wars—know yourself and your enemy. I treat illnesses the same way. First, I must know and be familiar with the body’s structure. How do I become familiar? Only by seeing for myself,” Qi Yue continued, “So for Yan’er’s surgery this time, I had to practice.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and let out a cold laugh.

“Fine, you don’t need to laugh coldly. I know that for you people, this kind of thing is truly difficult to accept and tolerate,” Qi Yue said, spreading her hands, “You don’t need to say anything. I know I was wrong in this matter, and there’s nothing to explain. I’ll move out right now. If that’s still not enough, I mentioned before about divorce…”

At this point, Chang Yuncheng suddenly slammed the table.

“Shut up,” he shouted.

Qi Yue obediently shut up.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a gloomy expression.

The room fell into silence.

“It’s not enough to involve the authorities…” Qi Yue couldn’t help but speak again.

Chang Yuncheng slammed the table again.

“Hey, that’s enough,” This time Qi Yue also raised her eyebrows, “Different trades are like different mountains…”

Chang Yuncheng stood up with a dark face and walked over. Qi Yue turned and ran.

“Violence is not gentlemanly…” she shouted.

She hadn’t run far before Chang Yuncheng grabbed her in one swift motion.

“If you get physical, I won’t be polite either!” Qi Yue shouted. Just as she finished speaking, her body was lifted off the ground, her head spinning. Chang Yuncheng had tucked her under his arm.

She let out a startled cry. The next moment, she was carried back to the couch, thrown face-down onto the bed.

Before she could recover from her dizziness, a palm landed heavily on her buttocks, causing Qi Yue, who was just about to get up, to fall back down on the bed.

If this were in the military, big fists would have been flying everywhere without regard for location.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand, looking around before finally settling on her buttocks—there was more flesh there, so hitting it wouldn’t cause serious harm.

“Tell me, why did you lie!” He struck her heavily twice while shouting.

“I didn’t lie, this is the truth… ah… Chang Yuncheng, you bastard! Hit me again! Try hitting me again! Ah! You’re actually still hitting me!”

Standing outside the door, A’Ru heard Qi Yue’s crying from inside.

It was real crying. This was the first time A’Ru had heard this woman cry. She was anxious to go in, but Qiu Xiang held her back firmly, shaking her head.

The crying gradually subsided.

“Are you done crying?” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from above.

Qi Yue simply didn’t get up, pulling the blanket over her head.

Chang Yuncheng yanked the blanket away.

“Now that you’re done crying, speak!” he roared.

“Speak about what?” Qi Yue turned over and sat up, but because her buttocks hurt, she leaned to one side, “That’s all I have to say. Do whatever you want!”

“You lied and you’re still being unreasonable?” Chang Yuncheng glared at her and shouted.

“I, I am being reasonable,” Qi Yue said defiantly.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand. Qi Yue grabbed the blanket and dodged backward. Where could she hide? Chang Yuncheng’s long arm reached out and pulled her in front of him.

“You lied to me? Why did you lie to me?” he demanded again.

“If I didn’t lie to you, would you have let me go?” Qi Yue glared back and asked.

“Why wouldn’t I let you go?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said through gritted teeth.

Huh? Qi Yue was stunned.

“Because, this, this, this is very frightening,” she stammered.

“Do you think I’m cowardly? That I’d be scared by you playing with a dead person?…” Chang Yuncheng asked with a cold laugh.

Playing? How was this playing…

Uh… his meaning was…

“You… aren’t afraid?” Qi Yue looked at him and asked tentatively.

“If you’re not afraid, do you think I’m inferior to you, a woman?” Chang Yuncheng shook her.

Qi Yue felt dizzy from the shaking and quickly grabbed his arm.

“Don’t shake, don’t shake. I’m dizzy,” she said, while looking at him again, “How can you not be afraid? Do you know what I was doing? Did you see it with your own eyes?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her. Thinking of what he had seen with his own eyes and heard with his own ears, he felt his chest fill with stifling anger.

“I saw it with my own eyes. You were smiling so happily at that man,” he said through gritted teeth, word by word.

Huh?

Qi Yue stared at him. Had the topic shifted? Were they talking about the same thing?

“Did you lie about going to practice, or did you go play with a man?” Chang Yuncheng roared again, “That coffin-maker, you finally got to see him, didn’t you? Very happy, weren’t you? When did you meet him? Have you known each other for a long time?”

Qi Yue’s ears were ringing from his shouting, and her already shaken head became even more confused.

“Stop shaking, stop shaking, let me think,” she said, holding onto Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

“Speak,” Chang Yuncheng glared and shouted.

Qi Yue swallowed and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“You… are angry because I didn’t tell you the truth? Not because I went to practice with dead bodies?” she asked.

“Obviously,” Chang Yuncheng answered with a dark face.

“Really?” Qi Yue stared at him in disbelief.

“What’s false about it! You woman, you just think you’re so clever… hey…” Chang Yuncheng laughed mockingly, but his words were cut short.

Because the woman in front of him suddenly jumped up and threw herself at him.

Because it was so sudden, he almost couldn’t stand steady.

The woman’s arms circled his neck, her whole body hanging on him like a monkey clinging to a tree…

Chang Yuncheng felt his whole body stiffen, his tongue tie up, and his originally extended arms remained in their position.

This damn woman… what did she want to do…

“Chang Yuncheng, I like you.”

The woman whispered by his ear with a low laugh.

Chang Yuncheng’s mind went blank with a roar.

Again… it was happening again…

That deadly feeling was back…

His stiff arms struggled to turn, reaching out to grab the woman’s shoulders.

“…Don’t… don’t try this… it’s useless… you should quickly explain clearly what’s going on between you and that stinking man…” he stammered, while his fingers tried to pull the woman away.

The woman laughed out loud, actually wrapping her legs around his waist, pressing closer like a vine wrapping tightly around him.

Chang Yuncheng felt his throat go dry, steam rising from his head.

The soft body, this close contact, the warm breath from her laughter blowing against his ear and neck…

Chang Yuncheng shuddered.

His body immediately changed, becoming hard as a rock, especially a certain part that was almost hard enough to explode.

No. This kind of trick was useless on him!

Chang Yuncheng bit his tongue tip hard. The sharp pain temporarily cooled his burning brain.

“Tell me, tell me clearly, when did you find that stinking man?” He pulled the octopus-like woman away from him slightly, glaring with almost bloodshot eyes and shouting, “Did you have him in mind from the time I mentioned it? Did you find that man from that time?”

He still remembered clearly. Back then, this damn woman wouldn’t talk to him, only showing excitement when she heard about this coffin-maker.

Quietly, he thought she had forgotten. He never expected she would actually get to know him!

And she hid it from him!

And smiled and laughed! Laughed like that!

And what was that about “how much am I worth”!

I think you’re worth a lot!

What did she want to do? What did she mean?

Qi Yue looked at him and burst into laughter again. Without answering, she broke free from his hands and threw herself at him again, tightly hugging this man’s neck.

“You fool!” she said, looking up with laughter, “You fool!”

Chang Yuncheng, being embraced again, immediately lost the rationality he had barely controlled.

Well, well, let’s get down to business first!

He grabbed Qi Yue’s arms and turned toward the inner room, pulling the woman into his arms with such force that you could almost hear all the bones in their bodies crack. He wished he could embed this woman into his body, to become one with her.

Qi Yue was suddenly squeezed so tight she stuck out her tongue, and her laughter was choked off.

“Be gentler!” she shouted.

It would have been better if she hadn’t said this. Hearing it, Chang Yuncheng immediately thought of yesterday’s almost live performance by Fan Yilin and that courtesan in front of him…

“Don’t…” Qi Yue said again. The remaining words “don’t squeeze me” hadn’t left her mouth before they were cut off by this man’s suddenly increased force.

Don’t… “don’t” meant “do”…

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes almost shot fire. He felt his whole body screaming. He turned the woman’s head, face flushed and breathing heavily, and kissed her.

Qi Yue felt like she was being cooked. This man was burning hot all over like he was on fire, frantically and roughly gnawing, sucking, and swallowing.

“Listen to me…” she occasionally managed to steal a breath and shouted loudly, but soon was silenced again, only able to make muffled sounds. In the end, whether from lack of oxygen or something else, Qi Yue became dizzy and lost track of where she was.

When she felt a chill on her body, she discovered she had been laid on the bed. The heavily breathing man was tearing open her casual short jacket. Her red undergarment was roughly pushed up, exposing two trembling, delicate peaches.

Pink and fair, with a touch of rosy red at the tips, almost blinding in the morning light.

“Chang Yuncheng!” Qi Yue screamed, struggling to get up, reaching to protect the treasures that shouldn’t be exposed to others.

Shouting the man’s name at this moment was like a war horn. Chang Yuncheng’s blood was boiling. Without hesitation, he pounced with reddened eyes, cupping the delicacies in both hands and frantically began to feast.

This damned sensitive body. Qi Yue shuddered, her body going soft. Her hands that were meant to push this man away involuntarily grabbed his head, her fingers gripping his hair bun tightly as she moaned.

Chang Yuncheng, who was frantically feeding, became even more stimulated, letting out a low growl as his hand moved downward. Because of the awkward position, he couldn’t pull down her pants, so he had to reach his large hand inside through the clothing.

“Listen to me!” Qi Yue screamed again in a trembling voice, “Don’t…”

“Don’t” meant “do”…

Be patient, persevere, be gentle…

Chang Yuncheng’s tense muscles trembled with tension. He suppressed his boiling blood and slowed his movements.

His movements became gentler, and Qi Yue’s tension decreased slightly, making her even softer.

“No, listen to me, not now…” the woman said again in a trembling, soft voice.

“Not now” meant “now”…

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but shudder. His mouth moved from her chest downward along the tender skin, while his other hand had reached the most secret place.

There, the grass was thick and dense, wet and slippery to the touch.

“No, I just got my period!” Qi Yue screamed sharply.

Chang Yuncheng, who was kneeling and about to take off his pants without bothering to remove his upper garment, suddenly froze.

Which one?

He raised his hand and saw a trace of bright red on his fingers.

He was dead…

Chapter 178: Harmony
When the kitchen came to deliver lunch, Chang Yuncheng’s courtyard was very quiet inside and out. Qiu Xiang, sitting on the veranda eating sunflower seeds on a thick brocade cushion, waved her hands at them.

The older women understood and tiptoed carefully.

“The young mistress was busy all night and is sleeping now?” one of the managing women approached and asked in a low voice with a smile.

Qiu Xiang peeled sunflower seeds with her hands to avoid making noise with her mouth, and nodded upon hearing this.

“Should the Lord eat something first then?” the woman asked again in a low voice.

Qiu Xiang also shook her head.

“The Lord didn’t sleep all night either,” she said quietly, “You all go back. When they wake up, I’ll naturally have someone fetch the meal.”

Only then did the women smile and quietly retreat.

The courtyard returned to quiet. Qiu Xiang accidentally made a crackling sound while peeling sunflower seeds. Whether this sound disturbed the people in the room or not, she listened carefully and heard a woman’s soft voice coming from inside.

“…So annoying… will this ever end… so tired…”

Qiu Xiang quickly and carefully put down the sunflower seeds, her face turning red.

A’Ru came out of the room and was somewhat puzzled seeing Qiu Xiang’s appearance.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

Because she had also been busy all night, after Qi Yue rested, she also went to rest and had just woken up from a nap.

Qiu Xiang quickly gestured for her to be quiet.

A’Ru understood and also made a shushing gesture, walking softly to Qiu Xiang’s side. Qiu Xiang moved over a bit to let her sit down.

“What are you doing?” A’Ru asked, puzzled by Qiu Xiang’s abnormal expression.

Qiu Xiang blushed and pointed to the room.

A’Ru was still confused.

“What?” she asked with a smile.

“They slept together,” Qiu Xiang gritted her teeth and said with a red face.

“Huh?” A’Ru was confused, “Yes, they’re sleeping.”

“No, the Lord and the young mistress…” Qiu Xiang really couldn’t say it out loud, so she held out her hand and made her two thumbs touch.

A’Ru looked stunned.

Qiu Xiang had no choice but to lean close to her ear and whisper something.

A’Ru’s face also turned red.

“You naughty girl, what are you saying,” she reached out to pinch her arm and laughed quietly, “That’s impossible.”

“How is it impossible? I… I heard it,” Qiu Xiang said in a mosquito-like voice with a red face.

“You… you must have heard wrong…” A’Ru also blushed. This topic was really… “The young mistress, she, she just got her monthly…”

Qiu Xiang made an “ah” sound and froze in surprise.

“Then… then I really did hear it…” she stammered, “Then they… they were… how…”

At this point, she couldn’t continue and covered her face with her hands.

So embarrassing.

Chang Yuncheng roared and released again, his body going soft as he withdrew his hand from Qi Yue’s chest. He casually grabbed a sheet and messily wiped Qi Yue’s sleeping pants, which had been made a complete mess.

The blanket was pulled away, revealing Qi Yue’s naked back, dotted with lip marks that looked especially alluring and seductive.

“Go away… go away.” Sensing the chill, Qi Yue woke from her daze, impatiently waving her hand while pulling the blanket to wrap herself.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to hold her briefly before getting up to wash.

When Qi Yue woke again, it was already dark. The outer room was lit with lamps, and for a moment she didn’t know what day it was.

Hearing movement from this side, A’Ru from the outer room quickly came in.

“Young mistress, you’re awake?” she asked while coming in.

Qi Yue made an “mm” sound. When she turned over, she felt sore all over, especially her chest, which felt heavy and swollen. A’Ru had already lit the lamp. Qi Yue looked down and only then saw her naked upper body and the mess all over her.

A’Ru also looked over. Both of them screamed at the same time. Qi Yue wrapped herself with the blanket while A’Ru turned her head away.

“I, I’ll go prepare water for you to wash up, young mistress…” she ran out in a panic.

Here, Qi Yue came to her senses, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

That damn man…

That damn man stepped into the courtyard feeling refreshed. Seeing that Qi Yue’s side was still dark, he immediately became unhappy.

“Still not up? No matter how tired, you still need to get up and eat something… call the young mistress to get up,” he said.

“She’s up,” Qiu Xiang quickly smiled and said, “The young mistress is eating.”

Only then did Chang Yuncheng see the dining room next door was lit up, with the voices of servant girls talking.

He wanted to step in, but suddenly felt nervous, as if he was somewhat afraid to see this woman. In the end, he still went into the room. When he finished washing off the sweat from the training ground and came out, Qi Yue was already sitting at her usual table.

When their four eyes met, both of them froze for a moment.

Looking at the man’s face that instantly turned red, Qi Yue, who had been somewhat flustered, couldn’t help but laugh.

Were they like a man and woman awkwardly meeting after a one-night stand?

“Hey,” Qi Yue laughed, “You had quite a good time playing.”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand.

“What?” he said while pretending to be calm as he walked over.

Qi Yue looked at him with pursed lips and a smile, raising her hand to point at her own neck. She was now wearing a high-collared jacket, but red marks could still be seen by her ears.

Qi Yue wasn’t finished. She looked at him with a sly smile.

“Hey, you had quite a good time playing by yourself. I was asleep and didn’t even know…” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly understood what she meant. His face immediately turned even redder, and he broke out in a sweat all over.

What… what was she saying… how could such things be spoken about so openly…

Really too shameless…

What… what kind of woman was this…

Seeing this man’s appearance, Qi Yue burst into laughter.

Chang Yuncheng was brought back to his senses by Qi Yue’s laughter. With some embarrassed anger, he sat down and pulled this woman into his arms in one motion.

“Not fun. It’s only fun when two people play together,” he said in a rough voice while unceremoniously putting his hands inside her clothes.

Qi Yue blushed and slapped his hands.

Only now did the awkward, strange, and flustered feeling after their first intimate contact finally dissipate.

Chang Yuncheng held her in his arms, feeling her fragrant and soft body, and couldn’t help kissing her here and there.

“I said we should do it earlier, but you insisted on making all sorts of trouble. Now we had to wait until now…” he mumbled while speaking.

Qi Yue’s body went soft from his kissing and fondling.

“Don’t make trouble. I’m not feeling well,” she said, slapping him.

“Don’t make trouble” meant “make trouble”…

Chang Yuncheng completely ignored her.

He now finally understood these women’s strange thoughts.

Qi Yue directly hit his nose.

Chang Yuncheng covered his nose and leaned back.

“What are you doing, you crazy woman!” he shouted in a muffled voice.

“I’m not feeling well right now, understand?” Qi Yue said while stroking her stomach and seriously explaining, “It hurts here, I feel cold, don’t want to eat, and get irritable. Do you understand? This is a woman’s monthly period, inconvenient days.”

A woman’s monthly period—how would he understand? Chang Yuncheng darkened his face but still made an “oh” sound and sat properly, somewhat sheepishly.

“At times like this, you as a man should be observant and take good care of me,” Qi Yue said with a grin.

This damn woman…

Chang Yuncheng darkened his face again. How did he not know there were such rules?

“Fine,” he nodded, hesitated, then reached out to touch Qi Yue’s lower abdomen, “Should I warm it for you?”

This man’s large hand was warm. Qi Yue made an “mm” sound, shifted her body, and leaned against Chang Yuncheng.

Seeing this woman voluntarily lean over, Chang Yuncheng’s dark expression immediately turned into a smile, and his earlier thoughts about this damn woman being unruly were immediately thrown to the back of his mind.

He withdrew his hand and rubbed both hands together vigorously, then placed them on Qi Yue’s lower abdomen.

“How about this? Warmer now?” he asked.

Qi Yue squinted and made an “mm” sound.

“Bring over the surgical drawings,” she said.

“Since you’re not feeling well, don’t look at them. Rest early,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“I slept all day. Can’t sleep anymore,” Qi Yue said lazily.

Chang Yuncheng made an “oh” sound and reached his long arm to grab a stack of papers from the table.

Qi Yue leaned in his arms and slowly flipped through them.

“…What is this?” Chang Yuncheng looked along with her, occasionally asking.

He held this woman while she seriously looked at those drawings and writings, and he seriously looked at her. Under the candlelight, the room was peaceful and tranquil.

Not knowing how much time had passed, the woman in his arms occasionally changed positions, but he kept still the whole time until this woman yawned.

“Alright, time to sleep,” Chang Yuncheng quickly said.

This time when Qi Yue objected, Chang Yuncheng unceremoniously snatched the papers and pressed them on the table.

“Sleep,” he said while raising his hand to extinguish the lamp and picking up Qi Yue.

Qi Yue quickly grabbed his arm.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Going to sleep,” Chang Yuncheng said while striding toward the bedroom and kicking the door shut.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang, who were holding late-night snacks and about to knock on the door, stopped and looked at each other with red faces.

Qi Yue’s startled cry came from inside the room. The sound had just started when it seemed to be muffled by something. After a few “mm-mm” sounds, there was silence.

A’Ru quickly stepped back, and Qiu Xiang followed closely.

“Looks like they don’t need to eat,” she said quietly.

They’re full already…

This phrase flashed through both girls’ minds simultaneously. When they realized what they were thinking, they immediately blushed deeply, spat at the same time, and ran away as if fleeing.

The almost suffocating kiss in the room finally ended. Qi Yue was breathing heavily and about to shout.

“I won’t bother you,” Chang Yuncheng timely covered her mouth with his hand and said quietly, “I’ll just sleep properly.”

Qi Yue glared and bit his palm.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh again, holding this woman in his arms and nuzzling her head.

Qi Yue used her hands and feet to break free from him and rolled to the inside of the bed.

“Don’t bother me,” she warned.

“I won’t, I won’t,” Chang Yuncheng laughed and reached out.

Qi Yue tried to dodge, but Chang Yuncheng only grabbed her hand. She struggled twice but couldn’t break free. Seeing that this man indeed made no further moves, she let him hold it.

The night grew darker and darker. In the bed curtains, they couldn’t see each other’s faces clearly, and their breathing gradually calmed down.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and closed her eyes.

“Hey,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly spoke, gently scratching her palm.

“What?” Qi Yue said in a muffled voice.

“You… this… when will it be gone?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

What “this”? Qi Yue didn’t understand.

“When can we have fun together?” Chang Yuncheng lifted himself up to look at her and asked quietly with a laugh.

Qi Yue understood and spat.

Chang Yuncheng laughed and leaned down. Qi Yue raised her hand to block him, but the man just kissed her forehead heavily and lay down again.

“Sleep,” he said with a smile.

Qi Yue reached out to pinch him, turned over to face inward, smiled silently, and closed her eyes.

Chapter 179: The Road Turns
At this time, the distant capital city also had the same night sky, but the streets were as lively as daytime. The nightlife of the capital was quite luxurious and dazzling, making one’s eyes spin.

“Master, master, look at that…” A thin man wrapped in a worn cotton robe and wearing an old hat couldn’t help but point at a shop by the roadside. Inside, the main hall was decorated with landscapes, with waterfalls flowing directly down from the second floor, making rushing sounds.

The man had never imagined that a restaurant could be decorated like this, and he opened his mouth wide in amazement.

Standing beside him was a middle-aged, thin man in equally tattered robes and hat. Seeing this scene, his eyes also widened.

“Go away, you stinking beggars, what are you looking at?” The shop assistant at the door waved impatiently, driving away these two fellows who were obviously country bumpkins and poor people.

“We’re not beggars,” the thin man blushed with both shame and anger and shouted, “We are physicians…”

The shop assistant spat.

The thin man was about to argue further when the thin man beside him pulled him back.

“Don’t cause trouble, let’s go quickly,” he said, tightening his drafty torn cotton robe and pulling his hat down again to cover his face, lowering his head and walking away first.

After walking just a few steps, he heard the assistants still mocking the beggars behind them. He couldn’t help but stop and look back.

Beggars! Someday he would buy their entire restaurant and make them all kneel on the ground calling themselves beggars!

“Master,” the thin man who had walked ahead turned back and called out in confusion.

The man withdrew his gaze.

The two walked through the streets with hunched figures. After several inquiries, they came to the front of a large gate.

“Are you sure this official said he would take us in?” Before approaching, the thin man stopped and asked quietly.

“Yes, master, that official indeed said so and gave me this calling card,” the thin man said hurriedly.

The thin man took out the calling card from his sleeve and looked at it under the dim lamplight at the gate.

Imperial Medical Academy Official Dong Lin.

“Good, what’s there to fear? We’ve already been harmed to this extent. Even if we’re harmed again, it’s just one life,” the middle-aged man muttered, gritted his teeth, and stepped forward to call at the gate.

The knocking sounds made the lights in the courtyard come on.

Led by a servant, the two finally reached a room where lamps were lit one by one by maids. The warm interior made both of them feel somewhat uncomfortable.

They removed their hats, and under the lamplight were Wang Qingchun and his disciple, whom we hadn’t seen for a long time.

However, compared to before, they now looked distressed and disheveled, especially compared to the person who was coming.

The sound of “Master is coming” came from outside the door, accompanied by the rustling of door curtains. Someone walked in, and the two turned their heads.

“Sir…” Seeing the visitor, Wu Shan couldn’t help but burst into tears. He bowed repeatedly, “You… still remember me…”

Under his lowered comparison, the man who appeared even taller in the lamplight looked down with some arrogance.

“You. Of course I remember,” he said slowly.

Hearing this, Wu Shan was overjoyed and couldn’t help but look back at his master.

“Master, I didn’t lie to you, see? The sir really remembers us…” he choked up.

Wang Qingchun looked at this man, lifted his robe, and knelt down with a thud.

“Sir, please seek justice for this commoner. This commoner has been framed by Qianjin Hall and has nowhere to turn,” he cried out in grief and anger.

Wu Shan also knelt down and kowtowed.

The official still looked down at them arrogantly for a moment before slowly raising his hand.

“Get up, I know everything,” he said, “Since you have nowhere to turn, I’ll give you a way out.”

Saying this, he called over a servant.

“Take my card and find Official Song at the Imperial Medical Academy. Arrange some work for these two people,” he said.

Wang Qingchun and Wu Shan looked up in disbelief.

Did this mean… they were going to enter the Imperial Medical Academy?

“Go on, although you can only do menial work after entering, at least it’s a livelihood. You’ll just have to endure it,” the man said with some indifference.

Endure? This endurance was truly frightening!

Only then did Wang Qingchun confirm he hadn’t heard wrong, and he was immediately overjoyed.

“Thank you, sir, thank you, sir,” he could only repeat this phrase over and over, kowtowing repeatedly.

My God, he had become a member of the Imperial Medical Academy! The Imperial Medical Academy! The highest position a physician could achieve!

And he had obtained it so easily?

In that case, shouldn’t he also thank Qianjin Hall and that young mistress?

Walking out of the Dong residence, Wang Qingchun couldn’t help but look up and laugh wildly in the street.

Yes, he would definitely! Thank Qianjin Hall and that young mistress properly!

After breakfast, Qi Yue was again forcibly dragged by Chang Yuncheng to pay respects to Madam Xie.

“How can I make you understand?” Qi Yue frowned and said, “It’s not that if I humble myself, your mother will like me. Going like this forcibly will only make her unhappy.”

Chang Yuncheng pulled her along. Hearing this, his brow also furrowed.

“Mother,” he said, turning back.

Qi Yue looked at him in confusion.

“You won’t even call her mother. How can you expect mother to like you?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a stern face.

“It’s not that mother doesn’t like you, but that you don’t like mother at all,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

That was true, but that was because she didn’t need to like someone who didn’t like her.

“I…” Qi Yue opened her mouth to speak.

Chang Yuncheng stopped her.

“Yueniang, mother’s temper and personality are a bit quick, but her heart is extremely soft,” he looked at her seriously and said, while gripping her hand tightly, “Back then, my mother was ill, and I, because I did some mischievous things, was beaten by father. I ran away crying and bumped into her on the road, grabbed her hand and called her mother. Just that one call of ‘mother’ made her… she never let go of my hand again and truly became my mother. Actually, she didn’t have to do this. Even when grandmother advised her repeatedly, she insisted on it.”

Chang Yuncheng became emotional and agitated talking about the past, his voice trembling slightly.

Qi Yue listened quietly to the end.

Young Madam Xie married in only because of Chang Yuncheng? Not like in other novels and TV shows for family reasons or even harboring designs on this Marquis brother-in-law, but simply to protect this motherless child?

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“Alright, I understand,” she looked up seriously and said, nodding to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and gripped her hand tightly again.

Coming to Madam Xie’s side, they encountered three young ladies and two young masters who had come to pay their respects at the gate.

Meeting everyone so completely was a first, and the front gate immediately became lively.

“How are the preparations going?”

This was Qi Yue asking Chang Yunqi about his studies.

“Of course no problem. Otherwise, how could I face the special examination meals that sister-in-law prepared?” Chang Yunqi said with a smile.

Seeing him recover his natural expression when talking to her, Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“That’s good to hear. If you don’t do well on the exam, then you’ll have to vomit back what you ate from me,” she said with mock fierceness.

This was too… the young ladies quickly covered their mouths and laughed, while Chang Yunqi and Chang Yunhong burst into laughter.

“Sister-in-law, I’m taking the exam next year too,” Chang Yunhong came over and said.

“No problem, leave it to sister-in-law. I’ll definitely make you all plump and white before entering the examination hall,” Qi Yue laughed.

Another round of laughter.

“Yan’er has been obedient lately. I weighed her yesterday and she’s gained two pounds,” Chang Chunlan said.

“Really? That’s great. Keep it up, try to gain another four pounds before the surgery,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Is it soon?” Chang Chunlan asked nervously.

Qi Yue nodded.

The third young lady immediately grabbed her hand, smiling excitedly.

“Big sister, finally we can look forward to it,” the third young lady said with tears.

The second young lady looked sheepish for a moment, then also came forward.

“I heard from Yinglan that sister-in-law’s cooking skills are very good. When you have free time, could you teach us a few specialty dishes?” she asked.

“Of course,” Qi Yue replied cheerfully with a smile.

Seeing her agree so readily and without any grudge on her face, Chang Shulan finally felt a weight lifted from her heart.

“Sister-in-law has worked hard, and there’s nothing I can help with. I had nothing to do, so I embroidered a handkerchief for sister-in-law. Please don’t despise it,” she untied a brocade handkerchief from her waist and handed it over.

This was a gesture of goodwill. Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Thank you, thank you. I was just about to have the maids make a few more,” she said with a smile, taking it and tucking it into her waist.

The brothers and sisters surrounded Qi Yue with laughter and chatter, while Chang Yuncheng was left aside. However, there was no displeasure on his face; instead, he looked somewhat smug.

In the past, although the relationships among these family siblings appeared harmonious on the surface, they were actually distant at heart. For all of them to show genuine intentions of befriending this woman like this was truly surprising.

Then she and mother would be the same, right? As long as she could be a little better to mother, mother could also understand her a little more.

Chang Yuncheng was full of confidence about this.

The commotion outside naturally reached Madam Xie’s ears inside the room. She put down her prayer beads and looked out through the half-open window, involuntarily holding her breath.

What were those children who were usually respectful and careful in front of her, following her preferences, doing now!

Surrounding that woman, talking and laughing, with undisguised flattery on each of their faces!

Flattery!

Did they think she was already dead?

Slapping her face right in front of her!

“Tell them all to get lost,” Madam Xie threw the prayer beads in her hand hard onto the ground.

The prayer beads broke and scattered all over the floor.

The maids and servants in the room didn’t understand why Madam Xie suddenly lost her temper and were all frightened into kneeling.

A’Luan was the first to react and quickly came out, waving at the door.

The young ladies and masters were crowding around Qi Yue and about to step in when they saw her like this, all very confused.

“Sister A’Luan, what’s wrong?” Second Miss Chang Shulan asked.

A’Luan smiled at them somewhat awkwardly.

“Lord, Young Mistress, young ladies and masters, please return for now,” she said quietly.

Everyone was surprised to hear this and looked at each other.

“What’s wrong with mother?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

This wasn’t rest time, and it wasn’t time for Buddhist prayer either.

Could she be feeling unwell?

He was about to step in.

“Lord,” A’Luan quickly stopped him, giving him meaningful looks, “You’d better not go in.”

The door curtain was lifted again, and a maid came out.

“Young ladies and masters, please return. The Lord and Young Mistress should stay,” she said.

Since this was said, the young ladies and masters all paid their respects to their mother from outside and then withdrew.

Chang Yunqi looked at Qi Yue with concern and was about to say something when Chang Yunhong pulled him.

“Big brother is here, you don’t need to worry unnecessarily,” he said quietly.

Chang Yunqi smiled and looked back once more before leaving.

“Is mother…” Chang Yuncheng hurried into the room.

Qi Yue hesitated behind him. Her intuition told her that something bad might happen.

Madam Xie sat on the kang, looking at Chang Yuncheng who hurried in, not even lifting her eyelids.

“Mother…” Chang Yuncheng called.

Madam Xie raised her hand to interrupt him.

“Go, take this and have the Young Mistress kneel in her courtyard,” she interrupted Chang Yuncheng but didn’t speak to him, pointing to a brocade cushion beside her.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

Chapter 180: Accompanying Punishment
After Madam Xie finished speaking, a maid responded and lowered her head to take the brocade cushion.

“Wait,” Chang Yuncheng quickly said, while calling to stop the maid, “Mother, what’s this all of a sudden… what are you trying to do?”

Madam Xie slowly played with her hand warmer, not even looking at him.

“What?” she said slowly, “I can’t discipline your wife anymore?”

Mother was unhappy. Chang Yuncheng finally realized this.

But why? How could things be fine and then suddenly target her?

“Mother, whatever she did wrong, you tell her and she’ll listen. She’s slow, so you can teach her slowly,” Chang Yuncheng said with some laughter while sitting beside Madam Xie.

“There’s nothing to teach about this,” Madam Xie smiled faintly and looked up at him, “It’s very simple. A few days ago I ordered her to kneel in punishment and be confined to her quarters. Did your wife obey?”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

Kneeling in punishment… confinement…

If Madam Xie hadn’t mentioned it, he wouldn’t have even remembered, which showed whether Qi Yue had taken it to heart.

“She… didn’t really go out much,” Chang Yuncheng hesitated, then said.

Before he finished speaking, Madam Xie threw the hand warmer.

Charcoal rolled all over the floor, sparking a series of sparks. Chang Yuncheng was quick-eyed and quick-handed, splashing the tea from the table over it.

Only then did the maids frantically splash water and clean up.

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng’s face turned slightly pale as he knelt beside the kang.

“For that woman, you’ve even learned to lie. You’ve really grown capable,” Madam Xie said coldly, “What, your wife did wrong, and I can’t even punish her?”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression was ugly. He opened his mouth but didn’t know what to say.

“Mother, please calm your anger,” he finally said.

“Calm down, calm down, now you know to ask me to calm down?” Madam Xie laughed coldly, “Don’t think that just because your father protects you, you can be without rules. If you want to be without rules, wait until I’m dead.”

“Mother, why talk about such things for no reason,” Chang Yuncheng quickly said.

“What’s there to fear? Others probably curse me to die countless times in their hearts. If talking about it made it come true, I don’t know how many times I would have died already,” Madam Xie said coldly, then called to the maid still standing aside, “Why aren’t you going quickly! Are you also waiting for me to die?”

The little maid was startled and quickly went out.

Chang Yuncheng watched the maid leave, his face anxious.

“Mother, Yueniang’s health isn’t good…” he finally couldn’t help but say quietly, “Why not wait until she’s better to receive mother’s punishment…”

Looking at him, Madam Xie felt anger rush to her head.

He was defending this woman again and again! Even when she had already shown her anger, he still protected this woman!

Had he actually fallen for this woman?

This thought flashed through her mind, and Madam Xie felt her vision darken. She couldn’t help but reach out to support her head.

Chang Yuncheng was startled and quickly reached out to support her.

“Mother…” he stood up and called out in panic.

Madam Xie waved him away.

“Don’t talk to me,” she said coldly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his mouth tightly pressed together.

The little maid timidly came in, wanting to speak but hesitating, still holding the brocade cushion in her hands.

Madam Xie slightly raised her eyes and saw it.

“What?” she asked.

“Young Mistress,” the little maid said timidly, “Young Mistress… left…”

Left… what did that mean?

Both Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng were stunned for a moment, then realized.

“Outrageous! Who told her to leave!” Madam Xie shouted in fury.

Who? This woman had never listened to anyone. She always did whatever she wanted. It was completely normal for her to do such a thing…

But she just… so cleanly and decisively, not willing to… bow her head even a little?

Not willing to bow her head, probably because she didn’t care.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the furious Madam Xie, a bitter taste rising in his mouth.

“Look at her. You’re still protecting her, but she can take care of herself just fine!” Madam Xie looked at him and said coldly, “Fine, since I don’t exist in her eyes, naturally I won’t hold onto her either. From now on, she can act as if she doesn’t have me as a mother-in-law, and I don’t have her as a daughter-in-law.”

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng quickly called out, reaching out to grab Madam Xie’s sleeve.

Madam Xie shook him off.

“Even now, you still want to speak for her… Chang Yuncheng…” Madam Xie looked at Chang Yuncheng, her trembling hand pressed to her chest, her lips trembling. Finally, without saying anything, she pointed outside, “Get out!”

Nanny Su, who had come upon hearing the news, saw this scene and hurriedly stepped forward.

“Madam, please don’t be angry…” she called out urgently, then urged A’Luan, “Quick, quick, bring the madam’s medicine pills.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie’s pale face and knelt down again.

“Your son knows he was wrong. Mother, please calm your anger,” he said, while tightly grasping Madam Xie’s sleeve, “Mother, are you alright? How do you feel? Should I call a physician…”

Madam Xie just closed her eyes, her hand pressed to her chest, saying nothing.

The room was in chaos.

However, for Qi Yue, there was nothing to be chaotic about. When she heard Madam Xie instruct the little maid to take the brocade cushion for her to kneel on, she turned and left under the shocked gazes of all the maids in the courtyard.

What a joke. Kneel? Don’t be ridiculous.

Qi Yue went straight back to her courtyard and heard the maids report that Madam Xie was calling for a physician.

Qi Yue said nothing, telling them to watch over there. If Madam Xie was really unwell, they should tell her immediately. Que Zhi cleverly agreed and went.

Here, Qiu Xiang looked at A’Ru, wanting to speak but hesitating.

“Don’t try to persuade me. It won’t work,” A’Ru sighed and said, then smiled bitterly, “Young Mistress isn’t the type to admit fault and bow her head even when she’s not wrong.”

Indeed, Qiu Xiang sighed. Not only when she wasn’t wrong, but even when she seemed to be wrong, she could turn it into being right with just a few words.

“But if Madam isn’t happy, how can the Lord be happy? Things were just getting better, and now they’ll become distant again,” she said with a sigh.

A’Ru also sighed. If the mother-in-law liked you but the husband didn’t, with the mother-in-law’s protection, life wouldn’t be difficult. But if the husband liked you and the mother-in-law didn’t, then life would be…

The atmosphere in the courtyard became heavy and oppressive.

Soon Que Zhi returned.

“Madam is fine, the physician left,” she said the key points simply and quickly, “The Lord is kneeling at Madam’s place.”

Hearing this, Qiu Xiang couldn’t help but want to speak, but Qi Yue had already stood up.

“You all wait at home,” she said.

Qiu Xiang and A’Ru were stunned. Watching Qi Yue walk out, although she told them to wait, how could they wait? They hurriedly followed her out and saw Qi Yue come to Madam Xie’s courtyard.

In the courtyard, Chang Yuncheng was kneeling straight on the ground. Qi Yue walked over and knelt down beside him.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention to her, as if he hadn’t seen an extra person beside him.

Qi Yue also said nothing, just knelt straight like him.

Time passed bit by bit.

This was Qi Yue’s first time suffering like this. The ground was hard and cold. Actually, not long after kneeling, she felt she couldn’t bear it, but seeing Chang Yuncheng from the corner of her eye, she still gritted her teeth and persisted.

Other people accompanied their men to appreciate flowers, moon, and scenery. Her accompanying her man in punishment kneeling could be considered a different kind of romantic sentiment. If this were in modern times, she couldn’t even enjoy such an experience if she wanted to.

Thinking of this, Qi Yue couldn’t help but purse her lips and smile. After smiling, she felt her knees hurt piercingly.

This might cause arthritis. Why did Madam Xie particularly favor this kind of punishment?

Just as she was relying on random thoughts to push away the pain, Chang Yuncheng reached over from his side, pulled over a brocade cushion, and pushed it over.

Qi Yue looked at him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t look at her or speak.

Qi Yue remained kneeling without moving.

“Kneel on this,” Chang Yuncheng said stiffly.

“My skirt is thick, you use it,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng pressed his lips tightly together and didn’t look at her.

Nanny Su walked away from the curtain. Inside, Madam Xie was leaning against the pillow with her eyes closed, seemingly asleep.

“Madam, Young Mistress has also come to kneel,” Nanny Su said quietly.

Madam Xie let out a cold laugh.

“Too late,” she said.

Nanny Su acknowledged this and spoke again.

“…But we should still call them up,” she said quietly.

Madam Xie suddenly opened her eyes and sat up.

“What? If she dares to kneel, don’t I dare to let her kneel?” she said coldly.

Nanny Su smiled.

“Madam certainly dares, but,” she said, glancing outside, “this just fulfills her wishes.”

Madam Xie frowned slightly.

“…If she had just left, that would have been fine, but she deliberately came back to kneel with the Lord. The longer the punishment lasts, the more the Lord’s original anger will dissipate, and instead he’ll pity her. Look, look at the delicate appearance that woman is putting on…” Nanny Su said quietly.

Madam Xie looked up through the window and saw the woman kneeling beside her son swaying her shoulders slightly, as if she couldn’t bear it anymore. When she moved, although Chang Yuncheng didn’t look at her, his brow furrowed tightly…

“Tell them all to get lost,” Madam Xie lay back down and said coldly.

In the Lord’s courtyard, there was a flurry of activity with the couple’s return.

Qi Yue indeed had never suffered like this before. Holding her knees, she wanted nothing more than to roll around on the bed.

With great difficulty, she applied medicinal wine, and the pain felt like it took half her life.

During this time, Chang Yuncheng sat upright the whole time, not speaking, moving, or smiling.

The maids didn’t dare approach to tend to his injuries either.

“How are your legs? Apply some medicinal wine to drive away the cold…” Qi Yue said through gritted teeth.

“Everyone get out,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly shouted.

The maids were startled and hurriedly retreated in confusion, leaving only the couple in the room.

“All mother wanted was face. What would it matter if you gave her face? Filial piety requires obedience—if you’re not obedient, how can there be filial piety? Without filial piety, how can mother like you?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his voice cold and harsh.

Qi Yue sighed.

“How should I put this,” she said, frowning slightly, “That’s right, your mother wants face, but this face isn’t something I can give by kneeling or letting her scold me. This face, it’s because of who I am as a person…”

She pointed at herself and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“Me, this daughter-in-law from a beggar background, this daughter-in-law the Old Madam forced you to marry—no matter what I do or say, my very existence is slapping her face,” she said, “Chang Yuncheng, how do you want me to obey her? Leaving your family—that’s probably the only way to truly obey her.”

Leave! It had been some time since he’d heard that word.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up.

“In the end, you still haven’t forgotten about divorce,” he said, turning and walking away.

Qi Yue called out twice—that wasn’t what she meant at all!

Chang Yuncheng had already stridden out.

Chapter 181: Nothing Happened
Chang Yuncheng didn’t return for dinner. A maid came to report that he was staying with Madam Xie. Even when night fell deep, he still hadn’t returned. Qi Yue figured Chang Yuncheng was sleeping in the outer study.

Qi Yue couldn’t sleep soundly either. In the middle of the night, half-asleep and half-awake, she heard maids talking outside and the sound of doors opening, causing her to sit up involuntarily.

Chang Yuncheng came in.

The room had no lamps lit, so she couldn’t see the man’s expression clearly. Just as Qi Yue was about to say something, he walked straight over and lay down on the bed.

A luohan bed was spacious for one person to sleep on, but became rather cramped with two people, especially with a robust man like Chang Yuncheng.

Qi Yue was immediately squeezed to the inside. She found it both amusing and exasperating.

This man…

Chang Yuncheng lay on his side facing outward, seemingly asleep.

The room fell into silence.

“Hey.” Qi Yue reached out and poked him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t move at all.

Even in this situation, still being stubborn as a dead duck!

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile slightly, reaching out to embrace his waist.

Chang Yuncheng’s body stiffened, and he grabbed Qi Yue’s hand resting on his waist, wanting to fling it away, but ultimately couldn’t bear to do so.

The woman behind him pressed closer, soft and gentle, tightly against his solid, broad back. Chang Yuncheng’s body gradually relaxed.

The room remained quiet, but the atmosphere clearly softened.

Chang Yuncheng let Qi Yue hold him quietly like this for a moment.

“Yueniang, I’ll be leaving soon. With you and mother like this, I’m not at ease.”

After a moment, Chang Yuncheng slowly said in a low voice.

“Before…” he continued, not giving Qi Yue a chance to interject, “Before, I didn’t care about you, I won’t deny that, but now…”

He paused here, turned over, and his large hand caressed Qi Yue’s face, gently stroking.

“Now… I’m extremely reluctant to leave you behind.” He said in a low voice.

Qi Yue looked at him, seeing only the man’s faintly gleaming eyes in the darkness. Her heart felt soft and tingly.

“You’re leaving?” she asked.

“Of course, I can’t stay home forever.” Chang Yuncheng said, his hand caressing her delicate skin.

“For a long time?” Qi Yue asked.

“I don’t know, at least half a year.” Chang Yuncheng answered, pulling the woman’s head into his arms, gently stroking her smooth hair.

Half a year… thinking of this, Chang Yuncheng suddenly felt very suffocated. He wouldn’t see this woman for half a year…

“I want to go too.” Qi Yue suddenly lifted her head and said.

Because of the sudden movement, Chang Yuncheng wasn’t prepared and got bumped on the chin, almost biting his tongue.

This woman was always so rough and reckless!

“What nonsense are you talking about? What would you go for?” Chang Yuncheng pressed her head down, laughing.

But having such reluctant feelings expressed so directly really made his heart feel… so comfortable.

He couldn’t help but hold this woman tighter in his arms, nuzzling her head.

“Of course I should go.” Qi Yue struggled to lift her head again, “Long-distance relationships are marriage killers!”

What nonsense, Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“Stop fooling around. Even if father spoils you, it’s impossible for you to come with me.” He said.

“What do you mean father spoils me? I’m being reasonable, alright.” Qi Yue said.

“Yes, you’re always reasonable.” Chang Yuncheng laughed.

This usually rigid man suddenly speaking so gently with her made Qi Yue feel very uncomfortable.

Was it because they were talking about parting?

Just when they were getting familiar, just when they had a little intimacy, they had to separate…

“I don’t care, I have to go anyway. Even if I don’t live there permanently, I should have visitation rights.” Qi Yue pressed her head close to his and said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled without saying anything.

The two embraced quietly for a moment.

He wanted to speak again, but Qi Yue spoke first.

“Alright, I’ll work hard to make you feel at ease.” She said, reaching out to embrace his neck, “I won’t talk about the past anymore either. Let’s both look to the future.”

Chang Yuncheng reached out to hold her face and kissed her heavily. It was a long time before they separated.

Qi Yue lay gasping against his chest.

“Mother has a bad temper, you… you should be patient with her… If she knew your feelings, she wouldn’t act like this.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue laughed dryly to herself.

Hopefully.

But well, since she decided to live with this man, the relationship with Madam Xie would have to be faced sooner or later. It had to be resolved.

She reached out to embrace Chang Yuncheng’s neck again.

In the darkness, Chang Yuncheng saw this woman’s eyes bright as she leaned close.

“That felt pretty good just now.” Qi Yue said with a low laugh, “How about once more?”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, then burst into laughter.

The laughter suddenly rang out in the room, filling the entire space.

“Why are you laughing so loud?” Qi Yue quickly patted him, “There are people eavesdropping outside!”

Chang Yuncheng laughed even louder, reaching out to hold this woman tightly.

This rough woman, this annoying woman, he loved her so much!

When the laughter suddenly erupted, A’Ru and Qiu Xiang outside were startled, then heard Qi Yue’s words. The two exchanged embarrassed glances, then low, enticing gasps began to sound.

A’Ru quickly pulled Qiu Xiang away.

Entering their room, both looked at each other’s flushed faces and giggled.

“I told you not to worry.” Qiu Xiang said with a low laugh, “Married couples fight at the head of the bed and make up at the foot of it.”

A’Ru nodded with a smile, sighing with relief.

“Thank heaven, neither the Prince nor the Young Madam are being stubborn anymore. Each taking a step back means moving forward two steps.” She murmured, then thinking of Madam Xie, her brow furrowed with worry, “But with Madam…”

Madam Xie’s situation was truly difficult to handle.

“However, the Young Madam is so capable. Now all those in the household who originally disliked her have come to like her. As long as she wants to, Madam will surely come to like her too.” Qiu Xiang said with bright eyes, smiling, “I didn’t like the Young Madam at first either, but look now—I’d worship her like a goddess… And surely I’m not the only one in this household who thinks this way.”

A’Ru nodded. Right, exactly. As long as she wanted to, there was nothing she couldn’t accomplish.

Because this woman truly came from the realm of immortals.

Since Qi Yue said she would do it, she immediately acted on it. The next day she accompanied Chang Yuncheng to pay respects to Madam Xie. This time Madam Xie didn’t make her kneel, but wouldn’t let her enter the door. This time Qi Yue didn’t storm off, but waited outside the door until Chang Yuncheng came out. Of course, she still couldn’t bring herself to kneel voluntarily—such self-torment, though kneeling would show more sincerity.

At lunchtime, there was an additional dish on Madam Xie’s table.

“This dish is good.” Madam Xie was pleased to see the new dish, and even happier after tasting it. She pointed at Chang Yuncheng, who had come specially to accompany her meal, “It’s made by the same cook as the late-night snack you sent that evening. Try it.”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t need to taste it to know, but Madam Xie finally showed him a smile, so he breathed a sigh of relief.

It seemed Yueniang’s efforts were having an effect.

Exactly—mother just wanted face, nothing more.

Yueniang’s personality was indeed a bit too… mischievous.

It was just like father being annoyed with his own mischievousness—fundamentally it was still caring.

So that evening, and the next day at noon, different new dishes appeared, with late-night snacks in the evening as well. At first Madam Xie wanted to personally reward the cook, but after the kitchen made excuses several times, and seeing Chang Yuncheng’s mysterious smile, Madam Xie understood—this must be her son being filial, specially hiring a cook from outside for her. Seeing that Chang Yuncheng had been by her side morning, noon, and night these past few days, and hadn’t said another word in defense of that woman, her anger finally subsided somewhat.

On this day, the young daughter and son-in-law of Wang Tongye’s family were returning to the capital. Due to their friendship forged through several fights, Chang Yuncheng left early in the morning to see them off.

“Where is that woman? Outside again?” Madam Xie asked.

“No,” Nanny Su replied, “She didn’t come today.”

Madam Xie snorted coldly.

“She’s just putting on an act in front of Yuncheng. With Yuncheng not home, she won’t even bother with the pretense.” She said mockingly, then set down her teacup. Thinking of something, she started, “Don’t tell me she went out with Yuncheng?”

Nanny Su quickly sent someone to inquire, and soon the person returned with news.

“The Young Madam left later than the Prince. She went to Qianjin Hall, not to the Wang family with the Prince.” The maid reported.

Only then did Madam Xie sigh in relief, snorting coldly again.

“Qianjin Hall!” She curled her lip, “It seems she can’t wait to live there permanently.”

At Qianjin Hall, Coffin Boy stood somewhat awkwardly. This was his first time entering a business establishment other than gambling dens, and it felt truly… uncomfortable.

Although Liu Pucheng had personally invited him in, the workers and apprentices in Qianjin Hall still looked at him with complex expressions.

“Hey, you came.” Qi Yue walked in from outside, immediately spotting Coffin Boy. She couldn’t help but notice him—all the apprentices stood far away, leaving only this one person standing alone in the middle of the empty hall, too conspicuous.

Coffin Boy turned around, saw a radiant woman smiling at him, and for a moment his vision seemed to explode with fireworks, flashing and flickering until he couldn’t see anything clearly.

Watching the obviously stunned man, Qi Yue smiled again. Today she hadn’t covered her face, so he couldn’t recognize her.

“Hey, it’s me.” Qi Yue covered her nose and mouth with her hand, showing only her eyes as she spoke to him again.

Coffin Boy wasn’t failing to recognize her—he’d know that voice anywhere—but this was too shocking. How could such a beautiful girl go and do… that kind of thing?

“Master, you came.” Hu San heard the commotion and ran out from the back hall. Seeing Qi Yue, tears nearly came to his eyes, “We were all worried sick…”

“Worried about what? Didn’t I have A’Ru come tell you I was fine?” Qi Yue laughed.

Ever since that night when Chang Yuncheng caught them red-handed, everyone had been scared to death. Liu Pucheng had dispersed the apprentices that very night, fearing they’d be implicated, while he personally guarded Qianjin Hall. He’d already prepared himself—if people came to smash the shop, he’d take full responsibility. He was also worried about Qi Yue, so he sent Hu San to watch the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, especially the side and back doors, because he knew these high-ranking households would secretly deal with the women in their families. He’d made up his mind that if the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion really intended to dispose of Qi Yue, he’d risk his life to save her.

Even if he couldn’t save her, then he’d die too—a life for a life.

He never expected that after a day and night, nothing happened, and A’Ru actually came to tell them everything was fine.

What did “fine” mean?

Only today, seeing it with their own eyes, did they fully understand.

Chapter 182: Stirring Up Trouble
Young Madam Qi’s spirits remained as vibrant as ever—no, she looked even more radiant than she had the past few days, clearly having suffered no reprimand whatsoever.

No wonder she had someone come to say they could prepare for surgery and ask for Coffin Boy to come.

“Master, seeing you in person finally puts me completely at ease…” Hu San said, wiping his nose with his sleeve.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

Coffin Boy stood to the side, completely dumbfounded.

He had been guarding the morgue since childhood, seeing countless extraordinary things among the dead and living, thinking there was nothing left in this world that could move him.

He never expected to witness such things so quickly, twice even, and from the same person.

A woman with skills superior to his own, and this woman was beautiful, and this beautiful woman treated men in ways that other women would consider blasphemous.

But her manner of treatment appeared so natural and proper in the eyes of others, without the slightest impropriety.

Just who was she?

“Young Madam, you’ve come.” Liu Pucheng hurried out, his sleeves still rolled up, clearly having been treating patients. He spoke excitedly, the weight on his heart finally lifting.

Young Madam!

Coffin Boy’s eyes widened again.

The Young Madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion!

Oh! That one! Who could perform surgery by opening up the abdomen! Who could make Wang Qingchun crawl all over the ground in defeat! That Young Madam!

So it was her!

“You recognize me?” Qi Yue laughed, “I’ve known about you for a long time too.”

Sitting in Liu Pucheng’s room, Coffin Boy’s initial awkwardness had either dissipated or been hidden away. Hearing this, he smiled.

He had said before that knowing him wasn’t anything special—not knowing him would be what’s strange.

Qi Yue naturally understood his meaning.

“Oh no, not that kind of knowing. That kind of knowing I really don’t know…” she laughed.

Coffin Boy smiled again. This woman’s way of speaking was truly… interesting.

Qi Yue also laughed.

“I sound like I’m speaking in tongue twisters.” She laughed, then continued, “You went to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion before, remember?”

Coffin Boy paused. He remembered.

“That maid’s matter.” Qi Yue said.

Coffin Boy coughed lightly.

“So when I saw you at the morgue, I was so delighted.” Qi Yue said.

Delighted? Coffin Boy was stunned. This word…

“Listen, I know of someone who was very capable. He was a judicial officer, very skilled at investigating cases. To sum it up in one sentence, he could make dead people speak.” Qi Yue said with great enthusiasm, “He was proficient in anatomy and pathology, valued crime scene investigation, and through autopsy, he believed in listening only to heaven and not to conventional wisdom. He overturned countless wrongful cases. He also wrote a forensic treatise called the Washing Away of Wrongs… So when I heard you were specifically requested that day, and the Prince said you were skilled at this kind of diagnosis, I immediately thought of him…”

The more Qi Yue spoke, the brighter her eyes became, and Coffin Boy’s eyes gradually lit up too, from his initial polite smile.

Autopsy? Making dead people speak? Washing Away of Wrongs?

These half-understood terms sounded so stirring to the heart!

Coffin Boy couldn’t help but stand up.

“Young Madam, please, please introduce me to this person.” He bowed deeply, his voice trembling with excitement. “I would be willing to serve under him as slave or servant, forever grateful.”

Qi Yue was startled and laughed awkwardly.

Where could she introduce him…

“Well… I can’t see this person anymore either.” She had to say.

Coffin Boy was very surprised and puzzled. Liu Pucheng on the side, however, understood.

This woman’s miraculous medical skills and techniques, medicines that could only be possessed by immortals, everything came from the vaguely mentioned master or masters she spoke of.

So this person she claimed to know was also a sage like the masters she mentioned.

What a pity, had such a sage withdrawn from the world?

Coffin Boy’s interest was piqued, and he persistently inquired about this sage. Unfortunately, Qi Yue hadn’t studied forensic medicine and didn’t know much about investigative methods. Apart from fragments she’d seen on television, she couldn’t explain much more.

Even these few fragments had Coffin Boy, Liu Pucheng, and the others listening with rapt attention.

“Dead people don’t lie, dead people don’t lie, so that’s how it is.” Liu Pucheng murmured repeatedly.

“Master, is it really true? If a living person is killed by a knife, the flesh around the wound contracts, but if they’re cut after death, the flesh remains unchanged?” Hu San asked curiously.

Qi Yue didn’t answer, but Coffin Boy nodded.

“That’s right, exactly so, and there’s no blood flow, the color is white…” he said seriously, his eyes shining with excitement.

He knew this too, he knew this too. How honored he was that he thought the same as that sage.

Qi Yue chuckled, then suddenly noticed the water clock and reacted.

“Oh my, I almost forgot, we need to prepare for surgery.” She said, “Hu San, how’s the surgical table you made coming along?”

Hu San nodded quickly.

“No problem, it’s ready, and the surgical… lamp… is almost done too. Master, didn’t you say it needed to be bright and shadowless? Those craftsmen figured out a way and added bronze mirrors… but the effect still needs your approval, Master.”

“That’s not urgent. That’s mainly for emergency night surgeries. Yan’er’s procedure will be done during the day, so lighting shouldn’t be a big problem.” Qi Yue smiled, then looked at Coffin Boy, who was still deep in thought, “Hey, Little Coffin, I called you here today to ask how you’ve considered being my assistant?”

This person was always sensitive about his identity. After all, habits run deep, and it would indeed be difficult for him to change his thinking about doing such things overnight…

“Ah?” Coffin Boy looked up when questioned, “No problem, I’m of course willing.”

Qi Yue’s prepared speech went completely unused. She twitched her lips.

“That’s wonderful…” she said with a dry laugh, then looked at Liu Pucheng, “About the anesthetic…”

Liu Pucheng also nodded immediately.

“It’s all ready. I also did… experiments… on mice as you suggested,” he said, “Young Madam, please come with me.”

This involved secret formulas, so outsiders couldn’t enter. Of course, Coffin Boy wasn’t interested anyway—he remained immersed in the story of the sage Qi Yue had just told.

When Qi Yue returned home, A’Ru was carrying a cloth-covered cage.

“…Don’t grab it with your hands… and don’t turn your head away in fear while grabbing… let the servants do it… don’t get bitten…” Hu San followed behind A’Ru, chattering endless instructions.

“I know.” A’Ru said impatiently, glaring at him.

“Good that you know, good that you know. I’m just worried you’d be scared. What girl plays with mice?” Hu San laughed.

“Is this playing?” A’Ru snorted.

“Not playing, not playing.” Hu San quickly agreed.

“You’re working for the Young Madam, so be smart about it. The Young Madam trusts you, so conduct yourself properly. Don’t use that money to do things you shouldn’t.” A’Ru warned in a low voice.

“Am I that kind of person?” Hu San said aggrieved.

“Aren’t you?” A’Ru glanced at him.

Hu San laughed sheepishly again.

“I’ve changed, I’ve changed. I used to lack… security… Now I have Master to rely on, and Sister A’Ru to guide me. I stopped doing those foolish things long ago.” He said, patting his chest.

A’Ru gave him a sideways look.

“Really.” Hu San hastily reaffirmed.

A’Ru was about to say more when she turned and saw Qi Yue standing by the carriage, smiling as she watched her. Her face immediately flushed red. She quickly ignored Hu San and hurried over.

“Remember, don’t grab it with your hands.” Hu San called out another reminder from behind.

“Then grab it with my feet?” Qi Yue asked with a grin.

Hu San was stunned by the question.

“Master, you’re teasing me again.” He said with a bitter smile.

Qi Yue laughed heartily as the coachman cracked his whip and the horses galloped down the street.

Though Chang Yuncheng wasn’t home, Madam Xie’s lunch table still had a dish made by that cook, making Madam Xie feel grateful for a long time. Just after eating, Chang Yuncheng returned. Hearing that he came straight to her, Madam Xie was very pleased, watching the maids serve Chang Yuncheng as he washed his hands and face.

“You’re so thoughtful, having dishes sent to me even when you’re not home.” She smiled, looking at her son with gentle expression, “You don’t need to do this anymore. How could I stay angry with you? Put your mind at ease.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled upon hearing this, asking for sobering soup as his wine was wearing off.

Madam Xie was naturally happy to have it prepared, calling for maids to bring pillows and bedding for him to lie down and rest.

In the midst of this bustle, a maid outside reported that the Young Madam had come to pay her respects.

Chang Yuncheng’s face lit up with joy as he sat up. Madam Xie’s expression darkened.

“What perfect timing.” She said coldly, “The moment he walks in, she comes to put on her act?”

Chang Yuncheng felt somewhat embarrassed by these words.

“Yueniang really is coming to pay respects to mother.” He said hesitantly.

Madam Xie looked at him with a disdainful smile.

“What have you seen? You’re a man—how would you know these women’s little tricks? All their singing and acting is just to fool you men. How could you know their true thoughts behind the scenes?” She said coldly, “This woman says she’s paying respects to me, but she’s just putting on a show for you, to make you think she’s so filial. In the end, I’m the evil mother-in-law while she’s the wronged one, winning your sympathy.”

Chang Yuncheng felt even more embarrassed. Actually, she really is putting on a show for me, but I asked her to…

Seeing her son’s displeased expression, Madam Xie was more satisfied.

“…You have no idea about these women’s devious minds. Let me tell you, she didn’t come this morning. I was originally going to give her some face, but the moment you weren’t home, she didn’t come. This shows it wasn’t for my benefit.” She sighed and shook her head.

Chang Yuncheng was startled and sat up straight. Mother was originally going to give her face? But Yueniang, as agreed, why didn’t she come this morning? This made mother misunderstand even more!

This woman… was she really not taking it seriously?

Watching Chang Yuncheng’s expression, Madam Xie smiled slightly.

Wretched servant, no matter how you bewitch my son, it’s only temporary.

Chapter 183: Water Coming
That evening, Madam Xie waited for a long time but heard no commotion from Chang Yuncheng’s courtyard.

“Why didn’t he give that woman a hard time?” Madam Xie was very puzzled.

Chang Yuncheng indeed hadn’t given that woman a hard time. When he returned, he directly asked why she hadn’t gone to pay respects to Madam Xie in the morning.

Qi Yue explained properly that because Yan’er’s surgery was approaching and only the most important anesthesia issue remained, she had gone to Qianjin Hall early in the morning to inquire about it. It wasn’t that she deliberately avoided going to Madam Xie’s place—she simply couldn’t spare the time.

Chang Yuncheng made an “oh” sound and his expression relaxed.

“You should have told mother, so she wouldn’t misunderstand.” He said, reaching out his hand.

Qi Yue placed her hand in his and leaned into his embrace.

“Yes, I forgot. It was my fault. I’ll remember next time.” She laughed, then gave Chang Yuncheng a quick kiss.

Chang Yuncheng’s face flushed red on one side.

“Good that you remember, otherwise mother will think you’re being perfunctory with her, lacking sincerity.” He said awkwardly.

“Those who are sincere will see my sincerity.” Qi Yue laughed.

Chang Yuncheng felt there was something odd about these words, but looking at the woman pressed against him, he couldn’t think about anything else.

“So, is it alright now?” He asked in a low voice, rubbing her waist.

Qi Yue could tell what he was asking from his expression and giggled.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes immediately lit up.

“Not yet.” Qi Yue shook her head with a smile.

Suddenly raised laughter rang out in the room. Outside, Qiu Xiang and A’Ru quickly waved for all the maids to disperse.

Early the next morning, in Rong’an Courtyard, Madam Xie still didn’t let Qi Yue, who had come to pay respects, enter the room.

“This wretched servant is truly like a lingering ghost!” She pressed her fingers to her temples and said hatefully.

Nanny Su brought her tea.

“Madam, why not let her come in?” She said quietly.

“What? Do you want to curry favor with her too?” Madam Xie asked with a snort.

Nanny Su smiled.

“Miss, you’re too angry to think clearly and don’t understand this woman’s little tricks.” She laughed, “She’s doing this solely to please the Prince. The more you refuse to see her, the more wronged she appears before the Prince. Gradually, the Prince will think that you’re… being unreasonable and deliberately making things difficult for her.”

“He wouldn’t dare!” Madam Xie put down her hand and raised her eyebrows.

Nanny Su looked at her and sighed.

“Madam, are you unable to think of this or unwilling to think of it?” She said, “Just now the Prince’s expression was clearly somewhat displeased, and he kept looking outside…”

Madam Xie’s expression darkened as she exhaled.

“Now, we shouldn’t stoop to her level. Doesn’t she want to establish proper conduct? Then let her do it. Whether or not to let her establish it is your business, Madam, but how well she does it is her business.” Nanny Su knew she understood in her heart, so she continued with a smile, “Before Miss Rao enters the household, what we need to do is keep her waiting. If you ignore her, she naturally won’t have opportunities to make a fuss, and the Prince naturally won’t pay attention to her either. This prevents the Prince from being won over by her. When Miss Rao enters the household, no matter how much she struggles, what can she accomplish?”

Madam Xie nodded.

“The Marquis’s memorial has been written.” She smiled at Nanny Su—this was the only thing that could make her happy this New Year.

Nanny Su was also pleased.

“It shows that the Buddha knows of Madam’s devotion.” She chanted Buddha’s name.

“That Miss Rao has good family background and good looks. Once she’s married in, the Marquis will know what a true lady from a great family is like.” Madam Xie laughed with a snort, “He’ll realize how embarrassing it is to dote on this wretched servant. When he discovers he’s been disgraced…”

The result was predictable.

Nanny Su nodded.

“So, Madam, there’s no need to get angry with that woman. When she comes to curry favor, let her come. Whether it’s good or bad, don’t you have the final say?” She smiled, “This way she won’t bother the Prince.”

Madam Xie nodded.

At lunchtime, Chang Yuncheng naturally came to accompany Madam Xie again.

“Call your wife over.” Madam Xie said to Chang Yuncheng, who was about to personally select dishes for her.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned and didn’t react immediately.

“You’re a grown man, not a child anymore. Now that you have a wife, she should naturally do these things.” Madam Xie said, then smiled slightly, “I just don’t know if having her do this would disrupt proper conduct.”

Only then did Chang Yuncheng understand, and he was immediately overjoyed.

“How could it? This is the proper conduct she should have.” He said hastily, quickly urging a maid to call Qi Yue over, afraid that if he spoke slowly, Madam Xie might change her mind.

Seeing him like this, Madam Xie’s face couldn’t help but darken. Nanny Su quickly exchanged glances with her, and only then did Madam Xie lower her eyes without saying anything.

“She wants me to come eat?” Qi Yue was very surprised to hear the maid’s words, then smiled at A’Ru, “Wonder what method she’s thought up to deal with me now.”

A’Ru didn’t know what to say.

“Young Madam must endure.” She could only say.

“Fine, no problem. I’ve been a resident doctor—what can’t I endure?” Qi Yue laughed.

A’Ru shushed her, fortunately the other maids paid no attention to her words.

Qi Yue went straight to Rong’an Courtyard. This time the maids in the courtyard had pleasant expressions, all smiling as they announced her arrival and lifted the door curtain.

“Mother.” Qi Yue performed a courtesy, already prepared not to be told to rise.

Madam Xie made an “mm” sound.

“Rise.” She said.

So quick! Qi Yue looked suspicious but still quickly smiled her thanks and stood up.

“I know you want to show some filial devotion. I don’t have other tasks for you, but if you don’t mind the work, you can help me arrange dishes and serve rice.” Madam Xie said with a neutral expression—neither pleased nor displeased. She smiled as she continued, “In other households, this wouldn’t be a big deal, but our family has never had this custom. I’m afraid you might feel…”

“Yueniang is delighted!” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but interject, looking at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled, seeing this man’s excited and careful expression. She didn’t know how many good words he’d said for her in front of Madam Xie.

Since she liked this man, she couldn’t let him be caught in the middle.

“Mother, what are you saying? This is my honor.” She said, walking over to take the chopsticks from the maid’s hands.

Madam Xie indeed had no additional rules. After she finished eating, she didn’t even send Qi Yue away but let her eat there too, making Chang Yuncheng so happy his face beamed with joy.

Watching Chang Yuncheng’s appearance, Qi Yue couldn’t help but want to laugh, then shook her head. She hadn’t missed the flash of anger in Madam Xie’s eyes.

Silly boy, I know you’re happy because mother accepted me and you think the mother-in-law and daughter-in-law relationship is finally harmonious, but your mother might only think you’re happy because you’re protecting me.

Acting like this will make her angrier with me.

Back in their courtyard, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t wait to embrace her.

“Now it’s good—mother finally accepts you.” He said joyfully, giving her a heavy kiss.

Qi Yue was amused by him.

“Not at all, it’s just the beginning. It’s too early to say such things.” She laughed, pinching Chang Yuncheng’s nose.

“How could that be? You should trust mother.” Chang Yuncheng frowned.

This woman was always guarded against mother—that wasn’t good…

“It’s not being guarded. How could it happen so fast? It’s not normal.” Qi Yue laughed.

“Mother feels sorry for me and understands my worries, so she’s acting this way. Don’t think nonsense.” Chang Yuncheng said somewhat unhappily.

Qi Yue smiled. That was right too—when a mother doesn’t want to see her son caught in the middle, compromising a little and giving her son face to make him happy and at ease was normal.

“Alright, I understand. Since mother dotes on you so much, I naturally can’t fall behind. I’ll dote on you very much too.” She laughed, reaching out to pinch his nose again.

Chang Yuncheng smiled, slightly lifting his head to avoid her, then opened his mouth to catch Qi Yue’s finger.

“So dirty.” Qi Yue laughed, trying to pull back.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and gave it a gentle bite before releasing it.

“Are you a dog? There’s a tooth mark now.” Qi Yue said, shaking her finger.

Chang Yuncheng leaned closer.

“Want one somewhere else too?” He asked in a low voice.

Though they hadn’t truly been intimate yet, they had slept together several times, so these little married couple flirtations already had mutual understanding.

Qi Yue immediately knew what he meant and blushed as she reached out to pinch his face.

“No!” She said with a snort.

Chang Yuncheng loved hearing this.

“‘No’ means ‘yes.'” He laughed, scooping this woman up in his arms.

Qi Yue cried out.

Where did this annoying man learn such strange theories! She remembered—he had muttered something about “no means yes, can’t means can” before…

“Hey, what nonsense are you talking? I’m not interested in playing riddles with you or playing hard to get…” She said with a laugh, gripping the man’s arm.

Saying one thing but meaning another… Chang Yuncheng smiled without speaking.

Qi Yue was amused by his expression and reached out to embrace his neck.

“Hey, stop fooling around. I need to go out for a bit while I have time. The surgical table was delivered today, and I want to see if it’s suitable so I can quickly perform Yan’er’s surgery. Otherwise, the mother and daughter will keep worrying, and being mentally tense isn’t good for the surgery either.” She laughed.

Chang Yuncheng stopped walking but was still reluctant to put her down.

Qi Yue actively embraced him and gave him a kiss.

This woman was just too forward… he loved it!

Chang Yuncheng immediately couldn’t lose his masculine pride and responded enthusiastically.

After quite a while of intimate touching, the two reluctantly separated.

“Come back early…” Chang Yuncheng said, holding her hand.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh again.

Look at this man acting like a little wife!

“What are you laughing at!” Chang Yuncheng glared again.

Qi Yue made a zipping motion at her mouth and suppressed her laughter.

Now Chang Yuncheng laughed. This woman always had so many amusing gestures…

He imitated her, reaching out to pinch this woman’s cheek.

“Tonight will be alright, won’t it?” He asked, his hand slipping under her clothes to caress her.

Standing so close, Qi Yue could clearly feel the changes in a certain part of this man’s body. She blushed and made a disapproving sound.

“Not yet.” She said, pushing away his hand while calling loudly for A’Ru.

The door curtain rustled, and Chang Yuncheng had to withdraw his hand and put on a proper expression.

But Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Tomorrow night.” She said.

Chang Yuncheng immediately reached out his hand, but the maids all came rushing in, so he had to withdraw it and watch that woman smile smugly as she went to change clothes.

Arriving at Qianjin Hall, a large group of apprentices were all gathered around the surgical table, staring in fascination.

This was a bed higher than what they usually slept on. Though called a bed, in everyone’s eyes it looked more like a board—a seemingly movable board. Above the board were mounted three frames holding polished, gleaming bronze mirrors, with candle stands positioned below the mirrors. All in all, it looked quite strange.

Since there was no need to consider various surgical instrument configurations, this surgical table was simply designed for the convenience of medical staff operations, so it was quite simple.

“Come on, who wants to lie down and try it?” Qi Yue said with a laugh, beckoning.

The other apprentices pushed each other back and forth, all too embarrassed to lie down and let Qi Yue examine them so closely. Naturally, this task fell to Hu San, and the room was bustling with noise.

Outside, a carriage stopped, and a man jumped down. Together with a servant who hurried over, they lifted the curtain and brought down a wheelchair from the carriage. Then he turned his back and carried an elderly man down from the carriage.

The old man sat properly and looked up at the door plaque.

Qianjin Hall.

Chapter 184: Earth Covering
“Father, shall we go in?” Young Physician An said.

Old Physician An nodded.

Young Physician An personally pushed the wheelchair while the workers at the entrance saw them and immediately approached.

“Please wait a moment, sir.” They said.

Young Physician An’s expression immediately darkened. What kind of medical hall was this? Upon seeing such customers, shouldn’t they immediately step forward to help carry the wheelchair? Yet they said “wait”—wait for what!

He snorted. Indeed, it was no wonder this was opened by that woman—as rude as she was!

Just as he was thinking this, he saw the workers quickly take two wooden boards from beside the door and place them over the threshold. One worker ran out.

“Sir, let me do this.” He said.

Young Physician An was stunned, but Old Physician An nodded with a smile.

The worker pushed him smoothly and steadily into the hall. Looking further, all the thresholds leading to the inner consulting rooms had been fitted with such boards.

“Are you here to see a doctor or get medicine, sir?” The worker asked.

Old Physician An hadn’t spoken, but was observing the interior of the hall. Though there weren’t many people inside at the moment, everything was orderly, and the layout was different from their usual medical halls.

“Oh, we specialize in treating injuries from falls and blows, so the layout is spacious and convenient for walking.” Seeing his inspection, the worker hastily explained.

Old Physician An nodded.

“So you’re here for…” The worker asked again.

“Is your master in?” Old Physician An asked.

Qianjin Hall operated under Liu Pucheng’s reputation, and people came mainly for him, so the worker found nothing strange about the elder’s question.

“Master is in the back hall. Please come this way to the consultation room, sir.” The worker said, personally pushing the wheelchair.

Just as they crossed the threshold, they heard lively sounds from the back hall.

“What’s this about? How can there be such commotion in a medical hall!” Young Physician An frowned.

“A new surgical table arrived, and our senior brothers are looking at it.” The worker explained.

What table?

A table was worth such a fuss and noise?

Really… the shop indeed reflected its owner!

“Surgery?” Old Physician An asked, looking toward the room where the commotion came from. “Young man, may I go take a look?”

The worker smiled apologetically.

“That’s not very convenient.” He said.

Each medical practice had its secrets. Old Physician An understood.

As they spoke, Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng emerged from that direction.

“Good, it’s usable. In that case, let’s perform this surgery tomorrow.” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng nodded and said “good,” then suddenly looked up and saw them. At first he thought they were patients waiting for consultation, then he paused.

“Master An?” He said in surprise.

Qi Yue looked over with him, not understanding.

The elderly man in the wheelchair under the eaves nodded and smiled at them.

“Are you Master Meng’s eldest disciple?” Old Physician An asked Liu Pucheng.

Master Meng? Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng. Wasn’t his medical knowledge inherited from his family? So he had another famous teacher.

“Yes.” Liu Pucheng respectfully bowed to the elder. “That’s correct, disciple.”

Seeing them talking, Qi Yue said quietly, “You have a guest, I’ll leave first.”

Liu Pucheng bowed to her again.

“Young Madam, take care.” He said.

Young Madam? This title reached Old Physician An’s ears.

“This madam?” He couldn’t help but speak.

Qi Yue stopped and looked at him.

“Might you be the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi?” Old Physician An asked.

Young Physician An’s eyes widened.

He was just wondering who this beauty was. From her dress and bearing she seemed to be from a wealthy family, but women from wealthy families wouldn’t come to medical halls. Yet her appearance and demeanor didn’t suggest she was a courtesan either…

The Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi?!

This was the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi who had ruined their An family’s reputation?!

“Yes.” Qi Yue nodded at him with a smile.

Though she didn’t know who this person was, seeing Liu Pucheng being so polite, she naturally should be polite to someone who was courteous to her teacher.

“Young Madam, this is Old Physician An from Shanning Prefecture. He once served as Vice Director of the Imperial Medical Academy…” Liu Pucheng quickly introduced her in a low voice.

Hearing the first part, Qi Yue was stunned.

Shanning Prefecture? Physician An? Why did this sound so familiar…

Hehehe…

Young Physician An gave her a cold look and snorted.

“Young Madam, I’ve long admired your reputation.” Old Physician An said with a smile, bowing to her.

Qi Yue quickly returned the courtesy. Though she didn’t yet know whether this person’s intentions were good or ill, when someone was polite, she never responded with rudeness.

“I wouldn’t dare, I wouldn’t dare.” She said.

“Wouldn’t dare!” Young Physician An had lost all pleasure in admiring a beauty. He couldn’t help but snort coldly, “What wouldn’t Young Madam dare to do!”

These words were impolite, and Liu Pucheng couldn’t help but pause.

How… did they know each other?

“Silence.” Old Physician An quietly reprimanded his son.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Nothing much. It’s just that what others wouldn’t dare to do, I sometimes happen to dare.” She laughed.

Well, not only did they know each other, but their relationship seemed particularly… bad.

Young Physician An was indeed made to flush with anger again.

“You dare? What do you dare? Nothing but using Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to bully people!” He said angrily.

Liu Pucheng’s expression changed slightly. This was bad…

“Oh my, you’re absolutely right. I did use Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to bully people.” Qi Yue laughed, “Go ahead and report it. Tell the whole world how I used my position to oppress others…”

Ridiculous!

Let’s see if you dare! Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

This woman!

Young Physician An finally understood how those doctors had been encouraged to dare step on their An family to make their names!

This woman! This woman was indeed arrogant!

Didn’t she know what politeness meant?

As for whether he himself was polite, Young Physician An didn’t care at all. Women should all be gentle, virtuous, and never leave their inner chambers, shouldn’t they? What kind of woman was this woman!

“Kang’er!” Old Physician An sternly shouted.

This interrupted their confrontation.

“Apologize to Young Madam!” Old Physician An shouted again.

Young Physician An’s face was sullen and clearly unwilling.

“Don’t,” Qi Yue raised her hand with a smile, “We’re all intelligent people—let’s not do anything fake. It’s meaningless. Just like this is fine.”

Father, look at this woman! Young Physician An looked at his father, his eyes saying.

Old Physician An looked at her and smiled.

“Yes, Young Madam is right.” He laughed, ignoring his son.

Qi Yue smiled slightly, said nothing more, and lifted her foot to leave.

“Young Madam.” Old Physician An called to stop her again. “This old man has a favor to ask.”

Qi Yue stopped and looked at him.

“No need to ask.” She said, “Didn’t I say before? That illness isn’t anything special. Anyone with courage can treat it. Besides, specifically how to treat it—the prescriptions were written by those doctors. If you want to ask, you should ask them.”

She started walking after speaking, not waiting for Old Physician An to speak again.

“I didn’t lie. I really don’t know how to prescribe medicine. Physician Liu can testify.” She turned back to say, “If you don’t believe me, you should at least believe Physician Liu.”

She left with her maid after speaking.

Liu Pucheng looked at Old Physician An and quickly bowed.

“Sir, Young Madam spoke correctly.” He replied. “She indeed doesn’t know much about prescribing medicine.”

“I can see she doesn’t know much—having a mouth is enough!” Young Physician An was quite angry.

He had never encountered such a shrewish woman! And she was supposed to be the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi! What kind of person was this! Clearly just a ruffian!

But that was right—wasn’t this Young Madam from beggar origins!

Really, Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had truly declined to dare marry just anyone!

Liu Pucheng’s expression changed slightly as he straightened up.

“Sir, Young Madam has a straightforward personality. She’s always polite to those who are polite.” He said.

What did this mean?

That this woman was only rude to those who were rude to her?!

Young Physician An looked at Liu Pucheng and laughed coldly. Indeed, birds of a feather! Even their way of speaking was the same!

“You’re Master Meng’s eldest disciple? Then Dong Lin, Director Dong, is your junior brother?” He asked.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Really? The eldest disciple of the Divine Healer Master Meng—how did you end up in this place? Your junior brother is already a sixth-rank director…” Young Physician An said with a half-smile.

“Get out!”

Before he finished speaking, someone shouted.

Young Physician An laughed coldly. Had he hit a sore spot? Was he getting angry?

“Get out!” Old Physician An shouted again.

Young Physician An paused, only then realizing it was his father speaking. His face couldn’t help but flush red.

“Father, I…”

Old Physician An pulled a stick from his wheelchair and struck out with it.

Young Physician An took the blow and left with a red face.

Seeing that Old Physician An didn’t protect his son, Liu Pucheng’s expression relaxed somewhat.

“I’ve made you witness something embarrassing. This son of mine has been spoiled and indulged since childhood while following me, making him arrogant and ignorant.” Old Physician An said, sighing, “I was obsessed with medical arts and didn’t discipline him. By the time I wanted to manage him, I could no longer control him.”

Liu Pucheng said nothing, only invited Old Physician An to sit inside while personally pushing the wheelchair.

The threshold leading to Liu Pucheng’s room had also been fitted with boards.

“I still remember seeing you once at your master’s funeral. I never saw you again after that. So you’ve been here all these years.” Old Physician An said.

“It’s hard to leave one’s homeland. At that time my parents were elderly and my wife and children were weak, so I returned home.” Liu Pucheng said.

Old Physician An nodded.

“I came here with a favor to ask.” He began.

“This junior wouldn’t dare.” Liu Pucheng quickly stood to attend him.

“I want to take this Young Madam as my master.” Old Physician An said.

Liu Pucheng was shocked.

What?

Meanwhile, Qi Yue had returned home and hurriedly washed up. By dinnertime, she rushed to Madam Xie’s room where Chang Yuncheng was already present. Seeing Qi Yue arrive punctually, he breathed a sigh of relief and smiled.

“You go eat in your own quarters. I’m eating vegetarian today.” Madam Xie said.

“I’ll also…” Chang Yuncheng began to speak.

“You’ll also what? You never eat such things.” Madam Xie smiled slightly, looking at Chang Yuncheng, “Or are you afraid I’ll make things difficult for Yueniang and you’re worried?”

Chang Yuncheng immediately stood up.

“Mother, these words are truly an injustice.” He said.

“Go quickly. Mother is being kind, worried you won’t eat well. Don’t make mother worry.” Qi Yue smiled.

The smile on Madam Xie’s face became somewhat mocking.

“So I’m the unfilial one.” Chang Yuncheng laughed, bowing as he withdrew.

“Look, the daughter-in-law’s words still carry weight.” Madam Xie said teasingly to those around her.

But not one person dared to actually join in the jest.

Chapter 185: The Future
The atmosphere in the room suddenly became strange.

“If it weren’t for mother’s sake, even a hundred words from me wouldn’t matter.” Qi Yue laughed, using her chopsticks to pick up a piece of vegetarian fried golden sparrow to change the subject. “Mother, try this dish.”

Madam Xie didn’t accept it, neither warmly nor coldly.

“I don’t like eating this.” She said.

Qi Yue’s hand, halfway through serving the dish, stopped awkwardly.

Ridiculous—if she didn’t like it, why would the kitchen make it?

“Yes, I didn’t know.” Qi Yue smiled and put it back. “Then what does mother like to eat?”

Madam Xie didn’t even lift her eyelids.

“You don’t even know what I like to eat. Your efforts are quite insufficient.” She said indifferently.

Well then…

“Yes, I’ll try harder. Will mother give me a chance?” Qi Yue smiled.

Madam Xie put down her chopsticks and looked up at her.

“Then let me tell you the first thing.” She said, “I love quiet and can’t stand noise, especially you always laughing like that—it irritates me just watching.”

Qi Yue wanted to roll her eyes. You’re not irritated by my laughter; you’re irritated by the sight of me…

“Yes.” Qi Yue suppressed her smile. “Thank you for the instruction, mother.”

Madam Xie looked at her.

“Now you look all wronged, as if I’ve mistreated you.” She frowned.

Qi Yue switched to a slight smile.

“Mother, why don’t we eat first? After the meal, mother can teach me more? Since I’m slow to understand, it wouldn’t be good to delay mother’s meal.” She said with a smile.

“Seeing you like this, I have no appetite.” Madam Xie sighed.

The maids around stood with lowered heads, trying to make themselves invisible.

“Here’s what we’ll do.” Madam Xie said, “Since you have good intentions, I can’t refuse to give you face. Nanny Su.”

She called out.

Nanny Su came in from outside.

“She once served as an etiquette instructress in the palace and is thoroughly familiar with deportment and such. Why don’t you go learn from her?” Madam Xie said to Qi Yue, “Of course, don’t feel troubled by this.”

“Not troubled at all.” Qi Yue said with a smile, walking to Nanny Su. “Then I’ll have to trouble Nanny Su.”

Nanny Su smiled and said she wouldn’t dare, gesturing for Qi Yue to follow as she led her out.

Only then did Madam Xie pick up her chopsticks, with a satisfied smile.

Since you want to pretend, I’ll help you succeed. You delivered yourself to my door.

“Give me that fried golden sparrow.” She said.

A maid quickly served it to her.

When Qi Yue returned to her room, it was already very late.

She collapsed onto the bed face-first.

“What’s wrong?” Chang Yuncheng hurried over to ask, sitting down beside her.

Seeing him sit down, A’Ru quickly led the maids out.

“My face is tired…” Qi Yue said in a muffled voice.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pull her up.

“Come, let me massage it for you.” He said.

Qi Yue didn’t move.

“Mother is willing to instruct you now—this is her kindness…” Chang Yuncheng said hesitantly.

Qi Yue laughed, turning over to sit up and lean against him.

Chang Yuncheng happily arranged her properly in his arms.

“Don’t worry, I understand. I won’t carelessly show mother a sour face.” Qi Yue said, lifting her head to kiss his stubbled chin. “You know me, I know you—so neither of us feels wronged.”

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head to kiss her lips.

This time there was no storm—just gentle rain and soft wind. It was a long time before Qi Yue suddenly broke away.

Chang Yuncheng, who had been enjoying himself, was displeased at being interrupted and reached out to pull the woman back.

“I forgot to mention—I plan to perform surgery on Yan’er tomorrow. I need to tell her to fast in the morning.” Qi Yue quickly stood up.

“That kind of thing can be handled by a maid.” Chang Yuncheng pulled her back with force, making her fall onto his lap.

Qi Yue pressed against his shoulders.

“No good. This kind of thing would scare everyone, big and small, so they couldn’t sleep. I need to explain it properly to them, otherwise the patient will have too much psychological pressure.” She said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and kissed her again.

Just as Qi Yue was about to dodge, Chang Yuncheng had already pulled away and stood up.

“Come on, I’ll go with you.” He said.

Qi Yue smiled, letting him pull her along as they went out.

How many people in the mansion slept well and how many didn’t—no one knew in the layers of night.

Just as dawn was breaking, the gatekeeper heard the sound of carriages and horses at the gate. The marquis’s mansion rarely had such commotion, especially this early.

The gatekeeper yawned and opened the side gate, but froze after one glance.

“…Steward…” The gatekeeper stumbled over his words and ran inside at a trot.

Marquis Dingxi was hastily roused from Concubine Su Mei’s room and listened to the steward’s report through the curtain.

“…Not many people came, just Old Master Liu and the son-in-law.” He said, “I’ve already shown them to the reception hall…”

When he heard no response from inside, he thought of something and added another sentence.

“Since the family just welcomed a young master, I had all of the Liu family’s attendants remain at the gatehouse.” He said.

Meaning only these two father and son had been admitted—alone and definitely safe.

“This old bastard still dares to come! I haven’t even gone to settle accounts with him, and he delivers himself to my door!” Marquis Dingxi said angrily inside, urging Su Mei to quickly help him dress.

Marquis Dingxi arrived at the reception hall and immediately saw the elder seated in the guest position.

This elder was about sixty years old, with a solemn face and dignified posture. His white hair was arranged in a topknot without a strand out of place, and even his hanging beard was perfectly neat—even breathing couldn’t move it a fraction.

Standing beside him was a man who, though standing, had the same expression and dress as if cast from the same mold as the elder.

Old pedant!

Marquis Dingxi cursed silently. In the past, just hearing this in-law’s name gave him a headache, but now with his daughter-in-law backing him up… ahem, no—with dirt on this old bastard, he needn’t worry about meeting him. But actually seeing him still made his heart feel blocked.

These two sour scholars would make even his elegant reception hall smell different.

Marquis Dingxi entered with a stern face.

Old Master Liu rose and performed meticulous courtesies with him. Marquis Dingxi had no choice but to return them meticulously.

Not because he feared this old bastard, but because he couldn’t afford to waste the time.

Otherwise the man would nag about how this didn’t conform to standards, that didn’t follow etiquette, showing disrespect to him meant disrespecting sacred learning, disrespecting Confucius, disrespecting the emperor… and ramble on with all sorts of nonsense.

Better to keep things peaceful.

After the father finished his courtesies, Liu Chengyang began paying respects to his father-in-law.

“Enough, enough. Don’t give me this false politeness.” Marquis Dingxi wasn’t so courteous with the younger generation, glaring and snorting. “If you really want to be polite to me, then treat my daughter and granddaughter well!”

Liu Chengyang said nothing, meticulously completing his courtesies before retreating behind his father.

Though Marquis Dingxi spoke harshly, it felt like punching cotton—not very satisfying.

“The Marquis’s words are mistaken.” Old Master Liu spoke.

With father present, naturally it wasn’t the son’s turn to speak.

“Mistaken how? Surnamed Liu, even a servant woman in your house can bully my daughter! This is what I saw with my own eyes—who knows what happens when I’m not looking!” Marquis Dingxi decided to seize the initiative, speaking loudly with an indignant expression.

“Nothing else—just what the Marquis saw. As for what wasn’t seen, that simply doesn’t exist.” Old Master Liu said solemnly.

“Bah! You think whatever you say goes?” Marquis Dingxi said angrily. “Look at what my daughter wears—she’s dressed worse than a servant!”

Old Master Liu’s expression remained solemn.

“The Liu family are scholars. We don’t farm or engage in labor, living without working, so naturally we must be somewhat frugal.” He said, looking at Marquis Dingxi. “We cannot compare to the marquis’s wealthy household with fine clothes and jade food. It has indeed wronged the young lady.”

Marquis Dingxi’s gaze fell on the father and son, seeing that they were indeed dressed worse than his steward…

Bah! This old bastard did it on purpose!

“Wronged! She’s greatly wronged! Tell me, how have you bullied and neglected my daughter in the past! Don’t think I don’t know!” Marquis Dingxi snorted, not continuing that line of conversation.

Old Master Liu looked at him.

“Chunlan has been married for seven years and returned to her natal home only three times—once after the wedding, once for grandmother’s funeral, and this visit home. I always thought Chunlan was devoted to her family and unwilling to go out. I didn’t realize the Marquis held grievances against my family, causing this situation.” He stood up and bowed to Marquis Dingxi, with Liu Chengyang naturally following suit. “If Chunlan has daily grievances, I as father-in-law am not as perceptive as the Marquis and haven’t heard her speak of them personally. Please tell me, Marquis.”

Marquis Dingxi was left speechless.

Indeed, his daughter had been married seven years and returned three times, and he hadn’t even seen her during those visits. How would he know if she was wronged? Besides, what did her grievances have to do with him…

This damned pedant!

Marquis Dingxi glared at Old Master Liu, who maintained his solemn expression like the portrait of the sacred teacher hanging in the room.

“Liu Pingyun, never mind other grievances—why did you have to separate mother and daughter for no good reason?…” Marquis Dingxi wanted to say Yan’er’s name but realized he didn’t even know what his granddaughter was called, stumbling over his words. “…The child is still so young. Aren’t you trying to drive them to death?”

Old Master Liu looked at him, expression unchanged.

“For no good reason?” He said only these four words.

Marquis Dingxi wanted to slap himself. Why did he always trap himself with his own words in front of this old man? It was all this old man’s fault—just like the tutor grandfather had hired for him long ago.

That tutor always wore a stern face, never punishing or scolding, never hitting with a ruler, not even assigning standing punishment. He would just snort through his nose and look at you with those “you’re worthless” eyes, making you want to shrink into the ground and never face people again.

It left him with lasting trauma—whenever he met such people, his legs would shake, his heart would race and he’d sweat. Usually eloquent and articulate, he would suddenly become this clumsy!

Marquis Dingxi looked at the father and son while Old Master Liu looked back at him.

The room fell silent for a moment.

The steward standing outside had been listening intently. Hearing the Marquis speak loudly, though there were always pauses afterward, at least the Marquis was speaking with confidence. He expected righteous indignation soon, then suddenly heard laughter from the hall.

Laughter…

“…In-law, have you eaten? Coming so early, you probably haven’t… Steward… steward…”

Watching servants guide the Liu father and son to eat, Marquis Dingxi gently wiped his sweat with a handkerchief and turned to see the steward watching him.

“What are you looking at!” He immediately felt his face heating up. “Hurry up and fetch the Young Madam!”

Fetch the Young Madam for what?

In this situation, shouldn’t they call Madam Xie?

Marquis Dingxi also realized his words were rather… odd.

“This old man will definitely argue unreasonably again! Isn’t the Young Madam a doctor? Have her explain things—let’s see what that old man has to say then!” He glared.

Understood! So this in-law was being unreasonable and the Marquis couldn’t out-argue him!

The steward agreed and hurried off.

“Quick, quick, release the Young Madam…” He called out, then slapped his own mouth. “…Quick, invite the Young Madam…”

Chapter 186: Blocking the Soldiers
Since the guests were men, they would be received in the outer courtyard, so the women in the inner courtyard were unaware of their arrival.

When Qi Yue woke up, it was still early. Chang Yuncheng had a habit of morning exercises, and although he was very careful, he still disturbed her. Moreover, today was the day of the surgery.

Sitting at her desk, she reviewed the surgical plan for the last time when A’Ru rushed in urgently.

“…Young Madam, Hu San came by just now,” she said.

“What happened?” Qi Yue was somewhat nervous. What was he doing here so early? Could there be some accident with the surgery?

“He said that Old Physician An from Shanning…” A’Ru began.

Hearing this, Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief.

“He’s looking for trouble, isn’t he?” she interjected with a laugh. “Whatever, I’m relying on my position to bully others anyway, so I’m not afraid.”

“No,” A’Ru smiled. “Hu San said that person wants to become your disciple.”

“What?” Qi Yue stared in surprise, eyes wide. “Become my disciple?”

“Yes, Dr. Liu doesn’t know how to dissuade him either, so he had Hu San come and give you a heads-up, to let Young Madam be prepared,” A’Ru said, unable to hide her own surprise. “Young Madam, what does that Old Physician An want to do?”

“The secret formula,” Qi Yue said, setting down the papers in her hand.

“It’s about the illness of the old madam’s child…” A’Ru understood too.

“Yes, you see, when I told the truth, no one believed it,” Qi Yue laughed. “I already told him I have no secret formula, that this was the result of all the physicians working together, but he just won’t believe it. To obtain the secret formula, he figures he can only become my disciple. Really thinking too much.”

“What will Young Madam do?” A’Ru asked. “Will you take him as a disciple?”

Just as they were talking, a maid came in to relay the steward’s words.

“People from the eldest daughter’s husband’s family have come?” Qi Yue said, clicking her tongue twice. “What perfect timing, why did they have to come today of all days?”

“I just hope it won’t affect the little miss’s surgery,” A’Ru said worriedly.

“They wouldn’t dare!” Qi Yue snorted, then gestured with her hand and tossed her head. “Change my clothes!”

When Qi Yue arrived at the outer courtyard guest hall, Marquis Dingxi was in the middle of a great rage.

“Eat! Let them eat!” he shouted loudly.

“But we don’t have such things…” the steward said with difficulty.

“Father, what’s wrong?” Qi Yue asked.

“Yueniang, you’ve come. Wait a moment, the Liu father and son are still eating. After they finish eating, you can explain to them again,” Marquis Dingxi spoke gently to his daughter-in-law.

As they talked, Chang Chunlan also came over, but she didn’t dare enter the room, standing outside the door trembling with fear.

“What do they want to eat? Can’t the kitchen make it?” Qi Yue asked.

“They want to eat flatbread and pickled vegetables,” the steward said.

What?

“…What is this about?” Qi Yue laughed.

“They say that’s what their family eats, that they’re accustomed to simple food and drink and can’t enjoy the rich fare of our household. It’s easy to go from frugality to luxury but hard to go from luxury to frugality – if they eat our fine food and delicacies today, they’ll miss it when they return home and won’t be able to peacefully enjoy their poverty,” the steward said in a low voice.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Is it because father said elder sister is suffering mistreatment at their house?” she asked with a smile.

Marquis Dingxi snorted from the side.

“That old fool is doing this on purpose! He eats simple food and drink! It would be more believable to say he’s vegetarian!” he glared and shouted.

Then he called to Chang Chunlan outside, “You come in! Does this old codger father-in-law of yours really eat flatbread with pickled vegetables at home?”

Such a way of addressing her father-in-law made Chang Chunlan panic. She naturally wouldn’t dare say such things, and didn’t know what to say either. Ever since hearing that her father-in-law and husband had come, she had been frightened out of her wits. Combined with her already fearsome father, it was already impressive that she could still stand here.

In matters of father-in-law and father quarreling, women naturally couldn’t speak.

Qi Yue quickly took over the conversation.

“Regardless of what he eats at home, since they’ve come, they’re our guests. The host should accommodate the guests’ wishes,” she smiled. “Father, don’t get angry.”

“I’m not angry. I just can’t stand that old fool’s pretense!” Marquis Dingxi huffed and sat down with a sweep of his sleeve.

Qi Yue gestured to the steward.

“We don’t have any?” she asked quietly.

“No, even what the lowest servants eat isn’t this poor,” the steward said in a low voice.

“Then the lowest servants’ homes should have it,” Qi Yue said.

The steward slapped his forehead – he’d been too flustered! Without another word, he hurried out.

Qi Yue pulled Chang Chunlan inside to talk, trying to help her calm down, but Chang Chunlan really couldn’t calm down.

“Look at your pathetic state! What’s there to be afraid of! You’re the one who’s been wronged, not the Liu family!” Marquis Dingxi said irritably.

Chang Chunlan was trembling even while standing.

A light cough came from outside – Old Master Liu had arrived.

Marquis Dingxi turned his head and stopped talking.

“Father,” Chang Chunlan quickly bowed to him.

Old Master Liu looked at her sternly and stepped inside.

Liu Chengyang followed behind. Seeing his wife, Chang Chunlan called out “husband” but finally lowered her head under Liu Chengyang’s angry glare, with tears falling to the ground.

“I won’t say much else,” Old Master Liu sat down and took out a paper from his sleeve. “This is a letter of divorce.”

At these words, everyone in the room was shocked.

Chang Chunlan broke down crying even more, kneeling on the ground and calling out “Father.”

Marquis Dingxi was so angry he jumped up. This old fool – pulling out a divorce letter now! If he had brought it out earlier, he wouldn’t have gotten even flatbread and pickled vegetables!

“A divorce letter – I ask you, which of the seven grounds has she committed?” he glared and shouted.

“Excessive speech,” Old Master Liu answered blandly.

Marquis Dingxi spat.

“Excessive speech! If she had excessive speech, you father and son would never have been able to set foot in my Marquis Dingxi’s mansion gates years ago!” he said loudly. “She has excessive speech? What excessive speech has she had? Go with me to the magistrate and explain – when her flesh and blood are about to be forcibly separated, can she not speak a word? When her young daughter is about to be sent to die by her own relatives, can she not speak a word? If she didn’t speak up about even this, Surnamed Liu, you wouldn’t need to divorce your wife – I’d personally tie her up and bring her back to drown her myself. Even tigers don’t eat their own cubs – what would I want with such a creature worse than animals?”

After Marquis Dingxi spoke these words, everyone in the room stared at him with wide eyes. Even the usually composed Old Master Liu’s expression changed slightly, and Liu Chengyang, whose cultivation was decades behind his father’s, was even more wide-eyed and flustered.

Though he had visited his father-in-law’s house only a handful of times, he had never felt the father-in-law before him was so strange.

Good, well scolded!

The steward standing outside the room breathed a sigh of relief and looked around at the young servants.

“Go on, go on. It’s nothing,” he said easily.

With Young Madam in charge, even a cat could become a tiger.

Chang Chunlan crawled forward on her knees, crying and kowtowing to Old Master Liu.

“Father, Father, Yan’er is really too young. I beg you, Father, let me go to the temple with Yan’er…” she cried.

Before Old Master Liu could speak, Marquis Dingxi, still not satisfied, took over.

“He dares! Surnamed Liu, I’m not dead yet! You dare try sending my daughter to a temple – I’ll tear down your Liu family if I don’t stop being surnamed Chang!” Marquis Dingxi declared resolutely.

In such a tragic and angry scene, Qi Yue didn’t know why she suddenly wanted to laugh, and since she wanted to laugh, she actually did smile with pursed lips.

“Father’s words are wrong,” Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from outside.

Qi Yue watched her husband stride in, still carrying the sweaty scent from his morning exercises, his damp clothes making his solid muscles faintly visible – he looked good from every angle.

Even though there were so many people in the room, Chang Yuncheng wasn’t being deliberate, but he still immediately felt Qi Yue’s gaze. Especially that woman’s undisguised joy and heat…

Really, this woman… doesn’t know to restrain herself in front of others…

Looking at people like that, so… so embarrassing…

“…It should be said that unless everyone in our Marquis Dingxi’s mansion dies, even if only a small child remains, we won’t let our Chang family bloodline suffer such humiliation,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

Though Chu has only three households, Chu will surely destroy Qin – this meaning isn’t used in this context, is it?!

What’s with all this talk of death and life? Have these father and son gone mad? Why say such things!

Really disgracing scholarly decorum! What nonsense!

Liu Chengyang couldn’t help but step closer to his father, continuing to maintain his angry stare.

Old Master Liu had already recovered from his slight surprise and slowly stroked his unchanging beard.

“So the Marquis and the Lord think the same way. That puts my mind at ease,” he said blandly.

Marquis Dingxi, who had been proudly excited, was stunned by this remark.

What is this old fool going to say now?

“The so-called – if filth and corruption are not removed, the household will not be peaceful,” Old Master Liu spoke with solemn bearing, looking sternly at the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. “For the health and smooth fortune of the Liu family descendants, I would rather suffer the pain of severing a limb than remove this corruption. I dare ask, Marquis, if I am willing to personally consume my own child to protect children – to protect more children – if in your eyes this makes me worse than animals, then I accept it.”

Marquis Dingxi suddenly felt as if he were standing before his childhood teacher again, being asked whether this matter was right or wrong, correct or incorrect.

He just couldn’t understand why this old man always had this unchanging sage-teacher appearance. He really didn’t know when he would be able to tear through this constant mask!

A female voice rang out in the room.

“So this is what Old Master Liu is doing this for,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Hearing the female voice, Old Master Liu didn’t even glance over, and naturally, his son Liu Chengyang didn’t look either.

“Yan’er, Yan’er, come in,” Qi Yue beckoned outside.

Everyone was surprised and looked toward the door.

It turned out that at some point, A’Ru had been standing outside the door holding Yan’er’s hand.

Liu Chengyang looked at his daughter with complex emotions – she still had her mouth and nose covered as she did at home.

Come in? He knew his own daughter – she had never seen so many people in daily life, let alone dared to come forward.

Just as this thought flashed through his mind, he saw his daughter release the maid’s hand and run in with quick steps.

Qi Yue opened her arms, and Yan’er seemed quite familiar, immediately rushing into them.

“Oh my, good, you’re a bit heavier than yesterday!” Qi Yue said, lifting her up with a smile.

“I didn’t eat this morning, or I’d be even heavier,” Yan’er said.

This… Liu Chengyang could no longer maintain his stern expression. He stared wide-eyed in disbelief at his daughter, then in disbelief at the woman holding his daughter.

She… she’s not afraid?

Qi Yue had already set Yan’er down and smiled at Old Master Liu again.

“Actually, Yan’er’s condition is an illness,” she said. “This has always been recorded in medical texts – it’s not some evil spirit.”

Old Master Liu still didn’t look at her, but looked at Marquis Dingxi instead.

“Not having visited for years, I didn’t know the Marquis’s mansion had changed its female head,” he said blandly.

What?!

Chapter 187: Venomous Tongue
Marquis Dingxi’s face immediately flushed red, and Chang Yuncheng’s expression also became very unpleasant.

This, this damned old fool – what is he saying!

“You old bastard, this is my daughter-in-law, the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Open your eyes and look properly,” Marquis Dingxi said through gritted teeth.

Old Master Liu raised his eyelids slightly.

“Oh, so it’s the Young Madam. Forgive my ignorance, so the Marquis’s mansion has the Marquis and Young Madam jointly managing internal and external household affairs,” he said blandly.

How venomous!

This remark was immediately relayed to the inner courtyard, and Madam Xie burst into laughter.

After Old Master Liu arrived, as the Marquis’s wife, she was the first to receive the news. But since he was a male guest, she wasn’t invited and didn’t need to see him. However, she soon heard that Marquis Dingxi had actually sent for the Young Madam to come over. Wasn’t this telling everyone that she, the Marquis’s wife, was just a decoration? She wasn’t dead yet!

Madam Xie was so angry she overturned teacups and tables in her room.

Had everyone in the house now made this woman their backbone? From high to low, old to young – whenever there was any matter, was this wench the first person they looked for?

Though she hadn’t gone to the front, she had sent maids there, and everything said inside was immediately relayed back to her. When she heard Old Master Liu’s words, Madam Xie laughed until she nearly choked, feeling all the stuffiness in her chest dissipate.

“Good, well said!” she laughed heartily.

She originally had no impression or feelings about Old Master Liu – the father-in-law of a concubine’s daughter was completely unrelated to her – but after today, she decided that in the future, gifts to the Liu family during festivals would definitely be more generous.

Of course, if there was still a chance to be in-laws.

Shameless wench! She deserved to be humiliated!

Here, Chang Yuncheng promptly stopped Marquis Dingxi from lifting a stool, the maids couldn’t help but retreat to the corners, Chang Chunlan held Yan’er and cried again, and Yan’er was also frightened by the atmosphere in the room.

In comparison, Old Master Liu sitting upright in his chair appeared increasingly solemn and serene – let the winds blow from east, west, south, and north, he remained unmoved like a pine tree.

Ah, someone who can refuse fine food and just gnaw on flatbread with pickled vegetables – his bite is indeed fierce.

Qi Yue looked at this old man and smiled.

Here, Marquis Dingxi had already begun cursing wildly, shouting for the steward to bring people to throw these father and son out.

“Father, ignorance is not a crime,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Old Master Liu doesn’t know our family’s situation – just explain it to him properly.”

Hearing this, Marquis Dingxi restrained his temper slightly.

“Surnamed Liu, listen well. This is…” he said with glaring eyes.

Before he could finish speaking, Old Master Liu raised his eyelids and snorted.

“The Young Madam’s words are really effective,” he said blandly.

This one sentence nearly suffocated Marquis Dingxi.

“I heard long ago that your family has hens crowing at dawn, I didn’t believe it, but seeing it today, it’s indeed true,” Old Master Liu said. From beginning to end, his expression remained solemn, sitting in the hall, fully displaying contempt and disdain.

“And she’s a junior!” Old Master Liu added another sentence.

Marquis Dingxi could no longer care about anything else. Enraged by this old man to the point of dying and reviving and dying again, he violently threw the stool in his hands.

Fortunately, Chang Yuncheng blocked it, and it fell in front of Old Master Liu.

Liu Chengyang was slightly startled, but Old Master Liu remained unmoved.

Qi Yue suddenly stepped forward, standing directly in front of Old Master Liu. Old Master Liu had never had a woman stand so directly before him.

“You…” he began solemnly.

“You old man, you look quite learned and reasonable, how can you be so ignorant of manners?” Qi Yue frowned and said.

This old man had a venomous tongue, but because he emphasized measured tones, he spoke slowly.

“I…” Old Master Liu began solemnly again.

“My father hasn’t even finished speaking, and you’re going ‘this and that’ – didn’t anyone teach you not to interrupt when others are speaking?” Qi Yue didn’t give him a chance to speak and continued.

Old Master Liu was blocked from speaking twice, his face slightly flushed – whether from anger or being stifled was unclear.

What kind of family is this! When do women get to interrupt when men are speaking!

This woman really has no shame!

And she talks about not interrupting others – what are you doing right now!

“It’s not your turn to speak to me in this house!” Old Master Liu regained his composure after a breath and said blandly.

Here, Marquis Dingxi was about to curse again but was stopped by Chang Yuncheng.

“Speaking of household matters, with father, mother, and the Lord present, if you asked me to speak, I wouldn’t dare,” Qi Yue also regained her composure and said with a smile.

“You’ve said quite a lot already,” Old Master Liu said blandly.

“Because what I want to say isn’t household matters. Old Master Liu, may I speak now?” Qi Yue asked.

“What else do you have to say?” Old Master Liu said blandly, not even lifting his eyelids.

“Surnamed Liu, can you listen to people speak properly?” Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but shout again.

“Are you saying that what I’ve heard up to now hasn’t been people speaking?” Old Master Liu lifted his eyelids to look at Marquis Dingxi and asked solemnly.

Marquis Dingxi was so angry he nearly fainted. He pointed at Old Master Liu and started looking for something to throw again.

Qi Yue sighed. Having traveled through time for so long, this was the first time she’d encountered someone so infuriating – even more so than Wang Qingchun. Wang Qingchun was infuriating through actions, but this old man could completely infuriate people to death with just his mouth.

“I am a physician. I’m now telling you that I’m going to treat your granddaughter’s illness – that is, this cleft lip,” she raised her voice to suppress the chaos in the room, while reaching out to pull Yan’er over. “This is what I want to tell you. Can you understand?”

The room fell silent for a moment.

“I already said this once, but I think you didn’t hear,” Qi Yue said rapidly. “Yan’er’s condition isn’t some evil spirit, but an illness – a congenital disease, just like any illness we all might get. It’s an illness, not…”

Old Master Liu came to his senses at this point.

“Everyone? Why don’t you have a cleft lip then?” he asked solemnly.

The just-calmed Marquis Dingxi took a deep breath and gripped the table edge tightly.

If he killed this old fool, Heaven wouldn’t blame him, would it?

Well said, I was waiting for exactly this question.

Qi Yue looked at this Old Master Liu.

“Because this is a hereditary family disease,” she said.

Hereditary family disease? What does that mean?

“It means Yan’er’s illness was passed down from your family’s ancestors,” Qi Yue continued.

Marquis Dingxi remembered now.

“Surnamed Liu, did you hear that? This is your family’s disease that caused my daughter to be like this! Remove evil spirits! Remove evil spirits! Clean out your own house first before talking about my daughter and granddaughter!” he jumped up and shouted.

Old Master Liu’s expression finally changed. His face twitched slightly, a flash of darkness passed through his eyes. Whether he couldn’t understand or for some other reason, he surprisingly didn’t retort immediately.

“You… you’re talking nonsense!” When the father didn’t speak, Liu Chengyang spoke up. He looked at Qi Yue angrily. “No one in our family has this illness! Isn’t that right, Father?”

Old Master Liu either didn’t hear or disdained to answer, just sat with a dark expression, motionless.

“I’m not talking nonsense, I’m a physician,” Qi Yue said, looking at him. “I’m going to perform surgery on her today. After I complete the surgery, Yan’er will be just like other children.”

She looked at Liu Chengyang, then at Old Master Liu.

“So, if it can be cured, it’s naturally an illness, not an evil spirit,” she said.

What is she saying? Cured? Yan’er will be like other children?

Such a claim was too unheard of. Liu Chengyang simply didn’t know what to say.

“You say you’re a physician?” Old Master Liu suddenly asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, I am a physician,” she answered.

“My daughter-in-law is a divine physician! A divine physician! Do you understand? I specially had her come to discuss Yan’er’s illness with you. Look at what you’ve been saying from start to finish!” Marquis Dingxi immediately shouted. “If Yan’er weren’t my granddaughter, someone like you would never hope to be treated by us in this lifetime!”

As long as he followed this woman’s lead in conversation, Marquis Dingxi’s voice was always the loudest.

Old Master Liu glanced at him, while the other man, the Lord, stood there like a wooden post, showing nothing but an expression ready to hit someone, not saying a word.

And they say this house doesn’t have hens crowing at dawn?!

And physician!

“What kind of physician are you? A midwife?” Old Master Liu said.

“Go ask around and you’ll know what kind of physician my Yueniang is!” Marquis Dingxi said angrily.

Go ask around! It won’t scare you to death!

“I follow the sage’s words that seeing is believing while hearing is false. I never take to heart what others say,” Old Master Liu answered blandly.

“Are you saying that so many people have seen it with their own eyes, but because you haven’t seen it personally, the matter is false?” Marquis Dingxi was so angry he had lost all emotion, looking at Old Master Liu and asking.

“Those are your words, I didn’t say that,” Old Master Liu said blandly. “I only said I haven’t seen it personally and don’t know about any divine physician or non-divine physician. Speaking of physicians, I do know there’s one in Shanning Prefecture who could be called a good physician. As for the Young Madam…”

He stopped there without continuing, but his implication was more infuriating than if he had spoken.

Marquis Dingxi suddenly didn’t want to speak anymore.

With this old man, he would never be able to out-argue him, would he?

These people who had become spirits through studying were just like this!

Old Master Liu held fast to his principles. No matter how one argued, his reasoning couldn’t be shaken.

But at this moment, Qi Yue’s eyes lit up. She said nothing but beckoned to A’Ru beside her, whispered a few words in her ear, and A’Ru bowed and left.

No one paid attention to a maid coming and going. Since Marquis Dingxi had suddenly become dispirited and stopped talking, the room became quiet.

When he didn’t speak, others were even less likely to speak.

“…All these years, because of Yan’er, no matter what people outside said about our Liu family, have I ever said half a word to you?”

“…You call it coldness, but Yan’er’s appearance frightens people. Because they’re afraid, they avoid her – is this called coldness? Being inauspicious herself, yet expecting others to flatter her – what kind of intention is that?”

“…Running to your natal family to gossip and slander – such a wicked woman, whether you return or not, even if you do return, our Liu family doesn’t want you anymore…”

Old Master Liu threw the divorce letter in his hand on the ground.

Chang Chunlan crawled over on her knees, crying and kowtowing.

“Father, Father, your daughter-in-law knows she was wrong…” she cried, unable to say anything else.

Seeing her mother cry, six-year-old Yan’er already knew what “don’t want” meant, because she often heard other people threaten her with these words.

Don’t want you anymore…

Drive your mother away…

Marry a new wife…

Never see your mother again for the rest of your life…

Yan’er burst into tears and rushed over to kowtow as well.

“Grandfather, don’t drive my mother away. Grandfather, Yan’er is willing to go to the temple… don’t drive my mother away…”

Chapter 188: Good Fortune
This crying and shouting made everyone in the room feel heartbroken. Even Liu Chengyang, standing beside Old Master Liu, changed his expression. Looking at his wife and daughter crying on the ground, he couldn’t help but step forward. Old Master Liu stood up.

“Marquis, I’m returning your daughter to you and won’t manage her anymore, but it’s reasonable for me to take my family’s child with me, isn’t it?” he said to Marquis Dingxi blandly.

Indeed, this was an irrefutable logic.

Marquis Dingxi didn’t even want to speak or raise his head. He began to regret in his heart – if he hadn’t kept Chang Chunlan and her daughter back then, today’s humiliation wouldn’t have happened…

Upon hearing Old Master Liu’s words, Chang Chunlan and Yan’er were greatly shocked, and the mother and daughter immediately embraced each other.

“…Aunt, Aunt…” Yan’er suddenly broke free from her mother and threw herself at Qi Yue, who had been silent for a long time. “Aunt…”

She raised her head and looked at Qi Yue with tearful eyes, but didn’t know what she should plead for.

Though she was young, she knew she was surnamed Liu, not Chang…

Could someone not surnamed Liu help her?

Qi Yue held her and looked toward the standing Old Master Liu.

“Old Master, Yan’er’s condition is really an illness. Even if you don’t believe me, haven’t you ever found other physicians to examine her?” she said hesitantly, her expression and tone completely different from before.

Relying on just a mouth to win over that brainless Marquis Dingxi is about right! An embroidered pillow!

Old Master Liu’s solemn expression showed several traces of undisguised contempt.

There were few people left who could make father show his emotions externally. Liu Chengyang saw this and sighed on the side – even though it was disdain, Young Madam, you could say you’re honored.

“…Which physician could examine this?” Old Master Liu said blandly.

He meant this wasn’t an illness.

Qi Yue smiled awkwardly.

“I’m ignorant and young, so I don’t know either. Our Yongqing Prefecture has several good physicians…” she seemed not to understand his meaning and said hurriedly, “I heard they’re all very capable…”

Old Master Liu glanced at her blandly.

“Capable? Your Yongqing Prefecture also has capable physicians? If even you can be called a divine physician, then Yongqing Prefecture must be full of immortals,” he said.

Qi Yue seemed even more panicked by his words.

“Well, well, I don’t know either. I heard from others that they’re very capable. If Old Master looks down on them, then I don’t know who else could be a good physician…” she said, determined to keep harping on the topic of physicians.

What Old Master Liu should do at this moment was stride away, not waste words with her here. But seeing the woman who had been so arrogant before now becoming submissive and obsequious felt quite good. Ignorant child, arrogant and conceited – let me give you a few more pointers on behalf of Marquis Dingxi.

“Speaking of good physicians, Old Physician An of Shanning Prefecture could indeed be called one,” he said blandly. “Next time Young Madam makes empty claims about illnesses and calls herself a divine physician, you might as well go see this physician first and learn what a real physician is.”

Chang Yuncheng was startled and looked at Qi Yue, suddenly smiled slightly, and continued to remain motionless.

Qi Yue showed a look of sudden realization.

“Old Physician An? Is he that capable?” she asked.

“At least more credible than you,” Old Master Liu said blandly.

“Oh…” Qi Yue looked at him and drew out her tone. “Old Physician An of Shanning Prefecture…”

This woman’s face no longer showed that submissive look.

“Is he really that capable?” she asked back. “How come I’ve never heard of him? Why are his words more credible than mine?”

Old Master Liu glanced at her.

“What are you anyway!” he said blandly. After speaking, he no longer looked at Qi Yue and turned his gaze toward the door. Suddenly he froze.

At some point, two people had walked into the courtyard, one of them sitting in a wheelchair.

Old Master Liu looked at this person, surprise appearing on his face.

What did he see?

Marquis Dingxi also saw two strangers had come to the courtyard.

“Who are they?” he asked irritably. Where was the steward? Where had he died? Had that cowardly dog hidden himself? Not even watching the main gate, letting anyone barge in?

“An Jinzhong of Shanning Prefecture pays respects to the Marquis,” the old man in the wheelchair said, cupping his hands in salute.

Old Master Liu’s originally surprised expression suddenly intensified, finally becoming dumbfounded.

What?

“Father, it’s Old Physician An!” Liu Chengyang didn’t have his father’s decades of cultivated composure and couldn’t help shouting loudly, pointing at the old man in the courtyard. “It’s Old Physician An! The sage’s words are indeed right – don’t speak of people behind their backs, speak of them and they arrive!”

Go to hell, which sage ever said that!

Old Master Liu cursed in his heart. That brat must have been secretly reading forbidden books bought on the street again!

However, what a coincidence – what was Old Physician An doing here?

He immediately thought that this family insisted Yan’er was ill, so they must have invited Old Physician An to treat her.

That’s right, it must be so!

So what?

Would Old Physician An say this was an illness?

He snorted, but before the snort was finished, he froze again.

After Old Physician An greeted the Marquis, he saluted Qi Yue.

“Young Madam, An Jinzhong has come to apologize to you,” he said, bowing deeply. His legs were inconvenient, so he could only bend his upper body deeply.

“Oh, it’s you. This is nothing – it’s inevitable for physicians to have different opinions and argue,” Qi Yue said, gesturing for him to quickly stop the formalities, then looked at Liu Pucheng. “Teacher, why didn’t you say you were coming?”

With her words, Old Master Liu’s just-arising thought that this woman was being deliberate disappeared.

Chang Yuncheng on the side couldn’t help but turn his head to hide the smile at the corner of his mouth.

Teacher, why did you come? Only this woman could say such words so brazenly without blushing!

Wasn’t it you who called them here!

Liu Pucheng waited until the two had finished saying what they needed to say, then looked into the room with some discomfort – men standing, women and children kneeling…

“Your family has guests. This is truly presumptuous,” he said.

His expression was uneasy, anxious, and fearful, without the slightest pretense.

Old Master Liu felt something strange in his heart. He always felt something was wrong with the situation, but couldn’t quite put his finger on it.

At this moment, Qi Yue suddenly looked at him.

Old Master Liu’s heart jumped.

“Ah? Right,” Qi Yue said with some surprise and delight. “Old Master, this physician is also from Shanning Prefecture… the same place as the physician you mentioned… oh right…”

She looked at Old Physician An again.

“This old gentleman, I forgot – what is your honorable surname?” she asked.

“My humble surname is An,” Old Physician An quickly answered.

“Oh my, what a coincidence, you’re also surnamed An,” Qi Yue smiled, then looked at Old Master Liu. “Old Master, he’s also surnamed An!”

Old Master Liu looked at this woman and said nothing.

But Qi Yue had no intention of letting him off.

“Eh? Old Master, could it be… he’s the Old Physician An you mentioned?” she asked with a face full of surprise and curiosity.

Marquis Dingxi finally reacted. He swept away his previous dejection and strode over in two or three steps, looking toward the door.

“Old Physician An! Old Physician An! How did you come!” he shouted loudly, his expression as if seeing an old friend not seen for many years.

The steward standing in some unknown corner could swear to heaven that this was the first time the Marquis had ever seen this Old Physician An.

“Just now Old Master Liu was talking about you. Divine physician, truly divine – speaking of you and you arrive,” the Marquis laughed heartily.

What nonsense was this? Old Master Liu twitched his cheek.

He really hadn’t said much, had he…

“Is this Old Master Liu of Danjiang Prefecture?” Old Physician An looked at him and said with a smile, cupping his hands in salute. “I wouldn’t dare, I wouldn’t dare. Old Master Liu flatters me.”

Years ago when Old Master Liu’s mother was seriously ill, it was by seeking out Old Physician An that her life was saved. Such a great favor – Old Master Liu would never act ungratefully no matter what.

Even if Old Physician An didn’t recognize him, he would have stepped forward to greet him, let alone when the man recognized him.

“Physician An, you deserve it,” he said solemnly.

Old Physician An shook his head.

“I studied foolishly for several years, thinking I had achieved something, until I met Young Madam and realized I was a frog at the bottom of a well. I’m ashamed and unworthy,” he said.

What… what… does this mean?

Old Master Liu froze in place again.

Here, Old Physician An formally saluted Qi Yue again.

“Young Madam, this old man came not only to express apologies for my student’s rudeness last time, but also to request to become Young Madam’s disciple,” he said.

“Old Physician An, I wouldn’t dare accept this,” Qi Yue quickly said, returning the salute again.

Marquis Dingxi on the side couldn’t hold back anymore. He stared fixedly at Old Master Liu’s expression.

“…Yueniang, since Old Physician An is so eager to learn, don’t disappoint him,” he said loudly. “He came all this way specially – given this sincerity, don’t deliberately refuse out of past grievances.”

Even Qi Yue blushed hearing these words, but Marquis Dingxi didn’t care. He finally saw Old Master Liu’s eternally unchanging sage face crack!

“Well, father, you still have guests. Let me first ask Dr. Liu and Physician An to wait in your study,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

Marquis Dingxi felt he hadn’t had enough fun yet, but Qi Yue didn’t wait for his agreement and quickly had someone escort Liu Pucheng and Old Physician An away.

After these two left, the guest hall became quiet again.

Chang Chunlan and Yan’er had already been helped up to sit in chairs, sobbing.

“Chengyang, take Yan’er and bid farewell,” Old Master Liu said, sweeping his sleeves as if to leave.

Hearing this, Chang Chunlan and Yan’er began crying again.

But Liu Chengyang hesitated.

“Father, about Yan’er’s condition…” he said stammering.

Before he could finish speaking, Old Master Liu glared at him.

“Come with me quickly!” he shouted.

Liu Chengyang was frightened and immediately didn’t dare speak further. He went to pull Yan’er, but Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and blocked him.

“What? Does the Lord mean you won’t let us take her?” Old Master Liu asked coldly.

Chang Yuncheng also gave him a cold smile in return.

“That’s right,” he said.

Qi Yue walked over with a beaming smile.

“Actually, we never planned to let Yan’er go with you from the beginning,” she said, no longer showing any trace of her earlier submissiveness. “But Old Master Liu kept interrupting our speech, so we didn’t have a chance to tell you. Oh, right.”

She stood beside Chang Yuncheng, smiling and tilting her head slightly.

“Old Master Liu asked me earlier what I am…” she said. “I’m young and don’t dare judge myself presumptuously. May I ask Old Master, what do you say I am?”

Old Master Liu laughed coldly.

“Young Madam, are you very pleased with playing such tricks?” he said with raised eyebrows. By this point, his face no longer showed that solemn bearing. “Since you already knew Old Physician An and deliberately acted this way, what are your intentions!”

How could it be such a coincidence? There are never coincidences in this world, only human machinations!

By this time, Old Master Liu had figured it out. He thought of the maid who had left halfway, going out after being called by this Young Madam to say a few words. He thought of how this woman had led him to talk about those physicians – at the time he thought the woman was panicked and uneasy, but now it seemed it was all deliberate!

This! Woman!

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Intentions? No particular intentions, just wanted to make Old Master Liu happy,” she said with a smile. “If I had said it earlier, Old Master, would you feel as good as you do now?”

Shameless… shameless…

Old Master Liu stared wide-eyed, speechless and red-faced.

Qi Yue looked at him with a cold smile.

“I just wanted to let you know what I am,” she continued, slightly raising her head to look down at the old man condescendingly. “I wanted to let you know that when I say she’s ill, she’s ill. Any physician you randomly bring up can immediately appear and honor me as master. Do you think it’s because my fortune is too good, or because you’re not a decent person and even Heaven can’t stand it and is slapping your face?”

Chapter 189: Shameless
Old Master Liu had never seen such a shameless person in all his life!

And it was a woman at that!

Watching the old man’s expression, Marquis Dingxi finally couldn’t help but laugh heartily with relief.

Amid the laughter, Old Master Liu swept his sleeves and left. Liu Chengyang looked left and right – he couldn’t push aside Chang Yuncheng who was blocking him, and besides, this brother-in-law was quite unruly and would really dare to hit him.

Moreover, father hadn’t said again to make him pull Yan’er along…

He hurriedly lifted his feet to walk outside as well.

“Wait,” Qi Yue called out again. “Old Master Liu, you forgot something.”

Old Master Liu’s footsteps stopped.

Qi Yue walked over in a few steps, picked up the divorce letter from the ground, crumpled it up and threw it to Liu Chengyang.

“Take it,” she said.

Liu Chengyang’s face flushed red, not knowing whether to take it or not.

Old Master Liu laughed coldly. He was about to speak when Qi Yue had already opened her mouth first.

“Don’t worry, we won’t cling to your family,” she said, her face showing no smile as she looked coldly at Old Master Liu. “After I finish Yan’er’s surgery, we’ll personally come to your door and deliver a mutual divorce agreement.”

Old Master Liu looked at her, his chest heaving violently.

“Now, you can get lost,” Chang Yuncheng said blandly, pointing toward the door.

“See the guests out!” a servant outside immediately shouted loudly.

Whether startled by this shout or enraged, Old Master Liu actually stumbled when crossing the threshold. Fortunately, Liu Chengyang hurriedly supported him, preventing him from falling.

“Fine, let’s go!” Old Master Liu’s face was livid, and he looked back at the three of them with hatred, his voice dry and hoarse.

He shook off Liu Chengyang and strode away rapidly.

However, his figure was no longer as upright as a pine, steady and imposing as when he had entered.

Watching the father and son flee in panic, Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but burst into belly laughs.

Old fool, you brought this on yourself – serves you right!

How could it be such a coincidence? Was it really such a coincidence?

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but press Qi Yue for answers.

“It really was a coincidence,” Qi Yue laughed. “I’m not a tapeworm in Old Master Liu’s belly to know in advance that he respected Old Physician An and arrange for Old Physician An to come ahead of time. I can only say that Heaven couldn’t bear to see him humiliate you, father, so he just happened to mention Old Physician An. If he had mentioned some other physician, I would have had no solution.”

These words made Marquis Dingxi feel completely comfortable.

Did you hear that? This was all Heaven having eyes, this was all because he, Marquis Dingxi, had deep blessings and Heaven’s protection!

“Stop crying. Your sister-in-law is right – we’re not going back to this Liu family,” he stood up and looked at the mother and daughter Chang Chunlan clinging to each other. “But it’s not that they won’t let us return – it’s that we won’t return! Now you can live peacefully at home and wait for Yan’er’s illness to be cured.”

Chang Chunlan held Yan’er and knelt down crying, calling out “father” to Marquis Dingxi.

“Get up, get up,” Marquis Dingxi said with apparent impatience.

Qi Yue reached out to help her up.

“After this incident, we won’t do the surgery today. Let’s wait until tomorrow,” she said.

After sending Chang Chunlan away, she also took leave of Marquis Dingxi.

“When did you get involved with this An fellow?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

At this moment, he and Qi Yue were walking together toward Marquis Dingxi’s study.

“Yesterday,” Qi Yue laughed, recounting what had happened then.

Chang Yuncheng smiled, not knowing what expression to show her.

“You… really are…” he didn’t know what to say.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“I really am blessed by Heaven, with everything going smoothly,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“But you’re really good at climbing when given a pole,” he laughed, raising his hand to pat Qi Yue’s head.

Qi Yue tried to dodge but couldn’t.

“If people insist on giving me a pole, how could I face myself if I didn’t use it!” she said, glaring. “Don’t pat my head, you little brat!”

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily and reached out to pat her head again.

“Who’s little!” he laughed.

Sister, I’m twenty-eight this year! You’re only twenty-four! Qi Yue shouted angrily in her heart. After shouting, she couldn’t help but blush again.

Four years older…

This… this old cow eating tender grass isn’t quite right…

Seeing this woman blush, Chang Yuncheng was somewhat puzzled, but looking at the woman’s neck – white with a rosy glow, delicate and soft in the sunlight – his heart couldn’t help but grow warm. He looked left and right and saw that because they knew they were going to the study, not many maids had followed.

“Really not small,” he leaned down close and said in a low voice with a smile, while taking Qi Yue’s hand.

“What?” Qi Yue didn’t understand and looked up at him.

She saw this man smile slightly.

“You can see tonight,” he leaned close again and said in a low voice.

Mature single woman Qi Yue’s face immediately turned red.

“You shameless rogue!” she raised her hand to pinch his face.

Chang Yuncheng naturally wouldn’t let her pinch him, straightening up and laughing heartily.

Qi Yue raised her hand to pound his shoulder from behind a few times, unable to help but laugh with a red face herself.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t enter the study with her. He didn’t know what Qi Yue said to Old Physician An, but she returned shortly.

“How did you come back so quickly?” Chang Yuncheng was very surprised, then couldn’t help but smile. “No need to rush, he can’t run away. Tonight I’ll show you…”

Qi Yue was drinking tea and choked on hearing this.

“You little rascal!” she put down her teacup and pounced at Chang Yuncheng.

Fortunately, the maids were all accustomed to not serving when the couple was alone in their room, or they would definitely be blushing and retreating in panic now.

Chang Yuncheng embraced the woman throwing herself into his arms with both hands, laughing heartily.

“If you can’t wait, you can see now,” he said with a smile, easily lifting the woman up.

Qi Yue reached out to pull his face – who’s afraid of whom?

“Look then, look!” she shouted with glaring eyes.

This damn woman was like a little tigress. Chang Yuncheng’s whole body grew hot, his eyes darkening.

“Good,” he said hoarsely, carrying the woman toward the bedroom.

“Lord,” came the voice of the maid Qiu Xiang from outside.

“Get lost!”

An annoyed male voice came from inside the room.

“Lord, Madam is not well,” Qiu Xiang had to say again.

Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue hurried over. Everyone had already gathered at Madam Xie’s room.

But they all stood outside. Madam Xie only let Chang Yuncheng in, not even letting Qi Yue enter.

“My daughter-in-law is here, perfect for her to take a look…” Marquis Dingxi said unhappily.

“I said I’m fine. Are you hoping I’ll die?” Madam Xie struggled to sit up in bed and shouted, her voice hoarse and breathing unsteady.

Chang Yuncheng hurried to console her.

“Really unreasonable!” Marquis Dingxi angrily swept his sleeves and left.

Seeing him come out, all the children in the courtyard hurried to surround him.

“It’s nothing. At her age, she can even choke on a preserved fruit!” Marquis Dingxi said. “Everyone go back.”

He spoke and left directly.

Choked on preserved fruit…

The young masters and misses of the Chang family couldn’t help but exchange glances, seeing the suppressed laughter in each other’s eyes.

Hearing that Marquis Dingxi actually told the children the reason for her illness, Madam Xie inside the room was so angry she had a coughing fit, hoarsely telling everyone outside to get lost.

Nanny Su hurried out and had everyone withdraw.

Qi Yue naturally also left after hearing this, but was stopped by Nanny Su.

“Young Madam, are you leaving too?” she asked.

Qi Yue was startled.

“Ah, I’ll go in and take a look,” she hurried to say.

Madam Xie had been lying in bed all along, Chang Yuncheng sat by the bedside, and the room was very quiet.

“Mother, let me examine you,” Qi Yue asked in a low voice.

“No need,” Madam Xie said hoarsely, facing inward. “I won’t die.”

Qi Yue hit a soft nail and looked at Chang Yuncheng, who gave her a reassuring look.

Though Madam Xie was facing away, she could still sense the eye contact between these two, making her heart even more irritated.

“Yuncheng, go back. It’s enough to have Yueniang here,” she said.

Both Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng were startled.

It was proper for a daughter-in-law to tend to her mother-in-law’s illness.

Qi Yue nodded, and Chang Yuncheng’s expression relaxed.

“I’ll also stay here, mother,” he said in a low voice.

Madam Xie faced inward and gave an indifferent hum.

“What, can’t bear to be apart for even a moment? It’s just that I’m sick now, with medicine and vomiting, spoiling your mood,” she said blandly.

Chang Yuncheng’s face flushed at these words, more from bewilderment.

What did mother mean by this?

Qi Yue pushed him and gave him a meaningful look.

Chang Yuncheng understood and hesitated.

“Then your son is being unfilial. Mother, rest well,” he said with a bow and withdrew.

Night fell deep, and the lanterns in Rong’an Courtyard were extinguished one by one. The maids and servants on night duty took their positions while the rest withdrew. Because Madam Xie was unwell, there were many more maids and servants in the courtyard tonight.

Qi Yue had been standing for a long time. Seeing Madam Xie motionless on the bed, she quietly sighed and supported herself on a stool to sit. Just as she touched the stool, Madam Xie on the bed made a sound.

“Mother,” Qi Yue hurried to stand up and approach quickly, saying in a low voice, “What do you need?”

“Water,” Madam Xie grunted.

Qi Yue hurried to take water from the warming stove nearby and brought it over.

But Madam Xie became silent again.

Qi Yue held the water and called out softly several times.

“What are you doing?” Madam Xie suddenly shouted. “Won’t you let people sleep?”

The maids outside didn’t know what was happening and tiptoed to peek inside.

Qi Yue sighed helplessly.

“Yes, your daughter-in-law was wrong,” she said in a low voice, putting down the teacup and tucking in Madam Xie’s blanket.

“Stand farther away, don’t hover around me like a soul-snatching ghost,” Madam Xie said with closed eyes.

Qi Yue bit her teeth, agreed, and indeed stepped away.

The room became quiet again, and the maids withdrew their gazes and stood properly.

Night deepened. Qi Yue leaned against the partition with closed eyes, dozing, when suddenly someone pushed her and she hurried to open her eyes.

“Young Madam, go sleep over there for a while,” Nanny Su said in a low voice.

Qi Yue looked toward Madam Xie.

“Madam is already asleep. I’ll watch. You go sleep for a while,” Nanny Su said again in a low voice.

Madam Xie indeed had nothing serious – she still had the energy to shout and scold. Having her stay here was just for show.

“Then I’ll go rest for a bit. I have to perform surgery on Yan’er tomorrow,” Qi Yue said in a low voice. “Nanny, call me later and I’ll replace you.”

“It’s fine, I’ll watch. Young Madam, sleep well,” Nanny Su said with a smile.

She beckoned for a little maid to guide her over.

Watching Qi Yue lie down on the small bed opposite, the lights were extinguished, and smoke could faintly be seen curling from the incense burner at the head of the bed in the moonlight.

Nanny Su watched this side and revealed a slight smile.

Sleep, sleep well.

Chapter 190: The Commotion
Chang Yuncheng didn’t sleep well all night. First, he was worried about Madam Xie, and second, it seemed like it had been a long time since he slept alone. With one person missing from the room, it felt as if half his heart was gone – everything felt empty.

Chang Yuncheng first stayed in his own bed, then moved to the arhat bed, tossing and turning all night without sleep. As soon as dawn broke, he hurried toward Madam Xie’s quarters.

When he reached the entrance, Chang Chunlan, Chang Shulan and others had also come to inquire about her health. Of course, they didn’t enter the room, only asked the maids and learned that Madam Xie was fine, which put their minds at ease.

Seeing them like this, Chang Yuncheng felt very pleased.

There was nothing better than brotherly harmony, filial piety, and maternal kindness in the family.

He stepped briskly into the courtyard, where maids were all busy – sweeping, brewing medicine – it looked chaotic.

“Madam was unwell again this morning and vomited once,” A’Luan said in a low voice, looking worried.

Chang Yuncheng hurried into the room. Madam Xie was lying with closed eyes against the pillow, while Nanny Su was wiping medicine stains from the corners of her mouth with a handkerchief.

Maids brought mouthwash, took medicine bowls, and replaced spittoons – all tense and busy.

Seeing him arrive, Nanny Su quickly stood up.

“Lord has come,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Mother…” Chang Yuncheng began to speak, but Nanny Su shushed him.

He couldn’t help but be startled.

Nanny Su shushed him but then looked embarrassed, saying nothing.

Here, a little maid handling the spittoon somehow loosened her grip, and the spittoon fell to the ground with a dull thud.

“Little hooves, be careful, don’t wake Young Madam…” A’Luan quickly scolded in a low voice.

Don’t wake Young Madam…

Chang Yuncheng froze. He looked across the room – through the pearl curtain, he could faintly see the woman sleeping on the small bed…

Having watched all night, it was natural for her to sleep a while now…

Chang Yuncheng thought, then turned his head.

Madam Xie had already opened her eyes and was looking at him with a cold smile.

“Nanny Su, you should go rest. Lord has come – he can replace his wife for a while,” she said blandly. “You’re getting old and have eye problems. Having stayed up all night, if something happens to you, I couldn’t face my sister.”

Nanny Su was Great Madam Xie’s dowry servant.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Nanny Su and saw she indeed looked haggard, with red streaks throughout her eyes, clearly from staying up all night without sleep.

His heart was already vaguely guessing something, but he didn’t dare believe it.

“Madam, don’t say that – this is what this old servant should do,” Nanny Su said with a smile.

“Mm,” Madam Xie responded blandly. “It’s what you should do, not what my daughter-in-law should do.”

Chang Yuncheng felt prickly all over and restless.

“Madam, Young Madam has to perform some… surgery today. This old servant can handle these things. Let this old servant serve Madam…” Nanny Su said with a smile.

Madam Xie responded again.

“Yes, everyone else is important. I’m just an old woman who won’t die anyway – it’s the same whether I’m cared for or not,” she said blandly.

Chang Yuncheng strode toward the other side.

Qi Yue felt like she wanted to open her eyes but couldn’t no matter how hard she tried. This was sleep paralysis…

She kept shouting “wake up, wake up” and trying hard to open her eyes, then felt a chill on her body as someone grabbed her arm.

With this force, Qi Yue finally opened her eyes.

“It’s dawn!” she said, rubbing her eyes and hurrying to get up. “How did I sleep so deeply?”

“You still know you slept so deeply?” Chang Yuncheng roared in a low voice with a livid face.

Only then did Qi Yue see his expression – why did he look ready to eat someone so early in the morning?

“What’s wrong?” she asked in confusion.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, the muscles in his face twitching. Finally, he said nothing and pointed outside.

“What good deed have you done!” he roared.

Qi Yue’s expression also changed.

“Chang Yuncheng, what madness are you having so early in the morning?” she asked.

“If you want to sleep, go back and sleep – no one’s stopping you. Since you said you’d stay, why are you sleeping here!” Chang Yuncheng roared.

Qi Yue trembled slightly from his shouting.

“Sleep…” she came to her senses and looked over there. “I… Mother was sleeping… I… I have surgery today, so… so I came to rest for a bit…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a cold smile.

Before he could say anything, Madam Xie had already spoken with a cold laugh.

“So whether I live or die as a mother-in-law doesn’t matter?” Madam Xie laughed coldly.

Qi Yue hadn’t slept well and had a headache. Being suddenly shouted at by Chang Yuncheng made her mind even more confused.

“Mother, aren’t you fine?” she said with a frown, raising her hand to massage her head.

“When I’m in trouble, can I count on you?” Madam Xie shouted loudly, smashing the teacup beside her to the ground with a crash. “I only need my daughter-in-law at times like this – what? Are you already disgusted with me? If you’re like this now, when I’m seventy or eighty, paralyzed and blind, won’t you even be able to look at me once?”

Madam Xie’s sudden temper startled everyone in the room, and all the maids immediately knelt down.

In trouble? With your full-bodied voice, even if I had trouble, you wouldn’t!

Qi Yue felt her anger also rising.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and looked at Qi Yue.

“Kneel down and apologize to mother,” he said.

Kneel down?

Qi Yue sighed and looked at Madam Xie.

“Mother, can we talk properly? Is there any point in acting like this?” she asked.

Madam Xie laughed.

“Look! Look! This is my good daughter-in-law!” she shrieked. “Get out! I don’t need you! I don’t depend on you!”

“Mother, I sincerely want to get along well with you. Can’t you…” Qi Yue took a deep breath and said.

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng pointed at her.

“You kneel down and apologize to mother,” he shouted coldly. “Or get out immediately!”

Kneel my ass!

She spat and turned to leave.

The maids standing outside had long been frightened pale, and A’Ru was especially panicked.

How, how did things become like this again when everything was fine!

With the curtain rustling, Qi Yue strode out, but was immediately grabbed by the arm by Chang Yuncheng behind her.

“I said you should leave and you listen, but why don’t you listen to anything else I say?” he roared angrily.

The maids were all in chaos, and A’Ru was nearly crying.

Young mistress, stop making trouble! This isn’t the time to say such things – you should cry, show weakness, and give Lord a way to save face!

“Mother is an elder. How can you act like this?” Chang Yuncheng roared.

His hand gripped Qi Yue tightly.

“Elder? This kind of elder I can only treat this way!” Qi Yue replied without courtesy.

She looked at Chang Yuncheng, forcibly tightening her mouth.

“What’s happening? What is this about?” came a woman’s voice from outside the door, and four or five people entered, led by none other than Second Madam Chen Shi.

Seeing her enter, Chang Yuncheng still didn’t release Qi Yue’s hand.

He thought if he let go, this woman would really run out…

He couldn’t let her run out…

He couldn’t!

Second Madam walked urgently, and the servants supporting her could barely keep up.

She reached out and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

“Let go!” she shouted urgently.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng come to his senses. Chen Shi pried at his hand, opening his fingers one by one.

“Yueniang, are you alright? Are you hurt anywhere?” Chen Shi urgently pulled Qi Yue to examine her from all sides. Her frail face showed an abnormal flush from this hurried walk, and her breathing was also disordered.

“No, no, quick, support her, support her,” Qi Yue was startled and hurried to call out.

The servants crowded over to support her, but Chen Shi still held onto Qi Yue.

“It was one thing when you used to hit your brothers at home, but now how can you even lay hands on your wife?” she looked at Chang Yuncheng and shouted sternly.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, just stood motionless with a tense face.

“He didn’t hit me, he didn’t,” Qi Yue hurried to say.

Chen Shi looked at Qi Yue with a sorrowful and anxious expression.

“Look, even at this time, she still won’t say a word against you and still wants to protect you,” she looked at Chang Yuncheng again and sighed deeply.

Chang Yuncheng remained silent, just stubbornly pursing his mouth.

This expression was all too familiar to Marquis Dingxi, who had arrived after hearing the commotion.

From childhood to now, whenever he made mistakes and was scolded, this boy was always like this – never arguing, just pursing his mouth and enduring the beating and scolding.

In Marquis Dingxi’s view, this was stubborn refusal to repent!

But Madam Xie always protected him, explaining that this was because he felt no one in this family would listen to him speak, and no one would protect him, so the child simply didn’t argue or defend himself.

Seeing him like this, then seeing Qi Yue’s wrist showing a circle of bruises as Chen Shi examined her, Marquis Dingxi’s anger rose rapidly.

Marquis Dingxi casually grabbed a flower pot from the courtyard.

Madam Xie had already rushed out of the room and blocked Chang Yuncheng.

“You dare, you dare! Try throwing it – I’ll die before your eyes!” she shrieked.

This only made Marquis Dingxi jump with rage.

The scene immediately became chaotic.

“Enough, enough,” Second Madam’s breathing had stabilized, and she hurried to mediate. “Which couple doesn’t quarrel? Don’t be anxious – it’s nothing serious.”

She also urged Marquis Dingxi to leave.

“Big brother, don’t interfere. This is a matter between the young couple – let them resolve it themselves. Go quickly. With you here, the two children feel embarrassed and can’t speak properly,” she persuaded.

As she spoke, she couldn’t help coughing.

Qi Yue hurried to support her.

“Father, it’s nothing, really nothing. Please go,” she also hurried to say.

“Look, look! They’re all protecting you, you ungrateful rebel!” Marquis Dingxi pointed at Chang Yuncheng and scolded.

When he scolded, Madam Xie stepped forward again.

“It takes two hands to clap!” she shouted hatefully.

“You…” Marquis Dingxi glared and pointed at Madam Xie, about to step forward to speak.

Chen Shi hurried to stop him.

“Big brother, big brother, this is the children’s affair. Don’t make it bigger. After all, this is a matter between the young couple in their room – it’s better for others not to interfere…” she persuaded. Because she had said so much, her breathing became even more disordered and she became somewhat unsteady.

Qi Yue carefully supported her.

“Look at you, getting worried too,” Marquis Dingxi sighed anxiously.

“I’ll take Yueniang over – they’ll be fine once they both calm down,” Chen Shi said, while urging Marquis Dingxi to leave.

Marquis Dingxi glared hatefully at Chang Yuncheng and finally left.

Chen Shi also pulled Qi Yue along and apologized to Madam Xie.

“I heard you were unwell and came specially to see you. Look, I encountered this situation. You should also go back to bed and rest. I’ll come see you later,” she said with a worried expression.

“Making you worry again,” Madam Xie said, looking at Qi Yue with even more hatred.

Chen Shi patted Madam Xie, glanced at Chang Yuncheng, and left with Qi Yue.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze had been on that woman the whole time. Seeing her leave now, he couldn’t help but take two steps after them.

Madam Xie didn’t understand and thought he was still chasing to scold that woman, so she quickly reached out to stop him.

“My son, you always do foolish things. Even when you’re not wrong, people will pin blame on you!” she said heartbrokenly.

Chang Yuncheng was held back, watching Qi Yue disappear at the entrance with a group of servants.

Chapter 191: Futile
Qi Yue felt her head remain dizzy and foggy all the way to Chen Shi’s room.

“What happened to you?” Chang Yinglan had also heard the news and rushed over, asking with a worried expression.

Qi Yue accepted the warm towel that A’Ru handed her and pressed it to her face, feeling the dizzy sensation finally dissipate somewhat.

“Don’t even mention it. Yesterday mother wasn’t feeling well, so I stayed to take care of her. I said I’d just nap for a while, but somehow I slept until dawn. Now those two mother and son think I’m absolutely unforgivable and would love to devour me.” She laughed.

Chang Yinglan was surprised that she could still laugh about it.

“How did sister-in-law fall asleep?” she couldn’t help asking.

Yes, she shouldn’t have been that tired…

Qi Yue frowned.

“Adults are talking, why are you interrupting?” Chen Shi glanced at her daughter and said, “Why ask about such things anyway?”

This wasn’t exactly a good thing, and she was probably feeling terrible about it herself, yet still had to put on a brave face to deal with them…

Chang Yinglan smiled awkwardly and quickly excused herself, leaving only the two of them in the room.

“Child, when he’s angry, you should quickly hide away. That man has no sense of restraint – if you get hurt, there’s no one to feel sorry for you, and you’ll be the one suffering.” Chen Shi looked at Qi Yue and sighed.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Isn’t there still aunt who cares for me?” she laughed.

Chen Shi gave her a reproachful look and composed her expression.

“You don’t need to go to your mother’s place to curry favor anymore.” she said.

Qi Yue was very surprised that she would say such a thing.

Wow, didn’t this Chen Shi appear to have a good relationship with Madam Xie?

“Forget it, you shouldn’t stay in this house anymore either.” Chen Shi said again, as if talking to herself.

“What?” Qi Yue didn’t understand.

“Nothing.” Chen Shi looked up at her with a smile, “I was just about to go speak with the Marchioness and ask to take you back to my maiden home with me.”

Qi Yue looked at her in surprise.

“My sister-in-law’s health has been poor since last year. She’s seen many physicians, but they all say there’s no hope. My mother died early, so I’m like a mother to this elder sister-in-law.” Chen Shi said, “So I’d like to ask you to take a look at her.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment.

“But I’m afraid I can’t help.” She waved her hand with a smile, “I’m actually not skilled at internal medicine. External injuries and such are more manageable, but without other physicians to assist, I can’t do it either.”

Chen Shi smiled with pursed lips, taking it as modesty.

“In any case, don’t overthink it. Since they don’t like you, then so be it.” she said, “You don’t need to waste effort trying to please them.”

“Actually, it’s not really like that.” Qi Yue said, “Actually, it’s nothing…”

She suddenly stood up mid-sentence.

“Oh my, I still need to perform surgery on Yan’er! I was so angry I forgot!” She patted her head and hurriedly bid farewell to Chen Shi.

“With things like this, why still do surgery?” Chen Shi stood up and said.

“What kind of problem is this?” Qi Yue laughed with a completely nonchalant expression.

Chen Shi looked utterly astonished.

This wasn’t considered a problem?

“I can’t delay it any longer. Strike while the iron is hot, then momentum wanes. Having postponed it from yesterday to today, if we delay again, Yan’er is young and might not be able to handle it mentally.” Qi Yue smiled while hurriedly saying “Don’t worry, aunt, I’ll come talk with you again” and left with A’Ru at a quick pace.

Once this commotion started, the entire mansion immediately knew about it. Chang Chunlan was in her room wiping tears and crying endlessly.

“This is all because of me…” she cried.

Concubine Huang sighed.

“It’s not because of you.” she said.

“Concubine, if not for performing surgery on Yan’er, why would the young madam need to be so distracted?” Chang Chunlan cried. “Don’t try to comfort me, I know everything.”

Concubine Huang shook her head and reached out to stroke the head of Yan’er, who was leaning against her side blinking and listening to their conversation.

“Can’t aunt perform surgery on me anymore?” Yan’er couldn’t help asking.

“She can.” Concubine Huang smiled at her.

“I think we should wait. The young madam couldn’t possibly be in the mood for this.” Chang Chunlan said through her sobs.

As soon as she finished speaking, a maid’s voice came from outside.

“Miss, Concubine Huang, the young madam sent me to fetch Yan’er.”

All three in the room were startled and looked over to see Que Zhi approaching with a smile.

“Little miss, you haven’t eaten, have you?” she asked again.

Chang Chunlan was stunned for a moment, while Yan’er was already nodding repeatedly.

“Wonderful! Let’s go, the young madam’s carriage is already waiting.” Que Zhi smiled while extending her hand, “Are you afraid?”

Since becoming aware of the world, the outside world’s rejection had already overcome all other fears for this little child. To be able to play in the sunshine like other children, to remove her face covering, so that others wouldn’t have to look away when they saw her – even if it meant climbing mountains of swords and descending into seas of fire, for this child, it would be happiness.

Yan’er didn’t hesitate and immediately placed her hand in Que Zhi’s.

Instead, Chang Chunlan felt breathless and her legs went weak.

“I, I…” she couldn’t speak.

“The young madam said, perhaps Miss should wait at home?” Que Zhi said with a smile.

Chang Chunlan took a deep breath.

“No need, I’ll go with you.” she said and stepped forward.

Early this morning, people on the street noticed something unusual about Qianjin Hall. While others were opening their doors, they were boarding up theirs, with several disciples standing at the entrance apologizing to those who came for medical treatment or medicine.

“We have business today, closed for one day.” the disciples said.

What business could a medicine shop have? People outside pointed and whispered about Qianjin Hall.

In the inner hall, all the disciples stood in the courtyard, nervously watching the room before them.

“What ghostly nonsense! Surgery! Sterilization!” Young Physician An stood at the outermost edge, his face full of indignation. “Hey, I’m telling you, be careful when you push my father… if something happens, I won’t let you off…”

Why won’t they let me in!

Saying I’m afraid? What a joke! Am I not as good as a woman?

Afraid!

I’ve lived this long and still don’t know what afraid means!

The door opened, and Hu San appeared wearing surgical clothes with a mask and cap, startling Young Physician An.

“What’s this for, dressed like a ghost?” he shouted.

All the disciples in the courtyard glared at him and shushed him in unison.

“Don’t make noise, there’s surgery going on inside!” Hu San shouted.

He wasn’t afraid of this so-called Young Physician An. Afraid of what? His father called his master “master,” so by that logic, I’m your senior uncle!

Thinking of this, Hu San looked at this man who could be his father with particular satisfaction.

“Surgery has begun. Everyone can come in to watch, through the small windows, no loud talking.” Hu San said.

The disciples had already received instructions and nodded busily, filing in one by one.

Young Physician An looked left and right, then also lifted his foot to follow.

Hu San blocked him.

“Junior nephew.” Hu San said with a smile, “You’d better not go in.”

Young Physician An snorted.

“Why can’t I go in… what did you call me?” he glared at the young man before him.

Hu San grinned.

“Haven’t introduced myself yet. My surname is Hu, given name Jin Kui, I’m Young Madam Qi’s eldest disciple. Hey, what a coincidence, your father and I are both of the Jin generation…” he laughed.

Young Physician An spat at him.

Better not to mention this! The more he mentioned it, the angrier he got!

Father was really… really old and confused! Becoming a disciple! What was there to learn from! This woman had nothing worth learning from! Just a broken secret recipe – if she wouldn’t tell, so be it! It’s not like they couldn’t survive without that one secret recipe!

“Get lost.” He pushed Hu San aside and stepped in.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you, you’ve never seen this kind of surgery, it’ll scare you to death…” Hu San didn’t mind. Having gotten the upper hand verbally, he was very pleased and laughed from behind.

The disciples in the room had already lined up in a row, looking through the small window lattice toward the opposite side.

Afraid! Young Physician An snorted and flicked his sleeve.

“Move aside, move aside.” he said.

One timid disciple quickly stepped aside.

Surgery! What nonsense! Making it all mysterious!

Young Physician An leaned forward to look.

In the room on the other side, because the roof had a window, the light was sufficient. There was only one bed, a very strange bed. Two table-like extensions stretched out, positioned horizontally above the bed, covered with knives, scissors, plates, stoves, pots, and jars.

Four people stood before the bed, all completely wrapped in gowns covering their entire bodies including hands and feet, wearing caps that covered their faces except for their eyes, distinguishable as male or female only by their build.

A woman and Old Physician An stood in the corner, watching without blinking.

“Marking complete…” Qi Yue said while extending her hand.

The man beside her immediately took the injection needle she handed over.

“Mucosal incision knife…” Qi Yue said.

Coffin Boy placed a knife in her hand.

“Retractor, wipe blood…” Qi Yue said.

Coffin Boy had already picked up cotton cloth with forceps.

Qi Yue lowered her head and slowly cut open the mucous membrane.

Old Physician An heard the increasingly rapid breathing of the woman beside him, and when he saw the child’s exposed nose and mouth become a bloody mess, he cried out softly and leaned against the wall.

Outside, low exclamations gradually arose. For teaching purposes, the surgery was positioned at an angle convenient for the disciples to observe, so most of them could clearly see Qi Yue using knives and scissors to separate and reconstruct the flesh around the nose and mouth.

Indeed, this kind of stimulation was direct. Except for the few who had seen it beforehand at the morgue, everyone else couldn’t help but change color. This felt different from those severe traumatic injuries with blood and flesh.

Someone finally let out a loud shout.

“What the hell… murder… murder…”

At the same time, a trembling voice shouted.

This voice alarmed those inside. Except for Qi Yue and Coffin Boy, everyone else looked over.

Hu San stepped forward and slapped Young Physician An.

“Drag him out!” he put on the airs of a senior uncle and commanded in a low voice.

Two disciples immediately grabbed the already trembling Young Physician An. His body went limp and he didn’t resist as they carried him out.

“Timid as a mouse…” Hu San shook his head and stood in Young Physician An’s former position with a steady, composed demeanor, looking inside, completely forgetting his own terrified state at the morgue initially.

Old Physician An withdrew his gaze and couldn’t help but turn his wheelchair closer, wanting to see more clearly.

A’Ru, who was guarding the blood pressure monitor and stethoscope, immediately waved at him.

Old Physician An quickly stopped and craned his neck to look this way.

Apart from the occasional clinking sounds of instrument exchanges, both inside and outside were so quiet it seemed even breathing had stopped.

Chapter 192: Hesitation
The night was deep as Chang Yuncheng stepped into the room. The room was already lit with lamps, but it felt empty and cold.

Qi Yue wasn’t home, having taken three maids with her.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look back at the courtyard, which also felt empty.

Qiu Xiang, who was following behind him, read his expression.

“The young madam won’t return tonight. She and the young ladies are all staying at Qianjin Hall. The maids have already sent bedding over.” she said in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng turned around.

“Did I ask you about this?” he said with a stern face.

Qiu Xiang lowered her head, not showing any fear.

“…Lord, this servant knows you’re worried about Yan’er. Miss Yan’er’s surgery went very smoothly. When the maids came back to get things just now, they said she had already… um… that… anesthesia recovery… anyway, she woke up…” she said with a smile.

Why didn’t you say this first? Chang Yuncheng glanced at the maid but said nothing, just grunted in acknowledgment.

He stood looking at the room for a moment, then turned and went out.

“Lord.” Qiu Xiang, who was about to help him remove his cloak, called out in confusion as she hurried to follow.

“I’m going to the study.” Chang Yuncheng said and strode out.

At Qianjin Hall, right next to the operating room was a newly arranged patient room.

“I’ll count one, two, three, and everyone lift together.” Qi Yue said.

“Young madam, let me do it.” a disciple said, wanting to take over the middle sheet that Qi Yue was holding.

“No need, this is the first time, I’ll do it. You can do it next time.” Qi Yue said.

Although it was a simple bed transfer, Hu San, Coffin Boy, and Zhang Tong, each holding a corner, were also slightly nervous.

With Qi Yue’s count of one, two, three, Yan’er was steadily moved to the gurney.

Chang Chunlan was already waiting in the patient room. Seeing her unconscious daughter being wheeled in, she couldn’t help but shed tears.

Using the middle sheet to transfer beds once more, A’Ru led Que Zhi and A’Hao to help cover Yan’er with blankets and set up the blood pressure monitor and thermometer.

“It will be very painful, won’t it?” Chang Chunlan asked Qi Yue with a sob.

Having witnessed the surgery process firsthand, Chang Chunlan didn’t know how she had managed to get through it. If she had known it would be so frightening, she would have preferred not to have the surgery at all…

“An ugly caterpillar must endure the pain of breaking out of its cocoon to become a beautiful butterfly.” Qi Yue smiled. “Anesthesia was used during surgery, so it won’t hurt. It’s just that after surgery…”

Chang Chunlan looked at her with teary eyes.

“But pain is also a good thing. Only through pain can one grow. First bitter, then sweet; first pain, then joy.” Qi Yue smiled and patted Chang Chunlan’s shoulder. “Alright, you can stay here tonight to keep watch. I’ll be here too. Don’t worry about anything. In half a month, you’ll be able to see a new Yan’er.”

Walking out of the room, the disciples in the courtyard hadn’t dispersed yet. Liu Pucheng was directing several disciples in sterilizing instruments and disinfecting the room. Old Physician An was watching carefully from the side, occasionally asking a question or two.

Seeing Qi Yue come out, everyone quickly stopped what they were doing.

“Thank you for your hard work.” Qi Yue looked at everyone and smiled, then habitually clapped her hands.

This “thank you for your hard work” made everyone feel flustered.

“What hard work did we do…”

“It’s you who worked hard, young madam…”

The disciples reacted with confused chatter.

“Surgery cannot be done well by one person alone.” Qi Yue smiled while calling to Hu San, “Hu San, go see which restaurant is still open and have them deliver a banquet. I’m treating everyone to a late-night meal.”

The disciples had never received such treatment before and didn’t know how to react for a moment. Hu San already knew Qi Yue’s temperament, responded loudly, and ran out to change clothes.

“Miss Qi, you’re making it impossible for me to manage in the future.” Liu Pucheng shook his head and smiled.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“It’s fine, teacher. You do what you can do, and I’ll handle the rest.” she smiled.

Liu Pucheng shook his head with a smile.

Old Physician An had been sitting quietly to the side, and hearing this, he also smiled slightly.

Qi Yue walked over.

“Physician An, it’s getting late. You should go home and rest.” she said.

“I only regret that this disciple is disabled and cannot serve master…” Old Physician An said.

Qi Yue burst out laughing.

“Physician An!” she raised her voice, “You’re really serious about this!”

Physician An smiled. Just from those words, this girl – yes, she was a girl – this girl had left an impression on him as a crude, ignorant, and dark woman. But seeing her in person, although the words he heard were still arrogant and sharp, she felt refreshingly straightforward, honest, and open.

What a strange feeling indeed.

“The young madam has worked hard today. I’ll take my leave first.” He didn’t answer but said this instead, cupping his hands in salute.

Qi Yue didn’t mind and nodded with a smile, saying “good.”

She had said she was always a polite person, as long as the other party was polite. From beginning to end, Old Physician An had been very polite. This elder gave her the same feeling as Liu Pucheng. As for that Young Physician An…

“Can’t Young Physician An leave yet?” Qi Yue quickly asked, “Did you give him sugar water to drink?”

Young Physician An was a bit weak, and Qi Yue felt it shouldn’t be from fainting at the sight of blood. After all, he was a physician. Even if he wasn’t a trauma specialist, he couldn’t have never seen blood. So it must have been from shock.

A disciple quickly answered that they had prepared it and he had drunk it and eaten.

“Useless. Miss Qi, don’t bother with him.” Old Physician An shook his head. “Young men, please help carry him to the carriage for me.”

Since Qi Yue’s arrival, the disciples at Qianjin Hall increasingly felt respected. Tasks they used to do routinely were now prefaced with “please,” “if you would,” “thank you for your trouble” – it really… really felt wonderful.

Several disciples chuckled and responded, hurrying off to help.

At the street corner, Chang Yuncheng had been standing for quite a while. The lanterns hanging outside Qianjin Hall swayed in the wind, just like his heart: Go in? Don’t go in! Don’t go in? Go in!…

The one having surgery was his niece – it would be perfectly normal for him as her uncle to visit!

Chang Yuncheng finally lifted his foot, but then heard sounds. Qianjin Hall’s door opened, and he hurriedly hid in the shadows. He saw two disciples first helping a man onto a carriage, then wheeling out a wheelchair, and then he saw that woman’s figure.

Chang Yuncheng’s heart couldn’t help but race. Under the bright red lantern light, that woman’s smiling face was illuminated…

As if he hadn’t seen her for a long time, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but stare at her face, reluctant to look away…

Until the area in front of Qianjin Hall became quiet again after the carriage departed.

That woman smiled and said something to Liu Pucheng. From beginning to end, the smile never left her face.

She… was so happy… wasn’t she upset at all about today’s events? Or was she hiding it in her heart?

Chang Yuncheng stood in the shadows, pulling his clothes tighter to avoid making noise in the night wind.

Qi Yue and the others quickly went inside, and the door was closed again.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng slowly emerge, walking right up to the door. In the night wind, he seemed to hear laughter and conversation from inside. He raised his hand but ultimately didn’t knock.

Not knowing how long he stood there, he heard a commotion as several people came running from down the street, chattering and laughing.

“…I told you to change that dish to roasted pig’s head, but you wouldn’t listen…” Hu San complained, then suddenly froze. “Eh?”

He looked toward the road.

“Senior brother, what’s wrong?” The other disciples quickly looked where he was looking, but saw only the deep night and the dim street.

“I think I saw someone…” Hu San frowned, looking up.

“Good thing we’re here now and not at the morgue, or you’d be trembling with fear again…” the other disciples laughed.

“The one trembling with fear is my junior nephew.” Hu San glared. Hearing footsteps behind him, he quickly urged everyone to go in, “Quick, the food is here. Quick, clear a place…”

Everyone responded and went through the door. Before entering, Hu San looked once more toward the road.

“Looked like the Lord?” he muttered to himself. Someone inside called for him, so he responded and hurried in.

Following close behind was a carriage loaded with food boxes, with no fewer than seven or eight workers following, creating a bustling scene as they began entering Qianjin Hall. The entire street became lively.

Chang Yuncheng stepped out from the shadows at the corner, looked once more at Qianjin Hall, then turned and strode into the night.

Chang Yuncheng spent a restless night in the study. As dawn was just breaking, he called in a servant and handed him a letter.

“Go…” he began.

Before he could finish, the servant happily took it.

“This is for the young madam, right? I’ll deliver it right away and make sure no one else sees it.” he said with a beaming smile.

Thank heavens, the Lord was finally going to apologize to the young madam.

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately turned black as a pot bottom.

“Get out!” he shouted, kicking the servant, “Take it to Young Master Fan in the capital.”

The servant was kicked to the ground, his face pale with fright. Oh my, he’d guessed wrong…

Not daring to say another word, he scrambled up and ran off.

Chang Yuncheng’s overnight sullenness hadn’t dissipated and now added depression.

Why did everyone think he should bow his head to that woman?

He stood glumly at the study door.

“Lord.” Two servants approached and bowed respectfully.

These were Marquis Dingxi’s attendants. Chang Yuncheng grunted in acknowledgment.

“The Marquis asks you to go bring the young madam home.” the servant said.

Chang Yuncheng kept a stern face and said nothing.

The servants also said nothing, just stood respectfully with lowered heads, unmoving.

After a long while, Chang Yuncheng grunted.

The servants still stood without moving.

“Is there something else?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

The servants looked up with somewhat embarrassed smiles.

“The Marquis asked us to accompany you, Lord.” they said.

Accompany? More like escort him there!

Chang Yuncheng’s expression darkened again. His fists clenched, then finally relaxed as he lifted his foot and stepped forward.

Fine, this wasn’t his choice!

The two servants breathed a sigh of relief. Good thing the Lord didn’t hit them.

They hurried to follow.

They hadn’t gone far when they encountered the steward, who looked at Chang Yuncheng with a relieved smile.

“Are you that idle? What are you doing wandering around here?” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but angrily demand.

Did everyone want to watch the spectacle of him bowing his head to that woman?

The steward continued smiling, not showing any fear despite Chang Yuncheng’s poor attitude.

“No, no, I was checking to see if they were slacking off. The corners and edges never get cleaned properly.” he answered earnestly.

Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly through his nose.

“How truly hard-working of you, making a special trip here to inspect!” he said, emphasizing the words “special” and “here.”

The steward bowed respectfully.

“Not hard work at all, this is what this old servant should do.” he said earnestly.

Should do! Which household’s steward’s job includes being wholeheartedly concerned about whether the young master and his wife have made up after a fight!

Chang Yuncheng strode past with a dark expression.

Chapter 193: Warmth
Chang Yuncheng had just stepped out when he saw Chang Chunlan hurrying in with two maids.

“Lord.” She saw Chang Yuncheng and quickly called out.

“Elder sister, why did you come back? How is Yan’er?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“She’s fine. She just woke up, and Yueniang is watching her. I…” Chang Chunlan hesitated, “I came back to get some things.”

Chang Yuncheng noticed something unusual in her expression, but since she didn’t elaborate, he didn’t ask further and just nodded without speaking.

“Lord, don’t blame Yueniang. It’s all because of Yan’er’s situation that she’s been going out so often and troubling herself, not properly serving mother, losing the proper conduct of a daughter-in-law, so… so…” Chang Chunlan’s eyes filled with tears as she spoke, “It’s all my fault, all mine and Yan’er’s for bringing her trouble… don’t blame her…”

She began crying again as she spoke.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression was complex.

“Elder sister, what are you saying?” he said.

Chang Chunlan knew he was unwilling to discuss this further. Her younger brother had never been one to talk much with others, especially about such private family matters.

“Second brother, you’re a good person, and Yueniang is also a good person. Good people should have good lives. In one’s lifetime, being able to find someone who suits your heart is a blessing that takes several lifetimes to earn.” She sighed and said with a sob.

Someone who suits the heart…

Was this woman someone who suited his heart?

That terrible temper of hers!

“Elder sister, you should hurry with your business. Don’t overthink it. This matter doesn’t really have much to do with mother or with serving or not serving.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Chang Chunlan looked at him, wanting to say more but holding back, ultimately saying nothing.

“Yes, I understand.” she said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and then strode away.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t ride a horse. Qianjin Hall wasn’t far from here either. As he approached, his steps slowed.

The two servants behind him couldn’t help but feel anxious – he wasn’t going to change his mind again, was he?

“Is she really that good in your eyes?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly turned back and asked.

The two servants were stunned by the question.

Chang Yuncheng laughed after asking, shaking his head. What was he asking! These servants wouldn’t dare discuss their masters.

“Lord, the young madam is really good, very kind to all of us…” one servant said hesitantly.

“Yes, yes, she really gives us courage…” the other quickly added.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression darkened.

“Of course, of course, that’s ultimately because of you, Lord.” the speaking servant quickly added.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly burst out laughing. Passersby on the street were startled. They were about to curse at the madman, but seeing Chang Yuncheng’s dress and bearing, they quickly swallowed their words and hurried away along the wall.

The two servants were even more frightened.

Why was he laughing all of a sudden when everything was fine?

They were used to the Lord pulling a stern face and losing his temper, but this laughing was rare.

Everyone in the household, from top to bottom, liked her so much…

Even if he left and she caused some trouble, she would probably be safe and sound.

It was just mother’s situation…

Chang Yuncheng stopped laughing and sighed softly.

At Qianjin Hall, normal operations had resumed – people seeing physicians and getting medicine.

Chang Yuncheng walked in, and the handyman who saw him was startled.

“Shut up.” Chang Yuncheng stopped the handyman’s prepared commotion, then asked concisely, “Where is she?”

In the patient room, the curtains were drawn open and morning sunlight streamed in. A disciple was spraying medicinal water into corners with a watering can. He had just left when A’Hao came in carrying a bowl of water.

“Young madam, the salt-sugar water is ready…” she said.

Qi Yue was sitting beside the bed, listening to heart and lung sounds with a stethoscope. Hearing this, she removed the stethoscope.

“Yan’er, let’s drink some water.” she said.

Yan’er was awake on the bed. The anesthesia had worn off, and she was enduring the pain and discomfort of the wound. Though her eyes contained tears, she firmly remembered Qi Yue’s blessing and wasn’t crying or making a fuss.

“Young madam, let me do it.” A’Hao said.

“No need, I’ll do it. You watch how I do it first.” Qi Yue removed her gloves and said, “Bring the syringe.”

A’Hao quickly responded yes.

“…Your body is lacking fluids right now, so we’ll first have some salt-sugar water. After noon, you’ll be able to have some milk… Has Yan’er ever had milk?”

Qi Yue fed her slowly with the syringe while talking.

Yan’er took two syringes worth, one mouthful at a time. Although she barely had to open and close her mouth, swallowing was still very painful. Qi Yue nodded with both satisfaction and pity.

“Antiseptic solution and cotton swabs.” Qi Yue said.

A’Hao quickly brought them from the table beside her, watching as Qi Yue bent down and gently wiped Yan’er’s lips with cotton swabs soaked in antiseptic medicine. Yan’er squeezed her eyes tightly shut in fear, her whole body tense, making muffled sounds of endurance.

“Yan’er is so brave!” Qi Yue praised, finishing the cleaning and kissing her forehead.

Yan’er opened her eyes, tears falling, but there was joy in them.

“Good, now it’s reward time.” Qi Yue smiled, sitting down beside the bed. “Would you like aunt to tell you a story?”

Yan’er nodded.

“…Once upon a time there was a farm, and on the farm a mother duck was hatching eggs. The weather was particularly fine – tall trees, deep ponds, sunlight scattered on the water like gold… The duck mother was exhausted, but seeing the duck eggs crack open one by one, she was still very happy. One, two, three… The fluffy little ducklings stood up wobbling… Oh my, why is this little duckling so ugly…”

Not only Yan’er, but even A’Hao beside her was listening with fascination.

A’Ru, who had rested, came out from the room next door and immediately saw Chang Yuncheng standing at the patient room door. She opened her mouth to greet him, but thinking of something, she quickly covered her mouth and slowly retreated.

Que Zhi was walking by and bumped into her.

“What’s wrong, sister?” she asked in confusion.

A’Ru shushed her and pointed outside.

“The Lord has come.” she said in a low voice.

Que Zhi’s eyes immediately brightened.

“The Lord is here!” she immediately walked outside, “I’ll go take a look…”

“What are you looking at?” A’Ru grabbed her and said sternly, “You haven’t slept all night. Go rest now.”

“But I just woke up…” Que Zhi pouted, pointing to the bed.

“Then go back to sleep. You’re on duty tonight.” A’Ru said without room for refusal, pressing her onto the bed.

Chang Yuncheng looked into the room, hearing soft sobbing sounds.

“…Young madam, the little duckling is so pitiful…” This was A’Hao wiping her tears.

Yan’er on the bed was already in tears.

“Oh my, oh my, why are you crying like this… it’s my fault, my fault…” Qi Yue laughed, quickly taking white cloth to wipe Yan’er’s face. “I’ll tell it faster, faster…”

“No!” Yan’er anxiously tried to speak, “Tell it slowly… love listening…”

Qi Yue quickly shushed her, and only then did Yan’er stop talking.

“Don’t open your mouth, don’t open your mouth. If the wound splits, you’ll suffer greatly.” she said, patting her chest.

Yan’er blinked at her to show she understood.

“…So the ugly duckling left the old grandmother’s house, swimming around in the water, but because it was too ugly, the other animals wouldn’t play with it…”

“…These big birds were so beautiful… the ugly duckling had never seen such beautiful birds… it watched the flock of big birds fly away, flying so high, and the ugly duckling spun around on the water surface… these beautiful, happy birds… it dreamed of being as beautiful as them… but how could that be possible? It was so ugly…”

“…What? They say I’m beautiful? The ugly duckling was startled, thinking they would chase it away and peck it with their beaks…”

“…Everyone was gathering around to look, shouting ‘Look at that beautiful swan, it’s the most beautiful swan in the world’…”

“…The ugly duckling felt so happy, but it wasn’t proud at all. It remembered how it had been persecuted and mocked. And now it heard everyone saying it was the most beautiful among the beautiful birds…”

“…When I was still an ugly duckling, I never dreamed I could be so happy…”

Qi Yue patted Yan’er’s shoulder and smiled.

“Our Yan’er is about to become a swan.”

Yan’er’s tears flowed again, her eyes sparkling with excited light.

“Now, you sleep for a while and let your body heal quickly!” Qi Yue said, helping to massage her back and feet.

Yan’er nodded and obediently closed her eyes. Since the anesthesia wore off, the child hadn’t been able to sleep due to pain. But she tried hard to sleep, her hands clenched tightly under the blanket. Sleep, sleep. When she woke up, she would become the most beautiful swan in the world…

Qi Yue rubbed her shoulders and moved her neck to stretch her body.

“Young madam, you should go rest. I’ll watch here…” A’Hao said, then turned around and let out a startled cry.

Qi Yue quickly shushed her and looked over too.

Chang Yuncheng was standing outside the door looking at her.

“Lord…” A’Hao bowed her head in salute.

Qi Yue looked away and ignored him.

“I’m going to rest for a bit. If anything happens, find Physician Liu.” she said, lifting her foot to leave and walking past Chang Yuncheng.

Seeing Qi Yue approaching, A’Ru quickly pulled up Que Zhi again.

“Go, go.” she said.

“Go again? Didn’t you want me to sleep?” Que Zhi said, already being pulled up by A’Ru.

“Sleep what? You’ve slept for half the day.” A’Ru said, pulling her outside.

Que Zhi didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, watching Qi Yue step inside.

“Young madam, you should rest quickly.” she hurried to say.

Qi Yue nodded, and A’Ru dragged Que Zhi out.

“Eh? Lord, you…”

As soon as they went out and saw Chang Yuncheng also approaching, Que Zhi’s eyes lit up and she quickly bowed and called out.

“Hurry up, time to prepare medicine.” A’Ru didn’t let her finish and pulled her away.

Chang Yuncheng entered the room. Qi Yue had her back to him.

“If you want to fight, I have no energy right now, and I’m too lazy to talk. Of course, if you have the energy, I don’t mind getting physical…” Qi Yue said, waving her hand.

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and embraced her.

Qi Yue thought he would say sorry, but he said nothing, just held her tightly with his head buried in the back of her neck.

“Although I have no strength, I’ve already given you an over-the-shoulder throw in my mind.” Qi Yue said.

The man behind her remained silent, just holding her tightly, as if she would disappear if he let go.

He had always liked holding this woman, always thinking it was an instinctive need, but now he realized he liked holding her because it felt warm… Holding her, even if the outside world was freezing, it was warm as spring.

Warmth – long, long ago, from hazy childhood memories, lying in mother’s arms, this was that feeling.

Chapter 194: In the Heart
On the third day after Yan’er’s surgery, she returned to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

Old Physician An also bid farewell.

“Master, when removing the stitches in five or seven days, how many days will it take to see the results?” he asked.

“About a month should be enough.” Qi Yue said.

“Then I’ll come again in a month.” Old Physician An said, bowing once more. “Thank you, master, for bestowing the prescription.”

Qi Yue carefully explained and wrote down the treatment precautions for pediatric intracranial hemorrhage.

“Physician An, you’re at it again. Please don’t call me that anymore.” she laughed.

Young Physician An, standing to the side, snorted and turned his head away.

“When three people walk together, there must be one who can be my teacher. Miss Qi, you deserve this.” Old Physician An said with a smile.

Qi Yue had never been one for empty courtesies, so she simply smiled upon hearing this.

“Then I’ll accept being Physician An’s teacher in this one skill.” she laughed. “Actually, with Physician An’s abilities, this illness isn’t much. You just need to be bolder. Even if you fail, don’t be afraid. As physicians, we must dare to try…”

At this point, Young Physician An beside them scoffed.

“Failure doesn’t matter?” he sneered. “Failure doesn’t matter? How lightly you speak of it! You…”

“Shut up.” Old Physician An sternly silenced him.

Though Young Physician An was indignant, he obediently shut his mouth and turned his head as if he wanted to twist it backward.

“Exactly, when senior brother and master are talking, what business does a junior have interrupting?” Hu San shouted from the side.

Although he had entered the discipline earlier, considering Old Physician An’s status and position, Hu San decided to lower himself and be the junior brother.

“You shut up too.” Qi Yue said.

Hu San immediately stood back obediently.

“Yes, I understand.” Old Physician An said with a smile, not continuing this topic.

At the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, Yan’er’s return caused quite a commotion. Not only did the young ladies and masters come to see her, but maids and servants also found various excuses to visit. Even Marquis Dingxi made an unprecedented visit to Concubine Huang’s quarters for a meal. Of course, staying overnight was impossible.

However, nothing could be seen yet. After everyone’s excitement, they all withdrew to avoid disturbing Yan’er’s rest.

Hearing that they had returned, Chang Yuncheng was very conflicted. That day, Qi Yue had ultimately not spoken to him, and her expression wasn’t like before.

Finally, a servant reported that the young madam wanted to care for Yan’er and would temporarily stay in Concubine Huang’s courtyard. Chang Yuncheng sat in his study and heavily slammed the table.

No matter how large the mansion was, it was only a few steps away. Was it necessary to live there to provide care? It was clearly just…

A letter on the table jumped from the impact.

This was a reply from Fan Yilin. Chang Yuncheng glanced at it and reached out to pick it up.

“…When mothers don’t like their daughters-in-law, that’s perfectly normal…”

Reading this sentence, Chang Yuncheng felt relieved. So this was very normal.

“…Of course, my mother and my wife have a good relationship…”

Chang Yuncheng choked again. Yes, I already knew you were all abnormal! I was confused when I wrote to you. He was about to crumple the letter, but ultimately endured it and continued reading.

“…That’s because of me… Actually, this matter is very simple. It’s like several concubines in a household competing for favor and being jealous. You belong to them, and everyone wants to be the most important in your heart, so naturally they’ll find each other displeasing…”

What nonsense!

Chang Yuncheng became more irritated reading this and crumpled the letter and threw it away.

Qi Yue staying at Concubine Huang’s place meant he had no reason to stay there either. Yet he was unwilling to return to his courtyard alone. How strange – before, what he loved most was being alone. When there were too many people, he found it annoying. Now with one less person in the courtyard, he was unwilling to go back…

Chang Yuncheng listlessly came to Madam Xie’s place.

“Haven’t eaten yet?” Madam Xie asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Sit down and eat quickly.” Madam Xie felt sorry for her son and quickly said.

Chang Yuncheng sat down but had no mood to talk, just lowered his head and picked at his food.

Madam Xie could see her son was unhappy and attributed it to Qi Yue.

“…She can provide care by living in someone else’s courtyard. But she’s clever – otherwise, where would she live?” she said indifferently while adding food to Chang Yuncheng’s bowl. “This time, no matter what that woman says, don’t pay attention to her. Since she doesn’t consider you and me important, we don’t need to pay attention to her either…”

Chang Yuncheng put down his chopsticks.

“Mother, Yueniang has you and me in her heart.” he said.

Madam Xie, who had been speaking enthusiastically, was stunned.

“She says she does, and you believe it? I say she doesn’t, and you don’t believe me?” she said, also putting down her chopsticks.

The atmosphere in the room immediately became strange.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie.

“Mother, Yueniang wants to treat you well. You… she’s actually quite good…” he began.

Madam Xie interrupted him with a cold laugh.

“She treats me well? How does she treat me well? I think she cares more about taking care of that Yan’er than about caring for me!” she said.

Mother’s words were a bit… Yan’er was a child and sick… how could they be compared…

Chang Yuncheng felt uncomfortable.

“Mother, Yueniang also cares about you. During those days, she personally added dishes and made late-night snacks for you every day…” he said.

Madam Xie’s expression paused.

“What?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng then told her about those days when Qi Yue personally cooked meals for Madam Xie.

“…Mother, Yueniang is truly good to you. Her background isn’t great, but since we’ve become a family, let’s not talk about the past. She’s very good, really very good…” he said, but didn’t know how to describe it and could only repeatedly say “very good.”

Before he finished speaking, Madam Xie suddenly swept her hand, and plates, bowls, and chopsticks clattered to the floor. This sudden noise startled everyone in the room.

“Mother.” Chang Yuncheng quickly stood up, somewhat at a loss.

“You actually let that woman cook for me to eat! What if she poisoned me to death?” Madam Xie shouted, gripping the table tightly with both hands, veins bulging.

“Mother, how could Yueniang do such a thing!” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but shout.

“Why couldn’t she?” Madam Xie looked at Chang Yuncheng and shouted fiercely, “If your grandmother could poison your mother to death, couldn’t the lowly servant she raised also poison me to death?”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately froze.

Mother’s death was a thorn in his heart…

Did grandmother really do it…

“Get out! You ungrateful thing who recognizes thieves as parents and knows no gratitude or revenge!” Madam Xie didn’t let him finish and pointed out fiercely.

“Mother!” Chang Yuncheng called out hoarsely.

“Get out!” Madam Xie suddenly overturned the table.

Chang Yuncheng quickly knelt down.

The maids in the room also immediately knelt down.

Madam Xie lifted her foot and walked away with a straight posture.

When night fell, Chang Yuncheng was persuaded to get up. He stood outside Rong’an Courtyard, feeling dazed and confused for a while. Finally, he returned to the study.

Chang Yuncheng sat blankly in the study, then suddenly remembered something and jumped up, rushing to the corner.

“Someone, someone!” he shouted.

The servants outside quickly ran in.

“Where’s the paper I threw here?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

The servants looked at each other.

“We cleaned it up…” one said.

“Who told you to clean it up!” Chang Yuncheng shouted. “Find it for me!”

The servants ran off in a panic.

After a chaotic commotion, the letter was finally found. Chang Yuncheng snatched the wrinkled paper stained with unknown garbage and drove the servants out.

“What letter is it that the Lord is so nervous about?”

“Seems like it’s from Young Master Fan…”

“What? That cut-sleeve Young Master Fan? Oh my, could it be…”

“Could it be your head! If you dare talk nonsense again, I’ll tear your mouth apart…”

The servants discussed as they walked away. In the study, Chang Yuncheng spread out the letter and read it carefully under the lamp.

“…My secret technique is to coax…”

“…Never speak well of your wife in front of your mother, and never speak well of your mother in front of your wife. Think about it – telling a woman who loves you how good another woman is, isn’t that asking for a beating?”

If he had heard this before, Chang Yuncheng would have mocked Fan Yilin. But today…

He sighed heavily and continued reading.

“…Similarly, you can’t tell them what the other complains about. No matter what they say, let it go in one ear and out the other…”

“…You must make your mother believe that your wife listens to her in everything. You must make your wife believe that your mother is absolutely satisfied with her. In short, you must make them believe they are the person the other wants them to be…”

Chang Yuncheng could sleep in the study, but he still had to return to his courtyard for washing and changing clothes. Just as he reached the courtyard entrance, he saw Qiu Xiang running out hurriedly.

“Lord!” she ran over as happy as could be. “The young madam has returned.”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“Lord, you should go quickly. The young madam is eating dinner.” Qiu Xiang said happily.

She returned… she was willing to come back… not to get clothes or something but for dinner… even so, he would absolutely not let her leave…

Chang Yuncheng strode inside.

In the room, A’Ru was carefully adding rice to her bowl, with an irrepressible smile on her face.

“Look at you all, you’re all afraid I’ll just run away, aren’t you?” she laughed.

A’Ru nodded without hesitation.

“Since I’ve accepted him and want to live well with him, I can’t act on impulse anymore. Someone has to step back, right?” Qi Yue smiled, then paused and tilted her head with a smile. “Besides, this kind of stepping back is something I can accept. When I encounter something I can’t accept, then I’ll run.”

A’Ru was happy hearing the first part but stamped her foot hearing the latter part.

“Young madam!” she scolded.

The door curtain rustled, and Chang Yuncheng walked in.

A’Ru quickly gestured and led the maids out.

Before Qi Yue could look up, Chang Yuncheng went directly over and embraced her.

“Hey.” Qi Yue was still holding her bowl and chopsticks and called out.

Chang Yuncheng still held her without speaking.

“Why aren’t you talking? Aren’t you quite eloquent? Apologize, give reasons, argue, whatever.” Qi Yue let him hold her and said.

“I have nothing to say. I was wrong. You said apologies are useless. I have nothing to say, and I’m too ashamed to say anything… Yueniang, you can hit me or scold me, just don’t ignore me…” Chang Yuncheng finally spoke, his voice muffled.

The news that Qi Yue had returned to the Prince’s courtyard reached Madam Xie immediately.

This shameless woman, what excellent methods indeed. It seems she learned quite a lot from that lowly Zhou woman…

Madam Xie sat rigidly, her expression frosty.

Fine, let’s wait and see. I want to see whether your seductive methods are more powerful, or whether I, as the mother, am more powerful!

Chapter 195: Request
The candlelight flickered a few times. Chang Yuncheng reached out to adjust it, looking at Qi Yue who was leaning against the pillow reading a book while reaching for dried fruits.

There weren’t many melon seeds left in the dish. Chang Yuncheng quickly sat down to continue peeling them.

“Yueniang.” he called out carefully again.

“What?” Qi Yue frowned and said, then burst out laughing at something she read.

Chang Yuncheng quickly leaned over.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

Qi Yue snapped the book shut against her body.

“Nothing.” she said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Yueniang.” he called out, then fell silent for a moment. “If you have something to say, just say it.”

“If I said your mother deliberately finds fault with me to make you dislike me, would you believe it?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng thought of Fan Yilin’s letter and nodded.

Qi Yue was actually surprised.

“You really believe it?” she asked. “Isn’t your mother like a bodhisattva in your eyes?”

Talking about elders behind their backs was really inappropriate…

Chang Yuncheng was silent for a moment.

“Mother doesn’t like this house, doesn’t like anyone in this house.” he said.

“So it’s normal that she doesn’t like me.” Qi Yue sighed. “You say you understand everything, so why did you still get angry at me?”

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her and opened his mouth.

“Yueniang, if you were in my position, in that situation, wouldn’t you get angry?” he said.

In the end, he couldn’t bring himself to say those sweet words against his conscience…

Qi Yue looked at him and sighed.

“This time it’s also my fault.” she said. “I shouldn’t have promised something I couldn’t do. Once I promised, I should have done it. I gave others something to criticize.”

This woman was just so straightforward.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and reached out his hand.

Qi Yue looked at him and placed her hand in his.

“It’s also my fault for being too hasty, rushing to push you in front of mother.” Chang Yuncheng said. “It backfired.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Actually, you can’t be blamed entirely.” she said. “If we’re going to blame anyone, blame your grandmother for insisting on pairing us together.”

Chang Yuncheng grasped her hand.

“I did regret and resent it at first.” he said. “But not now.”

“Why not now? What’s good about me?” Qi Yue laughed. “People with bad tempers like mine are rare, right?”

“I don’t know.” Chang Yuncheng said. “Probably because you are who you are.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and said something.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand. What she said didn’t sound like words? It was like bird calls.

“I said, why do I love you, lightning… never asks the eyes, when it flashes, why it closes…” Qi Yue laughed, leaning against the pillow, propping her head up with her hand, looking at Chang Yuncheng.

What? Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Because it knows, it cannot give any reason, because I have seen. So, then. I love you…” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng was completely confused by what she said.

“This is a poem.” Qi Yue laughed.

This woman was using poetry to express her love for him? Chang Yuncheng’s face turned red.

“What kind of poem is this, it’s nonsense…” he stammered.

Qi Yue laughed heartily and grabbed a handful of melon seeds to throw at him.

“Narcissist!” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng was embarrassed and annoyed that she had seen through his thoughts, brushing off his clothes and glaring.

“You terrible woman, what are you doing!” he said.

Qi Yue laughed and stretched out her feet.

“Massage my legs.” she said. “I’m exhausted these past few days.”

Chang Yuncheng pulled a long face. This woman…

He pulled over Qi Yue’s legs and began massaging them.

“Is this pressure okay?” he asked.

Qi Yue picked up her book again and lazily hummed in acknowledgment.

“How about this?”

“And this?”

The room was filled with the man’s careful inquiries from time to time.

The maids standing outside the door looked at each other, both seeing the smile in each other’s eyes.

When the night grew deep, Qi Yue put down her book.

“I’m not talking to you anymore.” she yawned. “I’m tired.”

Chang Yuncheng had been waiting for her to say this all evening. His heart pounded as he watched this woman walk out.

“Where are you going?” he quickly grabbed her arm and asked anxiously.

This man looked so nervous that Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh when she turned back.

“Don’t worry, I’m not running away.” she laughed. “I’m going to wash up.”

Chang Yuncheng held her arm and wouldn’t let go.

“There’s no need to always go to the maids’ room to wash…” he said.

He held Qi Yue’s arm, and through the fabric, he could feel the heat of his palm. Qi Yue unconsciously blushed.

Seeing her blush, Chang Yuncheng’s eyes darkened, his heart pounding like a drum, his breathing becoming rapid.

He wondered, wondered if what she said last time still counted…

Chang Yuncheng thought this and asked it out loud.

“What thing?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng held her hand and couldn’t help but use force, touching those soft little bones, feeling as if a hundred claws were scratching his heart.

“Nothing, nothing at all.” he finally stammered.

Before, when he was happy, she still wouldn’t agree, and now her mood wasn’t good.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Then I’ll wash here.” she said. “You’re not allowed to peek.”

Chang Yuncheng snorted.

“Who cares!” he said, releasing her hand.

Qi Yue smiled and indeed went into the washroom.

Chang Yuncheng watched the woman go in, first went inside to make the bed, extinguished the lights one by one, leaving only the night lamp, hearing the splashing of water in the washroom.

Peek! Who cares!

He sat down on the bed, then stood up again.

“She’s my wife, I can look openly and honestly, who needs to peek!” he muttered, took a deep breath, and stepped inside.

The room was filled with the woman’s laughing scolding and the man’s righteous response about needing to urinate.

At this time in the capital, in the imperial palace, the most prosperous place, it was also shrouded in night. A young palace maid was hurrying along the path.

The young palace maid entered a palace hall. Inside, behind layers of pearl curtains, a graceful and noble beautiful woman was dressing her hair before a mirror.

“Your Majesty Noble Consort, His Majesty has left the Empress’s quarters and is coming this way.” the palace maid bowed and said.

Noble Consort Dong hummed in acknowledgment upon hearing this and raised her hand. Immediately, a palace maid stepped forward and handed the young palace maid a handful of gold leaves.

“Thank you for Your Majesty’s reward.” the young palace maid knelt and kowtowed, then withdrew.

After what seemed like a long time, Noble Consort Dong reclined on the beauty couch beside the bed with her eyes closed. The palace hall remained quiet, without the majesty that would accompany the Emperor’s arrival.

A tall figure turned around the pearl curtains and slowly approached. He stopped as if admiring this picture of a lazy beauty.

Noble Consort Dong, reclining on the beauty couch with her hand on her chest, suddenly sighed softly, her eyes still closed.

“Why are you sighing for no reason?” came a man’s voice.

Noble Consort Dong started up in surprise and was about to kneel.

“Your Majesty!” she said.

The man by the pearl curtains then lifted the curtains and strode in, supporting the kneeling Noble Consort Dong with one hand.

This was a man around thirty years old, with a fair complexion and regular features. His eyes were narrow and long, his lips slightly thin, carrying an elusive shrewdness within his upright and peaceful demeanor.

This was the third Emperor of Great Xia, Emperor Taizong Qing.

He pulled Noble Consort Dong to sit down and caressed her for a while.

“Your Majesty, you haven’t come to this concubine’s place recently.” Noble Consort Dong said plaintively, leaning delicately against the man’s chest.

“Court affairs are complicated now, and I am not my own master.” Emperor Qing said.

Noble Consort Dong got up and obediently massaged his head.

Emperor Qing then closed his eyes, enjoying the beauty’s service while making casual conversation about what he had done and what he had eaten.

“Your Majesty, a few days ago this concubine had a bowl of taro at the Empress’s place and found it particularly good. The Empress said it was tribute from Marquis Dingxi.” Noble Consort Dong said while massaging the Emperor’s shoulders. “Your Majesty, this concubine is greedy but too embarrassed to ask the Empress directly. Could you help this concubine get some?”

The Emperor laughed heartily and reached out to pinch his beloved consort’s small hand.

“You’re the only one in this palace who’s greedy. When you hear about delicious food somewhere, you won’t let it go. I knew you didn’t ask me to come for my sake, but to have me get you food.” he laughed.

Noble Consort Dong shook the Emperor’s hand and laughed, then lowered her head to whisper something in his ear. The Emperor’s eyes narrowed as he reached out to embrace her.

“Then I’ll let you eat your fill.” he said with a low laugh.

For a moment, the room was filled with spring romance. After the clouds dispersed and rain ceased, the night was deep.

On the spacious bed, Noble Consort Dong leaned softly against the Emperor’s chest. The dim lamplight outside illuminated her face full of spring passion.

“…Why do you think Marquis Dingxi thought to send things to the Empress? He never used to show himself…” Noble Consort Dong played with the Emperor’s sash, speaking lazily.

“Of course he has a request.” the Emperor laughed. He pillowed his hands behind his neck. “Can you guess what he’s requesting?”

Noble Consort Dong tilted her head in thought.

“What could he possibly request? He lacks neither food nor clothing. Prince Dingxi has also achieved merit, and Your Majesty has given him an official position. Could he be asking Your Majesty to give him a grandson?” she covered her mouth and laughed.

The Emperor laughed heartily.

“You actually guessed right.” he laughed.

Noble Consort Dong was stunned, her cherry lips opening wide.

“Really?” she said in disbelief.

“He’s requesting permission for his second wife to share equal status.” the Emperor laughed, telling her about the matter.

Noble Consort Dong was speechless for a long time after hearing this.

“That’s really…” she seemed at a loss for words, rolling her eyes to look at the Emperor. “Your Majesty, how do you plan to respond to him?”

The Emperor looked at her with a smile.

“Isn’t this waiting for my beloved consort to speak?” he said.

This smile made his eyes even more narrow and inscrutable.

Noble Consort Dong smiled with pursed lips.

“How would this concubine dare to speak?” she laughed.

The Emperor smiled and suddenly reached out to grasp half of her breast.

Noble Consort Dong cried out in pain. The force was clearly not light, but she dared not show pain on her face, forcing herself to smile.

“Your Majesty…” she called out in a trembling, delicate voice.

The Emperor’s smile remained, but his eyes grew more and more narrowed.

“Your Majesty, this concubine was indeed approached by someone regarding the Marquis Dingxi family’s affairs, but the request wasn’t this…” Noble Consort Dong could no longer hide her pain and said in a trembling voice.

“Speak.” the Emperor said with a slight smile. The abundance he grasped in his hand was deformed even through the clothing, and one could imagine there would surely be bruises left under the fabric.

Noble Consort Dong endured the pain and leaned forward, not daring to hide anything as she spoke in detail.

The heavy pearl curtains blocked all sounds from this place of wealth and splendor.

Chapter 196: Night of Passion
That night, the man indeed behaved himself properly, not even taking care of himself. Qi Yue was truly exhausted and slept soundly until dawn.

When the sumptuous breakfast was served, she ate refreshingly while listening to the man sitting across from her, who clearly had dark circles under his eyes from a sleepless night.

“…Mother said you were tired, so you don’t need to observe those courtesies. As for what happened that day, as long as you know you were wrong in your heart, it’s over,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue looked at him suspiciously. Madam Xie would say such words? That would be seeing ghosts.

“Really?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded without blushing or stammering. Never mind her—even he himself wasn’t being acknowledged by Madam Xie now.

“Actually, it’s nothing. That day it was indeed my fault for falling asleep. I don’t know how I just fell asleep,” Qi Yue smiled. “Since she’s your mother, naturally I should be more respectful. Don’t worry, I won’t stoop to her level.”

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened. Why did these words sound so awkward…

However, it seemed Fan Yilin was right again. As soon as he mentioned that Madam Xie was being considerate of her, this woman had backed down a step…

After repeatedly reassuring Qi Yue, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t wait to rush to Madam Xie’s place to test his theory.

After kneeling for three consecutive days, Madam Xie finally felt sorry for her son. Seeing Chang Yuncheng kneeling outside at the drop of a hat all day long, she finally called him in.

“…I know Mother feels sorry for me and fears I’ll be wronged. I just want Mother to know I’m fine, that I haven’t been wronged, so I had Yueniang do those things to let Mother see that woman doesn’t dare to act up in front of me…” Chang Yuncheng said, half-kneeling before Madam Xie.

These words made Madam Xie feel comfortable.

As long as it wasn’t for that woman…

“However, what do you plan to do about that woman?” Madam Xie asked with a stern face.

“Whatever Mother says to do, that’s what I’ll do,” Chang Yuncheng replied. “If Mother doesn’t want to see her, then you don’t have to see her.”

Madam Xie nodded, but felt something wasn’t quite right.

Wouldn’t that be letting that woman off too easily?

However, giving her the cold shoulder would be the greatest torture for her, especially once there was a new daughter-in-law. With that comparison, she wouldn’t have good days in this household…

Thinking of this, Madam Xie smiled.

Chang Yuncheng breathed a sigh of relief, his hands hanging at his sides clenched into fists.

Good, if the two of them didn’t meet, surely they could live in peace.

“…Ailisha threw all the clothes in her hands out… immediately eleven handsome princes appeared, but unfortunately the youngest prince still had one arm as a swan’s wing…”

“…I can speak now, I am innocent… Ailisha said loudly…”

“…Fresh red roses grew from the firewood, the king walked over to pick these roses and personally put them on Ailisha…”

“Alright, time to sleep,” Qi Yue reached out and patted Yan’er’s head, smiling. “Story time is over.”

Yan’er looked at Qi Yue with satisfaction and obediently closed her eyes.

Chang Chunlan, standing nearby, lowered her head and wiped away tears.

“Thank you for taking the trouble,” she said, walking Qi Yue out.

“Elder Sister, you’re speaking like an outsider again,” Qi Yue smiled, then sighed and took Chang Chunlan’s hand. “That day you went to kneel at Mother’s place? Saying it was because of you that I couldn’t fulfill my duties as a daughter-in-law?”

The day Yan’er had just finished surgery, Chang Chunlan said she was going back to get something, and “getting something” took half a day. When she returned, she was limping. Sharp-eyed Que Zhi noticed and inquired, discovering that she had gone to kneel in Madam Xie’s courtyard for half a day.

Chang Chunlan lowered her head and wiped away tears.

“It was because of me to begin with…” she choked up.

“Elder Sister, don’t be silly. It wasn’t because of you,” Qi Yue smiled, patting her shoulder. “Don’t overthink it.”

Concubine said the same thing, and she said the same thing. Chang Chunlan sighed—only those who truly cared about her would comfort her this way.

When Chang Yuncheng returned from his routine visit to pay respects and dine with Madam Xie, he first asked the maid what Qi Yue had eaten and how much.

“Oh my, stop being such a busybody,” Qi Yue laughed from inside the room. “I’m not a masochist—how could I bear to mistreat myself?”

Chang Yuncheng entered sheepishly and saw Qi Yue sitting on the kang, fiddling with something strange.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“A wind chime,” Qi Yue said, lifting it up. The small bell-like objects strung on the rope made clear, crisp sounds.

Women love these little trinkets…

Chang Yuncheng immediately began thinking about where he’d seen similar things at whose house, so he could go ask for one.

“This is for Yan’er to practice speaking,” Qi Yue said, handing it to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng took it, puzzled. Qi Yue stood to one side and blew on the wind chime, making it spin and produce clear, crisp sounds.

“Practice speaking?” Chang Yuncheng asked, confused. “Speaking to the wind chime? Isn’t that silly?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“You’re the silly one,” she stood up and said. “It’s blowing on the wind chime to practice breathing.”

“Breathing? That’s even sillier,” Chang Yuncheng said, trying to blow on it himself.

The wind chime spun and chimed melodiously.

He couldn’t help but smile. Here, Qi Yue also blew on it, and in the candlelight, the woman’s beautiful face bloomed like a flower.

Chang Yuncheng’s heart raced, and he struggled to look away.

“Give it to me,” Qi Yue reached out.

Chang Yuncheng instinctively raised his hand, and Qi Yue’s hand missed.

“What are you doing?” she laughed, raising her hand to playfully hit him. “What’s wrong with you?”

Chang Yuncheng swallowed and handed her the wind chime.

“Blow on it again,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and indeed raised her head to blow again. Just as she blew out a breath, Chang Yuncheng leaned over and kissed her lips.

Qi Yue was startled by this surprise attack, her eyes widening.

This wasn’t the first time. By now, they had kissed before, touched before, but this time felt different from the previous times.

This time his movements were gentle and slow. Through the experience of the previous times, this man’s technique had become naturally skilled. His tongue rolled and sucked in her mouth, causing Qi Yue to unconsciously make gasping sounds.

After a breathless moment, they temporarily parted, or they would have suffocated.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the woman close to his face with reddened eyes, the wind chime still clutched in his hand.

After the passionate kiss, the woman’s face was flushed red, her eyes watery, and her swollen lips were even more enticing.

“Pah, pervert,” Qi Yue said with a red face, pushing him away and turning to hurry away.

Chang Yuncheng put down the wind chime and reached out to grab her.

“Yueniang,” he called hoarsely, his voice carrying heat.

Qi Yue felt as if what was holding her was a furnace, burning hot and making her panic.

“Yueniang…” Chang Yuncheng called again softly, pulling the woman in front of him and lowering his head to kiss her again.

This time, when he pried open the woman’s mouth, the little tongue inside actively intertwined with his.

Chang Yuncheng’s whole body shook violently, and his hands around Qi Yue’s waist pressed and kneaded forcefully.

Qi Yue was nearly suffocated by the pressure and let out a muffled groan, escaping from Chang Yuncheng’s lips.

“Be gentler…” she panted, but before she could finish speaking, the frenzied man picked her up and placed her on the nearby daybed, his weight pressing down heavily.

“Yueniang, is tonight alright?” Chang Yuncheng supported himself on his arms, asking in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue’s heart beat like a drum.

Is it alright?

This… this…

“Haven’t washed yet, go wash first…” she gritted her teeth and said, raising her hand to push him.

With this movement, Chang Yuncheng’s hand that had already slipped inside her clothes felt the fullness beneath grow even more substantial.

Wash…

Remembering the previous interruptions, Chang Yuncheng made up his mind this time. Never mind washing—even if the sky fell, he wouldn’t let go…

If he didn’t have this woman tonight, he would definitely die of frustration.

Roughly tearing and pulling at her clothes, he saw the dazzling white flesh emerge in the lamplight. Chang Yuncheng couldn’t be bothered to remove her lower garments and sat on the woman, hastily stripping himself naked.

This kind of thing wasn’t much… men and women enjoying each other… human nature…

They were all adults… when things naturally progressed, just go with the flow…

Qi Yue looked at the naked man above her with a flushed face. Although she had seen before, that was inappropriate viewing, so she hadn’t dared look. At this moment, looking at her own man, that wouldn’t be inappropriate, would it…

Her own man…

These words flashed through her mind, and Qi Yue’s face grew even redder…

She really hadn’t expected that she would be doing that with a man from a thousand years ago…

Oh my… this… this really was…

The somewhat dark skin, the bulging hard muscles, the iron-pillar-like arms busy removing the last of his undergarments, and below the sculpted abs, the man’s symbol sprang forth, tense and trembling as it faced her…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but cry out, covering her face with her hands.

The lamp in the room suddenly went out. The people standing outside were startled, then immediately heard the woman’s suppressed muffled groan.

“It hurts… slower…”

A’Ru was frightened out of her wits and fled like the wind, hurriedly driving people away in confusion. The courtyard gate was locked, and in the maid’s room, doors and windows were tightly shut, but it seemed those embarrassing sounds still drilled in.

“…be gentler… you bastard… don’t bite… ah… it hurts…”

Qi Yue knew the first time would be painful, but this was too painful. This body was too tight and narrow… most importantly, this man was too impatient…

Accompanied by her low cries, the man above her moved even faster. Qi Yue couldn’t help but grip the bedding tightly to prevent herself from being pushed away entirely.

She couldn’t control herself, gasping and moaning to relieve the painful yet tingling, numb yet itchy sensation.

Chang Yuncheng felt like he was going mad. He also felt pain—that kind of swollen, maddening pain. The woman beneath him cried out again and again, making his whole body tremble. Damn it, it wasn’t enough, still not enough, he needed to go deeper…

He straightened his back, pressed down on the woman who kept trying to escape beneath him, threw back his head and gritted his teeth, forcefully thrusting himself in again and again.

God… the feeling of being tightly wrapped, sucked by that narrow, tight warmth…

The woman beneath him cried out louder and louder. Looking down, he saw her long hair spread beneath her, the stark contrast of black and white, her chest surging like turbulent waves with the movement, the swollen cherry-red peak fresh and enticing.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly bent down, bit it with his mouth, let out a low growl, and his back moved even faster.

This stimulation from above and below left Qi Yue with no rational thought. She reached out to embrace the stone-hard back of the man above her, bit down hard, and with this bite, the man thrust fiercely. Qi Yue released her bite, threw back her head, and let out a trembling cry.

“Chang Yuncheng…” she called tremblingly, the tone drawn out, her whole body shaking uncontrollably.

This call made Chang Yuncheng’s whole body tense. Combined with being gripped by the rapidly convulsing passage, layer upon layer of searing heat, he let out a low growl, bent down to block the woman’s gasping mouth, moved rapidly up and down a few times, growled low as he released, and collapsed heavily on Qi Yue.

“What are you crying out for… don’t call my name…” the man panted with annoyance, “I’m not done yet…”

Qi Yue was completely dazed and had no idea where she was, couldn’t hear what he was saying at all, and just closed her eyes and fell asleep from exhaustion.

Chapter 197: Joy
Qi Yue woke up drowsily in the middle of the night, half her body pressed down by the man, her whole body sticky and messy.

As soon as she moved, Chang Yuncheng woke up.

Qi Yue hissed and sucked in a cold breath, stimulated by the pain below.

“What’s wrong, what’s wrong?” Chang Yuncheng asked anxiously, his large hands feeling all over her body. He knew he had been too impatient and heavy-handed, afraid he might have hurt her somewhere. The bloodstains on the bed had startled him.

“What do you think,” Qi Yue replied irritably, enduring the various discomforts of becoming a woman for the first time. “I need to bathe!”

Chang Yuncheng rolled up immediately, running naked into the washroom, then running back naked again shortly after.

“Ready, the water’s ready,” he said, reaching out to lift the still-lying Qi Yue.

Although they had already been intimate, this naked contact still made Qi Yue blush.

“I’ll wash myself, you wait a moment,” she said.

“I’ll help you wash, I’ll help you wash,” Chang Yuncheng said repeatedly, entering the washroom naked again.

The washroom was naturally lit with lamps. Chang Yuncheng placed Qi Yue in the bathtub and carefully helped her scrub.

Qi Yue closed her eyes and leaned against the tub to relieve the soreness. Opening her eyes to see this man naked, carefully and properly bathing her, she couldn’t help but laugh.

“Who would have thought you knew how to serve people,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng carefully pinned up her hair and rubbed it gently.

“When I was little, I liked to pick up stray dogs from outside…” he said in a low voice. “I’d bathe them and feed them…”

Qi Yue splashed water at him with her hand.

“Little rascal!” she glared.

Chang Yuncheng laughed and quickly held her down.

“No, I’m telling the truth. But they didn’t like it, so I could only raise them secretly,” he smiled while splashing water to wash Qi Yue.

Qi Yue reached out and pulled him.

“Come in quickly, it’s so cold,” she said.

Since the woman actively invited him, Chang Yuncheng naturally wouldn’t be polite and immediately stepped in. In the small bathtub, the two faced each other and pressed together.

“Does it still hurt?” Chang Yuncheng asked in a low voice.

This question made Qi Yue wary.

“It hurts,” she glared.

Chang Yuncheng saw her guarded expression and laughed again. His large hands embraced her and kissed her forehead.

Qi Yue tried to struggle, but there was only so much space here. Her struggling only made them touch more, and then the man’s instinctive reaction arose, hard and pressing against her body.

“Don’t move, don’t move, I won’t…” Chang Yuncheng stroked the back of the woman in his arms, saying hurriedly.

He kept his word. Indeed, he made no further moves. The two soaked for a while, then Chang Yuncheng got up and dried off, still not putting on clothes, just carried Qi Yue out like this. He didn’t return to the daybed but came to the bedroom, pulling the quilt to wrap around both of them.

Qi Yue was truly tired and let this man hold her, falling asleep soon after. After falling asleep, she became restless, quickly breaking free from the man’s embrace and rolling to one side.

This woman…

Chang Yuncheng felt uncomfortable and reached out to pull her back, holding her properly in his arms again.

She belonged to him, completely and entirely to him alone…

Chang Yuncheng nuzzled Qi Yue’s head and closed his eyes contentedly.

It was now past the first month, so construction could begin. Qi Yue rushed to Qianjin Hall early in the morning.

A large group of craftsmen moved into Qianjin Hall, starting work in a bustling, lively chaos.

“Our positioning is surgery. Mm, we can also add gynecology,” Qi Yue discussed with Liu Pucheng.

Liu Pucheng looked at the bright, hope-filled expression of the woman before him, listening attentively with a smile.

“…Whether they can treat patients isn’t the most urgent matter right now. We first need to strengthen technical training in disinfection and nursing care. For surgical injuries and illnesses, treatment is thirty percent, care is seventy percent… An inpatient department is naturally essential…” Qi Yue spoke while gesturing.

“Is your master’s medical hall like this, Young Madam?” Liu Pucheng couldn’t help asking.

“Yes,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Your master, is he still alive?” Liu Pucheng asked carefully.

Alive, but not in this world.

Qi Yue smiled with some melancholy. Modern society seemed like a dream.

She looked outside at the busy craftsmen, the disciples running back and forth. The scene before her couldn’t help but overlap with the hospital from her previous life.

She was about to open a hospital in ancient times, without medical equipment, without the most basic medicines…

“…The disinfectant? Is it ready yet?”

“…Stop the bleeding… Senior Brother, how often should the tourniquet be loosened…”

The noisy voices of the disciples came from outside. The modern hospital scene before Qi Yue’s eyes disappeared, replaced by these busy ancient physicians.

Although she lacked this and that, fortunately she had people—people with great enthusiasm for medicine.

All those things from modern times had ultimately appeared and been perfected bit by bit through human effort, so actually the most important and crucial thing was still people.

“Is it massive bleeding?” Qi Yue walked out and asked loudly, rolling up her sleeves. “I’ll do it.”

Several busy days passed in the blink of an eye, and the project got on track.

Chang Yuncheng stayed to have dinner with Madam Xie every day. When Qi Yue returned home from Qianjin Hall, he hadn’t returned yet.

Qi Yue went straight to wash up. Now she naturally didn’t need to use A’Ru’s room. She had just entered and undressed when Chang Yuncheng came in, startling her.

“Go out, I haven’t washed yet,” she hurriedly covered her top with her hands, but then exposed her bottom, so she hurried to cover below.

Watching this woman struggle up and down, this covering was more enticing than not covering at all.

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and embraced her.

“What are you rushing for…” Qi Yue said angrily. How could this man be like this?

“I haven’t seen you all day… I’m dying of anxiety,” Chang Yuncheng growled in a low voice, stabilizing the back of Qi Yue’s head with one hand and kissing her fiercely.

After a good while, they separated, panting.

“What are you thinking about all day long!” Qi Yue still remembered what he had said and spoke angrily.

“Yueniang, I’ve been holding back for several days…” Chang Yuncheng said hoarsely.

After that first night, Qi Yue’s body was uncomfortable and refused to let Chang Yuncheng touch her again. Chang Yuncheng was also afraid of hurting her, so he restrained himself from touching her. Having experienced intimacy but then sleeping together every night while only being able to look but not touch—this required tremendous willpower for a hot-blooded man.

Qi Yue was left speechless by his words, not knowing what to say.

“I’m about to leave…” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said softly.

Qi Yue’s heart immediately softened.

“…I want you…” the man looked at her and said again, his eyes blazing with fire.

Qi Yue’s face immediately flushed red, and her eyes became misty.

“Then, we still need to wash first…” she said softly.

Chang Yuncheng picked her up and sat her in the bathtub. His already tense member directly rushed in with the movement of the water.

Qi Yue cried out in surprise, then was immediately thrust upward forcefully. The large bouncing flesh on her chest was grabbed in one hand. Chang Yuncheng buried his head in.

The sounds of water, panting, moaning, and flesh colliding mingled in the room.

“Chang Yuncheng…” came the woman’s trembling scream.

What responded to her were two sharp slaps.

“Don’t call my name…”

This time Chang Yuncheng barely managed to hold back, his whole body shaking violently. With some annoyance, he heavily slapped the woman’s bottom twice.

Damn it, he never knew his name had such magic power, or rather, when called from this woman’s mouth it had such magic power, making him feel like he was about to explode.

He didn’t want to stop, wanted to keep having her. Have her, a lifetime wouldn’t be enough…

On the eighth day after Yan’er’s surgery, Qi Yue removed her stitches. Everyone in the family came to see after hearing the news. When they saw the red mark on the child’s lip, everyone gasped in shock.

Basically, no one had seen Yan’er’s cleft lip before, so seeing such a wound frightened everyone badly, thinking it looked terrifying…

But Chang Chunlan wept tears of joy. Compared to her previous appearance, her daughter now looked much better.

“…In about half a year, the wound will heal,” Qi Yue smiled, covering Yan’er’s face with a veil. “Don’t let sunlight hit it for these three months…”

This wasn’t considered good yet? Everyone was stunned, and Chang Chunlan was even more incredulous.

“After half a year…” she hesitantly asked.

“After half a year it will heal completely, and the red mark will disappear,” Qi Yue smiled, but then frowned. “However, this suture scar probably won’t disappear. Up close, it will still be very obvious.”

She sighed at this point.

There was no way around it—she still couldn’t achieve the best results…

Chang Chunlan began crying loudly.

“Look, Elder Sister, the medical techniques aren’t perfect…” Qi Yue hurried to comfort her.

“No, this is good enough,” Chang Chunlan pulled Qi Yue and cried, about to kneel down. “Yueniang, I thank you…”

Qi Yue smiled and quickly helped her up.

Here, Chang Chunlan also pulled Yan’er to kneel in thanks.

“Elder Sister, it’s not me that Yan’er should thank,” Qi Yue said solemnly, pulling Yan’er to face Chang Chunlan. “She should thank you. You preserved her life and gave her the opportunity to be treated by me. You went through countless hardships to feed and raise her, and you endured cold looks and disdain to protect her. Elder Sister, others say you’re timid and weak, but I think you’re very brave—braver and stronger than anyone. Yan’er’s life has been unfortunate, but having a mother like you is great fortune.”

She said this while pushing Yan’er forward.

“Yan’er, go bow in thanks for your mother’s great kindness,” she said.

Yan’er immediately knelt toward Chang Chunlan and kowtowed solemnly.

“Yan’er thanks Mother for the kindness of giving birth and never abandoning me,” she said. Having just had her stitches removed, speaking was even more difficult for her, but she used all her strength to say these words clearly.

Chang Chunlan was already crying uncontrollably, holding Yan’er and sobbing loudly.

Others in the room were also wiping away tears. Third Miss was even crying while hugging Second Miss, unable to stand.

Madam Xie wouldn’t join in such excitement. At this moment, she was overjoyed in Rongan Courtyard.

Marquis Dingxi placed a sealed memorial on the table.

“Guess how the Emperor responded,” he said.

The memorial was still sealed, and clearly he hadn’t looked either.

Having not seen the Emperor personally respond to a memorial for years, Marquis Dingxi was somewhat afraid and didn’t dare open it.

What if it was approved? He had shown off plenty in front of Madam Xie and felt quite proud. But what if the Emperor gave him a thorough scolding? That would be scolding Madam Xie—it was all this woman’s idea, nothing to do with Marquis Dingxi!

Madam Xie didn’t care about his petty thoughts. With trembling hands, she took it and opened it.

Chapter 198: Reluctant Parting
Madam Xie opened the memorial and was stunned after one glance.

When Madam Xie took the memorial, Marquis Dingxi took several deep breaths to calm himself down. Just as he had calmed down, seeing Madam Xie’s expression made him panic again.

“What does it say?” he couldn’t help asking. “Approved or not approved?”

Madam Xie looked at the memorial with a strange expression.

“I don’t know…” she said, handing the memorial to him. “Marquis, you look. Is it approved or not?”

What do you mean you don’t know? Are you illiterate?

Marquis Dingxi frowned and grabbed it, then he was also stunned.

The vermillion characters were very prominent on the memorial. The Emperor always kept his responses to memorials concise and clear. Once there was a censor who wrote dozens of pages eloquently describing how terrible something was, how it shouldn’t be promoted, how it would bring disaster to the country and people. After reading it, the Emperor only replied with one character: “Scram,” concise, clear, refreshing, and sharp. So that censor scurmed.

Emperor Yu Qing was different from his grandfather and father, the two previous emperors. Perhaps because he was third generation, compared to the founding emperor who came from humble origins and Emperor Taizong who had fought alongside the founding emperor, this Emperor had a somewhat eccentric temperament and was moody.

So Marquis Dingxi was very anxious.

Of course, this time the Emperor’s reply to Marquis Dingxi’s memorial wasn’t the single word “scram,” but several words.

“Matters between husband and wife—if the couple agrees, what business is it of mine?”

Marquis Dingxi read it aloud, then looked at Madam Xie after finishing.

“Is this approval or disapproval?” he also asked.

Useless fool! Madam Xie cursed in her heart.

The couple studied it all night and finally understood what the Emperor meant.

“The Emperor means this is a matter between us husband and wife. If we’re willing, he won’t interfere,” Madam Xie said.

Marquis Dingxi wore a mocking expression.

“You’re so stupid. What do you mean ‘us husband and wife’? Am I the one taking a wife?” he said, while muttering, “Actually, I wouldn’t mind taking another one…”

Madam Xie was furious and laughed coldly.

“You’d need to have that fortune,” she said. If you’re capable, you should also leave home for three years. If you’re capable, you should also fight real battles with the Eastern slaves in the bitter cold of the northern desert. If you’re capable, you should also bear seven or eight sword and arrow wounds on your body. Thinking of this, Madam Xie couldn’t help crying.

My son… you’ve suffered…

“What are you crying for? This is a happy occasion,” Marquis Dingxi said inexplicably. “Women’s tears are worthless.”

“I don’t have a heart of stone like you!” Madam Xie replied through her tears.

Marquis Dingxi was too lazy to argue with a woman whose mind wasn’t clear. He sat to one side looking at the memorial, occasionally chuckling.

This was the Emperor giving him face, showing that in the Emperor’s eyes, he was still considered one of his own people, willing to manage his household affairs…

“Go, call the couple over and ask them,” he said proudly.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“Ask? Ask what?” she said. “For such matters, why ask them? Our Chang family taking wives and concubines, expanding the bloodline, is natural and right. What, they could still disagree? What would that make them?”

Marquis Dingxi thought this made sense. Speaking of which, his descendants were truly sparse. His son had achievements and accomplishments—it was time to raise more children.

“However, what about that girl from the Rao family in Shandong? Since the Emperor has spoken, why don’t we make it public? Perhaps even better families would be willing to marry into our family,” he said in a low voice with a smile.

Just based on the Emperor personally approving this memorial, what great face this was! When the time came, who knew how many families would compete to marry into his family. Why give such an advantage only to the Rao family?

Madam Xie immediately knew what Marquis Dingxi was planning.

“Marquis, I can’t do such heartless and ungrateful things!” she stood up and said. “That good young lady was willing to wait when we hadn’t yet decided whether it would work out, not afraid of delaying herself. The Rao family also put aside their dignity. Now that it’s successful, you want to turn your back on them—what kind of behavior is that! If word gets out, how will our Yuncheng face people!”

Marquis Dingxi said nothing, still pondering.

“Besides, do you really think this success depends only on us?” Madam Xie snorted. “If it weren’t for Second Madam asking Imperial Concubine Dong…”

Hearing this, Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but interrupt.

“It wasn’t entirely her—I also sent a basket of taro to Her Majesty the Empress…” he said.

Madam Xie glared angrily. Marquis Dingxi also felt his taro couldn’t compare to Imperial Concubine Dong’s favor, so he laughed awkwardly and said nothing more.

“Why would Imperial Concubine Dong help? Isn’t it out of respect for the Shandong Rao family? Now that we’ve succeeded, we want to cross the river and tear down the bridge. I guarantee that before those families come competing to marry into our family, the Emperor will find some reason to scold us!” Madam Xie said angrily.

Marquis Dingxi sighed. What a pity—such a glorious matter couldn’t be publicized. Was there anything more frustrating in the world than wearing fine clothes at night?

“Then I don’t care. You handle it,” he said listlessly, waving his hand and yawning. Not sleeping well all night really wouldn’t do. Thinking of the new little maid in his study, tender and fresh, his heart itched.

He got up and left.

“Concubine Liu has invited you several times. You should visit her too,” Madam Xie was in a good mood and did a favor in passing.

Marquis Dingxi made some vague sounds, who knew if he heard or not, and left.

Madam Xie didn’t care anymore, happily touching the memorial.

“Go tell Second Madam,” she said, then stood up. “No, I’ll go myself.”

After walking a few steps, she thought again, “Or should I call Yuncheng first, tell him so he can be happy too?”

Nanny Su helped her put on her cloak.

“Madam, one before the other, it’s only about an hour’s difference,” she smiled.

Madam Xie also smiled.

“I’m so flustered I can’t stand it,” she said, pressing her hand to her chest with a smile. “This is my first time marrying off a daughter-in-law, and I don’t know what to do. Nanny Su, you must help me.”

She grabbed Nanny Su’s hand and said.

“When the time comes, as long as Madam speaks up, there will be plenty of people to help. I might not even be able to help much,” Nanny Su smiled.

Madam Xie also smiled. The two left one after the other, heading straight to Second Madam’s place.

Here, Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue were about to have breakfast, and they were having it in their room rather than going to the dining hall.

The maids kept their heads down as they set out the food. The lingering intimacy in the air after their passion made them all blush, and they hurriedly escaped.

“Eat this,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng immediately picked up a piece of fried pastry and handed it over, placing it in Qi Yue’s open mouth.

“What else do you want to eat?” he asked.

“I’m done eating,” Qi Yue leaned back against the cushions, saying lazily.

“You’ve only eaten this little,” Chang Yuncheng frowned, moving from across to sit beside her and reaching out to pull her. “Get up quickly, eat some more.”

Qi Yue wouldn’t get up.

“I’m exhausted, can’t eat anymore,” she glared at him.

Chang Yuncheng laughed, put down his chopsticks, and grabbed her feet.

“I’ll massage them for you,” he said in a low voice, his hands moving up from her calves.

Qi Yue kicked at him. Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily and pulled her into his arms.

“I’ve tired you out, I’ll feed you until you’re full,” he laughed softly in her ear.

Qi Yue was stimulated by his voice and words, her body going soft. She reached out and pinched his waist hard.

Chang Yuncheng ignored it, picking up food to feed her. Qi Yue had no choice but to eat bite by bite.

This meal lasted nearly half an hour.

After eating, Qi Yue wanted to read. Chang Yuncheng came over again.

“Hey, aren’t you going out for a walk?” Qi Yue asked.

“Do you want to go out?” Chang Yuncheng asked, nuzzling her hair repeatedly. It was strange how everything about her was fragrant.

Qi Yue shook her head and pushed him away.

“Don’t always follow me around. Go out and play,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng’s face fell, and he vengefully pressed her into his arms.

“I have to go to Qianjin Hall in a while. I’m giving a lecture today,” Qi Yue said again, trying to break free from his embrace.

Really, how could such a grown man be so clingy like a child? He wasn’t like this before.

“I’ll go too,” Chang Yuncheng said, getting up with her.

Qi Yue shook her head and sighed.

“Chang Yuncheng, how old are you…” she said.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pull her over and looked down at her.

“I’m about to leave, Yueniang…” he said with deep eyes.

Qi Yue immediately raised her hands in surrender. Fine, fine, she had no resistance to children…

She reached out to hug Chang Yuncheng’s neck, smiled and stood on tiptoe to kiss his chin.

Chang Yuncheng immediately picked her up.

“Hey, there are many ways I can accompany you, not just that,” Qi Yue said, pressing on his shoulders and looking down at the man’s face with a smile.

“What else can we do?” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching out to squeeze her soft bottom.

Qi Yue just laughed and patted him.

“Like I could accompany you playing the qin, or we could go shopping, or go out to eat, or go hiking and have a picnic,” she smiled, lowering her head to bite the man’s nose. “Who spends all their time rolling around in bed…”

Rolling around in bed?

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily and bit the woman’s small soft chin.

“Good, I still have time at home. We’ll do them one by one,” he smiled. “So shall we go play the qin now?”

“You play the qin, I’ll read!” Qi Yue said with squinted eyes and a smile.

Chang Yuncheng hugged her tightly.

“No way,” he said with domineering authority that brooked no refusal, putting her down and pulling her toward the study.

Qi Yue smiled and let him pull her. The two left the room and had just walked out of the courtyard when they saw two maids coming over.

“Lord,” they stopped, curtsied, and kept their heads down while their eyes glanced at Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue’s clasped hands.

They only greeted the Lord and didn’t curtsy to the Young Madam. Needless to say, these were definitely maids from Madam Xie’s side.

Chang Yuncheng released her hand.

Qi Yue glanced at him, pursed her lips in a smile, and stepped back without saying anything.

“Madam asks you to come over for a moment,” the maid said.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment and looked back at Qi Yue.

“Go ahead,” Qi Yue grinned. “I was just about to go out…”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately fell.

Qi Yue pursed her lips, poked him, and pushed him.

“I’m teasing you, silly. I’ll wait for you in the study,” she smiled.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng smile and follow the two maids, frequently looking back. Seeing that woman indeed walking toward the study, he looked back and Qi Yue also looked back. At first she smiled at him with her hand covering her mouth, then when they were farther apart, he couldn’t see her smile clearly, only saw the woman waving at him.

The two maids leading the way exchanged glances, both seeing shock and confusion in each other’s eyes.

This… this… how did this seem like reluctant parting?

But they were at home—what was there to be reluctant about?

Chang Yuncheng walked with a smile all the way to Madam Xie’s door, composing his expression before entering.

A maid called out that the Lord had arrived and lifted the curtain.

Chapter 199: Great Joy
Chang Yuncheng entered the room and saw Madam Xie applying a face mask.

“Mother, did you go out?” he asked.

Madam Xie made a sound of acknowledgment and sat properly on the kang, taking the hand warmer handed to her by a maid, her face full of smiles.

“Mother, what’s making you so happy?” Chang Yuncheng rarely saw his mother this happy and hurried to ask, sitting down.

Madam Xie smiled.

“Where is that woman?” she thought of something and asked.

“Don’t know, probably reading in her room?” Chang Yuncheng said with some indifference.

“Is she bad-mouthing me behind my back again?” Madam Xie snorted.

“No, she said she was very sad that Mother wouldn’t let her pay respects and serve you,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Really? She would be sad? She’d be too happy to be sad, wouldn’t she?” Madam Xie asked doubtfully.

Chang Yuncheng concealed himself by drinking tea and vaguely said it was true.

“Did Mother call me here today to ask about her?” he put down his teacup.

Madam Xie laughed and indeed dropped the topic.

“Exactly, why mention her and spoil the mood,” she said. “From now on, whatever she wants to do, she can do. I won’t pay any attention to her.”

Although this kind of mother-in-law and daughter-in-law relationship was ultimately not good, given time it might slowly improve. At least it was better than quarreling every time they met.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of agreement and let it pass vaguely.

“Yuncheng, you have great joy coming,” Madam Xie suddenly said.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat distracted, thinking about what that woman was doing in his study, when he was startled by Madam Xie’s sudden mention of “great joy.”

“What?” he asked, confused.

Madam Xie was beaming.

“You’re getting married,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes widened. Had Mother gone mad from anger?

He was so frightened he stood up, about to go find a doctor. Madam Xie was both laughing and annoyed as she made him sit down.

“Other people’s wives are all young ladies from distinguished families. Only you, harmed by that old woman, are stuck with this lowly servant, laughed at wherever you go,” Madam Xie sighed.

Actually, no one was laughing. When men got together, who talked about such things? They’d rather discuss whose woman was beautiful. On that topic, taking Yueniang out wouldn’t be laughed at—she’d be envied instead…

Thinking this, he couldn’t help feeling somewhat smug. His woman, hehe…

“What are you smiling about?” Madam Xie was speaking sadly when she looked up to see Chang Yuncheng grinning. She paused and asked.

Chang Yuncheng quickly stopped smiling.

“Yes, no, I was…” he didn’t know how to answer appropriately for a moment, but knew the truth definitely wouldn’t be appropriate, “Mother still cares about me…”

Hearing him say this, Madam Xie smiled.

“If I don’t care about you, who will?” she sighed, ordering someone to bring the osmanthus cakes that Second Madam had brought for the Lord to eat.

Chang Yuncheng breathed a sigh of relief, secretly wiping away sweat.

“Where was I just now?” Madam Xie had forgotten what she was going to say after this interruption, then remembered and hurried to continue, “You’re getting married.”

Chang Yuncheng tasted the osmanthus cake—it was sweet. That woman loved eating these. He was about to tell Madam Xie to bring some back for a late-night snack when he heard this again.

“Mother, what exactly are you saying?” he asked with a smile. “I’m already married.”

“That doesn’t count. I want you to marry a real wife, a good wife I’ve carefully chosen, a good wife who will be in harmony with you,” Madam Xie said solemnly.

Chang Yuncheng put down the osmanthus cake, knowing this was no ordinary matter…

Madam Xie picked up the memorial from beside her and handed it to Chang Yuncheng.

“Look at this. Your father has finally done something a father should do,” she said slowly.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to take it, and after reading it, his expression was complex.

“Mother means that I’m going to…” he looked up hesitantly.

“You’re going to marry another wife,” Madam Xie said.

Chang Yuncheng held the memorial without speaking. Logically, it was normal for a man to have multiple women, especially for someone of his status. But somehow, he felt somewhat… uneasy.

“Mother, is this… is this appropriate?” he said hesitantly.

Madam Xie hadn’t seen her son’s expression of wild joy and was somewhat surprised, feeling uncomfortable.

“How is it inappropriate? Is it only appropriate to have that woman as the only wife?” she said with a stern face.

“No, that’s not what I meant,” Chang Yuncheng forced a smile.

“Don’t worry, I’ve already chosen a suitable girl—the Miss Rao I mentioned to you before. You remember, don’t you?” Madam Xie smiled slightly. Although her son had been married for so long, what kind of marriage was that? Speaking of real marriage, this would count. He was probably so happy he didn’t know what to do.

“Ah?” Chang Yuncheng looked up somewhat bewildered.

Indeed stunned, Madam Xie smiled.

“The one you personally escorted to the post station,” she said, then frowned again at this memory. If that woman hadn’t insisted on following, Yuncheng would definitely have had a deep impression.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of understanding without responding, unsure whether he knew or not.

“Anyway, don’t worry about it. Just wait peacefully to be a groom,” Madam Xie leaned back against the cushions and sighed with satisfaction.

“But, Mother,” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help speaking up, “what about Yueniang…”

“Her? What about her?” Madam Xie sat up abruptly. Her good mood was always spoiled by this woman. “What business is it of hers? Could she be unwilling?”

“No, no,” Chang Yuncheng quickly smiled apologetically. “How could she be unwilling? She listens to whatever you say, Mother.”

Madam Xie pursed her lips and slowly leaned back again.

“I don’t care whether she listens or not,” she said. “As long as I have this daughter-in-law who listens. As for her, she can do whatever she wants. Even if she raises hell, I’ll pretend not to see it. Everyone can mind their own business—that’s good for me, good for her, good for everyone.”

Of course, my being good is really good, while her being good—not a chance!

A daughter-in-law loved by her mother-in-law versus one not loved by her mother-in-law—over time, who could have it easy?

Chang Yuncheng, hearing her say this, gradually suppressed what he was going to say.

If it were really like this…

With Mother having someone she liked, she wouldn’t look for fault with Yueniang anymore…

This way, it would truly be everyone happy…

He gradually relaxed his brow and smiled.

Seeing him smile, Madam Xie was even happier.

“Don’t publicize this matter. Your father was thinking of making a big announcement, but I managed to suppress it. When things are almost ready, we’ll announce it publicly. I guarantee you’ll be a groom in grand style,” she smiled.

“Thank you for your trouble, Mother,” Chang Yuncheng bowed respectfully.

Madam Xie nodded and looked at him with emotion.

Finally, this day had come.

When Chang Yuncheng reached the study, the servants were about to bow when he waved them off. He walked over quietly and through the window lattice saw that woman lying in a rocking chair, actually with her legs crossed, holding a book in one hand and grabbing a fruit to eat with the other.

What kind of posture was that…

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help laughing. He stepped inside.

Qi Yue heard the sound and moved her face out from behind the book, smiling at him with fruit bits still at the corner of her mouth.

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward and bent down to kiss her.

“What are you doing? We’re in the study,” Qi Yue quickly pushed him away with a laugh.

“Helping you wipe your mouth,” Chang Yuncheng smiled while reaching out to embrace her.

“Go on, go on. You said you’d play the qin for me, I’ve been waiting forever,” Qi Yue pushed him away.

Chang Yuncheng produced the osmanthus cakes from his chest like presenting a treasure.

“Mother sent these for you to eat,” he said with a grin.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

Chang Yuncheng felt embarrassed by her laughter, his face reddening. Just as he was about to say something, Qi Yue reached out to take them.

“Thank Mother,” she smiled, picking one up and throwing her head back to put it in her mouth.

What kind of eating style was that! Chang Yuncheng stared. She wasn’t drinking wine! No, even when drinking wine, women couldn’t eat like that!

Where did this woman learn such movements? She always seemed somewhat bold, but it felt quite nice…

“I should also thank my husband,” Qi Yue smiled at him again and formally bowed with mock seriousness. “If not for husband’s thoughtfulness, how would Mother give me face?”

“Smooth talker!” Chang Yuncheng said with feigned disdain, but couldn’t help smiling.

Qi Yue winked at him.

“Smooth talker?” she said, pointing at her own mouth. “I didn’t know that. Are you sure?”

Chang Yuncheng threw back his head and laughed, reaching out to pull this woman into his arms.

This shameless woman—he simply couldn’t let her go…

“Let me check if it’s smooth talking,” he laughed heartily, lowering his head to kiss her.

After a good while of passion, they separated. Qi Yue was panting and leaning against his chest.

“You lured me here—are you playing the qin or playing with a person?” she said, reaching out to flick the thing pressing against her body that was faintly bouncing.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily again and hugged this woman tightly.

“Yueniang, I’ll be good to you for the rest of my life,” he couldn’t help saying softly.

Qi Yue snorted.

“Try not being good to me,” she said with feigned coldness. “This lady will divorce you!”

Chang Yuncheng reached out and slapped her bottom, laughing quietly.

“Go play the qin quickly. If you don’t serve me well, don’t expect this lady to dote on you,” Qi Yue said with a snort, breaking free from him.

“Nonsense!” Chang Yuncheng laughed and slapped her bottom again before walking toward the qin table.

Clear qin music flowed from the study, light and smooth, spreading in all directions.

The passing maids and women on the road couldn’t help stopping to listen.

“The Lord hasn’t been this happy in a long time.”

“Oh, how do you know whether the Lord is happy or not?”

“Of course I know. Before, when the Lord played the qin, it made people feel heavy-hearted. This time it sounds very light and cheerful, making my heart happy too, which shows the Lord is also happy…”

“You little hussy, you sure talk a good game…”

The maids laughed and talked. Wherever they passed, even the flowers and plants seemed to become light and joyful.

After eating, Chang Yuncheng personally escorted Qi Yue to Qianjin Hall.

“After you finish your lecture, it’ll be just dinner time, then we’ll go eat at Qingfeng Restaurant…” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue nodded, got up and kissed his forehead, then smiled as she got out of the carriage.

Chang Yuncheng followed behind, and the couple entered Qianjin Hall one after the other.

At this time, in the Lord’s courtyard of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, Chang Yinglan hurried over.

“Miss Yinglan,” the maid outside the door quickly bowed.

“Miss Yinglan, why are you here?” Qiu Xiang hurried out to ask. Seeing this young lady’s anxious expression and panicked demeanor, she was startled.

Second Madam’s health had never been good—could it be…

“Is sister-in-law here?” Chang Yinglan asked.

Indeed… Qiu Xiang was also frightened and panicked.

“No, no, she went out, but, Miss, don’t worry, I’ll go get… first, first find another doctor…” she said in a fluster.

Chang Yinglan was stunned instead.

“What are you talking about? Find what doctor? I’m looking for sister-in-law,” she said.

Qiu Xiang was stunned.

“Second Madam… she’s… she’s fine?” she probed.

Only then did Chang Yinglan understand what she was thinking and glared at her.

“She’s fine. I’m looking for sister-in-law about something,” she said.

Qiu Xiang quickly knelt to apologize.

“Alright, alright,” Chang Yinglan said impatiently. “Where is sister-in-law?”

“She went out with the Lord,” Qiu Xiang said.

Chang Yinglan was stunned, looking uneasy.

“They’ll probably eat out tonight…” Qiu Xiang added.

I see, so the couple is fine…

“They… didn’t quarrel, did they?” Chang Yinglan asked quietly.

Qiu Xiang was made to laugh by her question, not knowing how to respond.

“No, they’re doing well. At noon he was even playing the qin for the Young Madam in the study,” she smiled. Although it wasn’t appropriate to discuss the Lord and his wife’s private matters with others, she still very much wanted everyone to know this couple was harmonious.

Eating together and playing music—it seemed the Lord was comforting the Young Madam. It appeared the Young Madam already knew about this matter…

Chang Yinglan made a sound of understanding, sighed, and left dejectedly. Qiu Xiang asked if there was anything she could pass along, but Chang Yinglan didn’t respond. Qiu Xiang stood there bewildered for a while, then dismissed it from her mind.

Chapter 200: Finding Out
When Qi Yue woke up, it was already broad daylight. The air around her retained the lingering atmosphere of their passion, and she reached out to feel around—the man wasn’t beside her.

Men really had more energy. Even after all that, he still got up on time every day to exercise. Wasn’t he tired? He seemed to get more energetic every day!

Qi Yue yawned and hugged the quilt, closing her eyes to continue sleeping.

She dozed drowsily for a while before being woken by Chang Yuncheng.

“You can’t skip meals,” he said, carrying the freshness of a bath and the vigor of post-exercise.

“Excessive desire harms the body” was really nonsense…

Qi Yue muttered, not getting up but reaching out to pull the man over and nibble on his face.

“Getting you all slobbery! You’re dressed up so smugly—what do you want to do!” she snorted, getting up just as Chang Yuncheng was about to enthusiastically reciprocate, calling for A’Ru at the same time.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily, kissed her once, and stood up.

A’Ru and Qiu Xiang entered with red faces and lowered heads to help Qi Yue get up.

“We’re going to the Great Buddha Temple today,” Chang Yuncheng said while watching her eat.

Qi Yue looked at him with her chopsticks raised, making Chang Yuncheng somewhat uncomfortable.

“Hey, are you really going to accompany me to play through everything one by one?” she asked with a smile. “Why such a rush? We have plenty of time in the future.”

She laughed as she spoke.

“You’re being unnaturally good to me,” she scrutinized him again. “And Mother too—she’s not even causing trouble… When things are abnormal, there must be demons…”

Chang Yuncheng darkened his face and put down his bowl.

“Do you only feel normal when I hit and scold you?” he glared.

“Try it,” Qi Yue smiled.

Chang Yuncheng glared at her, then picked up a piece of meat and put it in her bowl.

“Eat more!” he said.

After eating, Chang Yuncheng went to tell Madam Xie they were going out, while Qi Yue had the maids help her choose clothes for the outing.

“Young Madam!” Que Zhi shouted as she rushed in, startling them both.

Behind her was A’Hao, looking panicked.

“What’s wrong?” A’Ru asked hurriedly.

Qi Yue also turned around to look.

“Why do you look like that?” she asked, seeing the two maids’ pale faces.

“Young Madam, we seem to have heard…” A’Hao hesitated and was about to speak, but before she could, Que Zhi dropped to her knees with a thud.

“Young Madam, the Lord is taking a wife!” she shouted.

The room immediately fell silent.

Qi Yue looked at Que Zhi.

“What are you saying, girl? You call me Young Madam—how can he take another Young Madam?” she laughed, then looked at A’Ru.

A’Ru’s face also showed surprise.

“I just saw the wife of Deputy Inspector Yang coming over,” Que Zhi said hurriedly.

What wife? Qi Yue didn’t understand.

“This lady loves playing matchmaker most. By count, she’s arranged eighty-six marriages through her hands—accumulating good deeds and virtue. Everyone calls her Bodhisattva Grandmother,” A’Ru quickly explained. After finishing, she looked at Que Zhi again. “What about Madam Yang? What are you shouting about?”

Several young ladies and masters in the household were of marriageable age, so having a matchmaker come to the house was normal.

“Maybe we heard wrong,” A’Hao couldn’t help saying timidly, pulling Que Zhi’s arm. “I said to speak slowly, but you just shouted it out…”

It turned out that the two of them had gone to the storehouse to get silver to pay for the wood for Qianjin Hall’s expansion. Passing by the household storehouse, they encountered a maid from Madam Xie’s side with an unfamiliar maid, who was introduced as Madam Yang’s maid. They wanted to borrow a screen for decoration.

Originally, it was nothing special, but as they passed by, they heard Madam Yang’s little maid joking and laughing with Madam Xie’s maid about something about “a new daughter-in-law entering the house.” Que Zhi couldn’t help but ask playfully which new daughter-in-law. Madam Yang’s maid, seeing Que Zhi’s fine dress and the storehouse matron’s respectful and flattering attitude toward her, mistook her for one of Madam Xie’s trusted people and said it was for the Lord. Que Zhi was shocked. When she tried to ask more, the maid was interrupted by meaningful glances from Madam Xie’s maid.

“When I asked again, she wouldn’t say, just smiled,” Que Zhi said, looking anxious. “Young Madam, she… she… how could the Lord marry a new wife again?”

“Right, how could he possibly marry a new wife?” Qi Yue smiled. “That maid must have misspoken.”

“Perhaps it’s about arranging a marriage for Third Young Master,” A’Ru said. “Third Young Master will surely pass the imperial examination this time, attracting all those families to compete for him.”

This made sense too…

Que Zhi stood up, hand on her chest.

“Oh my, I was so scared my heart was pounding—I almost fainted. I couldn’t hear clearly what that maid was saying after that. So we heard wrong…”

She looked at A’Hao again. “Didn’t you listen carefully either?”

A’Hao also looked distressed.

“I… I was also scared…” she said. “Now that I think about it, she probably wasn’t talking about the Lord but Third Young Master…”

Qi Yue frowned slightly, her hands stopping as she arranged her clothing.

Had they heard wrong? If they had simply misheard, could it frighten two maids like this?

Sometimes when people hear news they don’t want to believe, their brain receives the signal and engages in self-deception.

Here, Que Zhi and A’Hao became more convinced they had misheard as they talked, feeling both relief and laughter. A’Ru also quietly scolded them for being so rash.

The atmosphere in the room returned to normal, but Qi Yue stood to one side feeling somewhat distracted, slowly fingering the cloth buttons on her clothing.

“Hasn’t the Lord returned yet?” she asked.

The three who were talking stopped, and A’Ru quickly went to inquire.

“Yes, he’s still with Madam,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Come, I’ll also go pay respects to Madam,” she said.

This was for the best. Since the incident with the bed attendance, the mother-in-law and daughter-in-law hadn’t met. Although she had reconciled with the Lord, the mother-in-law and daughter-in-law hadn’t cleared things up. Issues between mother-in-law and daughter-in-law, even small ones, wouldn’t fade with time if left unattended—they would only grow bigger with time.

“Young Madam, she is an elder after all. No matter what you say or do, you won’t be in the right before her,” A’Ru followed and whispered advice. “You must…”

“Must endure, right?” Qi Yue finished her sentence with a smile.

“Young Madam, I know you understand. You’re doing this for the Lord…” A’Ru said with a smile.

“Yes, I’ll endure what I can. I won’t stoop to her level,” Qi Yue said with a smile, turning to speak quietly.

A’Ru smiled with relief after hearing this, then suddenly frowned.

“Then, Young Madam, what do you mean by ‘what you can’t endure’?” she couldn’t help asking.

She remembered this wasn’t the first time Qi Yue had expressed this sentiment.

Qi Yue walked and smiled.

“That’s hard to say,” she smiled.

“Like kneeling?” A’Ru said reproachfully.

This Young Madam seemed particularly averse to kneeling…

Qi Yue smiled without answering.

As they spoke, they had arrived at Rongan Courtyard. The maids at the door showed surprised expressions when they saw her coming, and two of them immediately ran inside.

What was this? Like they’d seen a ghost?

But it was nothing new—she’d never been properly acknowledged by Madam Xie anyway.

“Young Madam,” the remaining maids smiled and blocked her way. “Madam has guests.”

Qi Yue stopped.

“Then I’ll wait,” she smiled.

The maids exchanged glances. Not letting her in was one thing, but not letting her stand here was beyond their authority to decide…

“…What guests?” Qi Yue asked casually.

“It’s Madam Yang,” the maids didn’t hide it and answered.

“Oh. What’s she here for?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Just then, a maid hurried over.

“Young Madam, you’re here,” she bowed and said. “Our madam would like you to come over.”

Qi Yue recognized this as a maid from Second Madam’s side.

“What’s wrong?” she asked hurriedly. “Is Aunt feeling unwell?”

“Yes, so she wants Young Madam to take a look,” the maid said.

Patient matters came first. Qi Yue immediately started walking, having A’Ru go back to get the medicine box. A’Ru hurried off while Qi Yue followed the little maid toward Second Madam’s place.

As soon as she passed through the door, she saw Chang Yinglan standing in the corridor looking at caged birds, with a worried expression and long sighs.

“Yinglan,” Qi Yue called.

Chang Yinglan was startled and looked over, seeing Qi Yue beckoning to her.

“Sister-in-law,” she almost jumped down from the platform directly, then lifted her foot and pulled it back, hurrying down the steps properly.

“Oh my, what’s wrong with you?” Qi Yue was also startled and laughed. “What’s the rush?”

Chang Yinglan couldn’t be bothered to answer, grabbing Qi Yue’s hands and looking her up and down, making Qi Yue unconsciously touch her face.

“Did flowers grow on my face?” she asked with a smile.

Chang Yinglan, seeing her genuine smile, finally breathed a sigh of relief.

“Sister-in-law, I’m relieved you can think it through,” she said.

“What?” Qi Yue laughed, confused.

Chang Yinglan continued sighing, grabbing Qi Yue’s hand and shaking it.

“Sister-in-law, I’m relieved you can think it through. That woman is scheming, but you don’t need to fear her. As long as Big Brother truly respects and treats you well, even if she’s on equal footing, you entered the house first. Don’t fear her—she can’t surpass you…” she said hurriedly.

Qi Yue looked at her and slowly stopped smiling.

“Your mother is fine, right?” she suddenly asked.

Chang Yinglan was somewhat confused by this topic change.

“Mother? What about Mother? She’s fine. She just went to see Great Aunt earlier,” she said.

“Yinglan!”

Here, Chen Shi heard the commotion and hurried out, beckoning to Qi Yue. “Yueniang, come here, I have something to tell you.”

Qi Yue looked at her and smiled.

“Aunt, please wait a moment. There are some things I want to hear from the person who should be saying them,” she said, then turned and walked away.

“Yueniang! Come back, listen to me first…” Chen Shi called out anxiously from behind.

Unfortunately, her weak body couldn’t match Qi Yue’s pace. By the time she chased down the steps, Qi Yue had already gone far.

Qi Yue walked faster and faster. The two maids behind her didn’t know what had happened and didn’t dare ask, hurrying to follow.

A’Ru came toward them carrying the medicine box.

“Young Madam…” she had just opened her mouth to call when Qi Yue passed right by her, seemingly not seeing her.

A’Ru stood there stunned.

“Young Madam?” she hurried to catch up.

Qi Yue said nothing, just walking rapidly. A’Ru saw her expression was wrong and kept asking what was wrong.

“Where is Chang Yuncheng?” Qi Yue suddenly stopped and asked.

“He just returned to his room,” A’Ru said. She was about to say more when Qi Yue started walking again.

A’Ru’s heart couldn’t help pounding, feeling waves of panic.

She had never seen Young Madam with such an expression…

“What happened?” she hurried to ask the two following maids. “Is Second Madam in trouble?”

“No, Young Madam just spoke a few words with Miss Yinglan, didn’t even see Second Madam, then turned and came back…” the maids said anxiously.

“What did they say?” A’Ru asked, pressing her hand to her chest.

“They said… don’t know what they said… Miss Yinglan told Young Madam not to be sad… something about thinking it through…” one maid said stammering.

A’Ru felt her vision darken and her body sway.

Indeed, they hadn’t heard wrong…

The two maids were frightened and rushed to support A’Ru.

“Young Madam… Young Madam…” A’Ru steadied herself, dropped the medicine box with a clatter, and stumbled after them.

Qi Yue had already entered the courtyard gate.

Chapter 201: Inquiry
The maids in the courtyard all bowed and greeted her, calling out that the young mistress had returned.

Qiu Xiang lifted the curtain with a smile.

Qi Yue saw none of this, nor did she smile amiably at the maids as she usually did. She lifted her skirt and entered the room, where Chang Yuncheng set down the book in his hands and stood up.

“You’re back. If we go out now, we can still make it to the vegetarian meal at the Great Buddha Temple…” he said with a smile, extending his hand.

Qi Yue looked at him without extending her hand, instead turning to the side and sitting down.

“What’s wrong?” Chang Yuncheng asked, seeing her expression was off.

Round and round, it’s this kind of thing again… Qi Yue looked at him, laughed, shook her head. What bad luck, there’s no helping it.

“Yueniang?” Chang Yuncheng approached, reaching out to embrace her.

Qi Yue raised her hand to block him.

“I heard you’re having a great celebration?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng’s hand froze.

“I…” He opened his mouth and uttered one word.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“You knew about this already?” she asked.

“Yes,” Chang Yuncheng said, “I, I was going to tell you…”

Qi Yue laughed, nodded, and let go of her hand.

“Good, thank you. Now I know,” she said, standing up.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his heart pounding like a drum.

“Yueniang, that… I won’t divorce you. You’re still the young mistress. I’ll be good to you…” he stammered.

“Alright, alright, no need to say more.” Qi Yue waved her hand to interrupt him, frowning slightly with some impatience, and called loudly for A’Ru.

A’Ru entered shakily, her face pale as death, tears swirling in her eyes though she dared not cry.

“Young mistress…” she said hoarsely.

“Go get people to pack up my things,” Qi Yue said, pacing back and forth a few steps.

A’Ru fell to her knees with a thud.

Chang Yuncheng’s face went white.

“Yueniang, listen to me, it’s not what you think…” he hurriedly reached out to grab Qi Yue’s arm, while shouting at A’Ru to get out.

Qi Yue didn’t say anything, waiting for him to finish shouting.

A’Ru knelt without moving.

“A’Ru, you know what kind of person I am,” Qi Yue finally said, looking at A’Ru on the floor. “I have many things to do, and some things can only be done by you. What to do and how to do it – I think you know more than I do.”

A’Ru trembled all over.

“Yueniang, listen to me first,” Chang Yuncheng said, shaking her arm.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

This kind of smile made Chang Yuncheng feel somewhat dazed. He seemed to have seen it long ago, when he first met this woman and they had several conflicts. That woman had smiled just like this – politely, distantly, the smile one gives to strangers…

“Lord, please wait a moment. I’ll be able to listen to you right away,” she said with a smile, looking at A’Ru again.

A’Ru took several deep breaths, raised her head, stood up, responded with a “yes,” and turned to leave.

“What are you doing?” Chang Yuncheng shouted. “You’re not allowed to do anything!”

A’Ru had already gone out, the door curtain dropping to separate inside from outside.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to grab Qi Yue.

“Yueniang, listen to me,” he said hurriedly.

Qi Yue struggled but couldn’t shake off his hand.

“Mm, alright, I’ll listen to you. Let go of my hand first,” she said. “Sorry, I have a bit of a cleanliness obsession. Can’t help it – occupational hazard.”

What did cleanliness obsession mean…

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue. She wasn’t giggling like usual, nor was she glaring angrily like usual, but this unhurried, untroubled, unangry, unjoyful, calm expression was even more frightening.

He slowly let go of her hand.

“Speak,” Qi Yue said, walking toward the inner room and beginning to organize the desk.

“Yueniang, it’s like this. Father submitted a petition asking to marry me a co-wife. The Emperor approved it. It’s marrying another one, not divorcing you. You’re still you…” Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath to speak more clearly. He watched the woman efficiently organize the originally chaotic books, papers, notebooks, and ink on the desk, feeling extremely panicked.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Finished speaking?” she asked.

“Yueniang, don’t be like this. Tell me whatever’s on your mind,” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but reach out to grab her again.

Qi Yue raised her head and smiled.

“I don’t know if you’ll understand what I’m saying,” she said.

“I’ll understand. Speak, speak,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said hurriedly. As long as she was willing to speak, that was enough.

Qi Yue nodded.

“That…” she pointed at Chang Yuncheng’s hand gripping her arm.

Chang Yuncheng stubbornly refused to let go. What did she mean? She didn’t want him to touch her?

“What’s your view on this matter?” Qi Yue, seeing he wouldn’t let go, didn’t struggle further and asked directly.

What view?

What view indeed?

“It’s not divorcing you, you’re still…” Chang Yuncheng said hurriedly.

Qi Yue laughed, coughed, and straightened her expression.

“That is to say, you think this is not bad?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her. Even a fool would know that if someone asked this question, the real meaning was that this matter was wrong… Moreover, he really wasn’t a fool.

“Yueniang, you… you’re unwilling?” he asked.

“Oh my heavens.” Qi Yue rolled her eyes, patted her head with her other hand, then looked at Chang Yuncheng again. “There’s something I forgot to tell you.”

“Tell me,” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t wait for her to say more, fearing she wouldn’t speak.

“I met a man a few days ago. I think he’s very good, I like him very much. Would you be willing for me to have another person I like…” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Before she finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng was shocked and angry.

“Qi Yueniang!” He suddenly pulled the woman close to him. “What nonsense are you talking about?”

What was she talking about?!

“Chang Yuncheng!” Qi Yue also suddenly raised her voice, leaning close to Chang Yuncheng, looking at him, word by word: “You’re unwilling, so why should I be willing?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, taking several breaths before recovering.

“Yueniang, I don’t like anyone else. I only like you,” he said, reaching out his other hand to embrace Qi Yue.

Qi Yue laughed, then sighed.

“Then if you don’t like her, why marry her and bring her home?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“Mother would be happy, and then she wouldn’t make things difficult for you,” he said hurriedly.

Qi Yue looked at him, dumbfounded.

“Chang Yuncheng, is there something wrong with your brain?” she asked with a frown, looking him up and down. “Are you alright? You’re the one getting married, not your mother. Your mother likes her? Your mother likes her – will your mother sleep with her? Will your mother have children with her?”

Chang Yuncheng’s face turned black as the bottom of a pot. What… what kind of words were these!

“You’re crazy!” Qi Yue suddenly broke free from him, turned away, and walked toward the table, stacking the books and papers, then walking to the wardrobe.

Chang Yuncheng stood there dumbly, watching the woman open the wardrobe and begin taking out clothes. He snapped back to his senses with a start.

“Yueniang, you’re unwilling,” he finally confirmed.

Qi Yue looked back at him.

“If you’re willing to share me with another man…” she said.

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng interrupted with a shout.

“Shut up!” he said angrily, trembling all over.

Share with another man! Share! This damn woman, did she know what she was saying?

A man…

“Who is that man?” He suddenly stepped forward, grabbed Qi Yue, and demanded, his mind flashing through the men Qi Yue knew.

That Hu San? That coffin boy? That so-called senior brother? And who else, those shifty-eyed apprentices? Or that brat Huang Ziqiao?

His teeth ground together with grinding sounds.

Qi Yue looked at his expression, suddenly laughed again, and reached out to stroke his face.

“Chang Yuncheng, hearing that I have another man, how much pain, anger, and sadness do you feel? Well, when I heard the news that you’re taking a wife, I felt just as much pain, anger, and sadness…” she said seriously.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, and Qi Yue looked back at him.

“Chang Yuncheng, never mind a wife – if you plan to live with me, then aside from me, you cannot have any other women,” she said with a slight smile. “Remember, love is possessive. If you can’t do this, then you don’t love me. If you don’t love me, I won’t block your path. We’ll go our separate ways.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and reached out to embrace her.

“Alright,” he said. “It’s just this small matter. I’ll go talk to father and mother.”

Qi Yue reached out to push against him, creating distance between them.

“What if your mother disagrees?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng’s body stiffened, and he fell silent for a moment.

“I’ll talk to mother properly…” he said slowly.

After Chang Yuncheng left, A’Ru hurried in. Seeing Qi Yue organizing the wardrobe, her tears couldn’t help but fall.

“What are you crying for?” Qi Yue turned her head and smiled. “Did you take care of it?”

A’Ru wiped her tears.

“It was too rushed. Good places with good houses are hard to find. There’s a residence near my home – it’s a good house, but it’s been empty for a long time and looks rather old…” she said quietly while crying.

“It’s fine. Let’s move in first, then we’ll see,” Qi Yue said, folding the clothes one by one.

“I didn’t make any noise. I had Yuan Bao handle it and told him to pack things up,” A’Ru said, sniffling. “We can move in anytime.”

Qi Yue nodded and said good, then said nothing more.

“Young mistress, is this what you meant by… something you can’t tolerate?” A’Ru stepped forward and asked.

Qi Yue didn’t speak.

“Young mistress, maybe the Lord can convince the madam…” A’Ru stepped forward again.

Qi Yue laughed and turned to look at her.

“Really?” she asked with a smile.

A’Ru covered her face and cried.

False! False! No one can convince the madam! The madam has been waiting for this day for so long! Finally, she got it!

Who would have thought she’d petition for an imperial edict! An imperial edict! Without making a sound, she actually…

“Young mistress, don’t be sad. The Lord will help you,” she cried.

Qi Yue stopped her hands.

“A’Ru, if I said I’m not sad, would you believe me?” she said.

How could that be! How could any woman not be sad about this kind of thing!

A’Ru looked at her.

“Actually, I thought I would be very sad too. At first I was quite… agitated, but after really hearing him say it, I instead felt… ” Qi Yue took a deep breath, her face also showing some disbelief, “I felt not sad at all. It seemed like, like this was the truth…”

A’Ru looked at her, somewhat confused.

And Qi Yue seemed to have confused herself too. She simply smiled and rubbed her head.

“Ah, I can’t explain it clearly either. It’s like the world had a layer of gauze in front of me, and I suddenly tore it away. Never mind, I won’t talk about it anymore. The point is,” she smiled, “I really am not sad. You just need to understand this, so stop crying.”

A’Ru looked at her, wiped away her tears, and stepped forward to take the clothes Qi Yue had taken out and fold them.

At this time, in Rong’an Courtyard, the atmosphere became tense because of Chang Yuncheng’s words.

Chapter 202: How
“What did you say?” Madam Xie thought she had misheard, setting down the calendar placard in her hands.

Nanny Su was also startled. She didn’t think she had misheard, but Chang Yuncheng’s words were too unexpected, and she didn’t dare believe them for a moment.

“Mother, your son doesn’t want to take another wife,” Chang Yuncheng said again, kneeling before Madam Xie as he lifted his robes.

“Why?” Madam Xie heard clearly, was stunned for a moment, and asked.

“Your son doesn’t want to,” Chang Yuncheng said with his head lowered.

Madam Xie looked at him and smiled coldly.

“Is it that you don’t want to, or that woman doesn’t want to?” she asked.

“It’s that I don’t want to,” Chang Yuncheng replied without the slightest hesitation.

With a crack, Madam Xie smashed a cup.

Chang Yuncheng knelt on the ground without moving.

“Mother, please calm your anger,” he said.

Madam Xie was about to say something when a maid outside announced that Marquis Dingxi had arrived.

“What’s all this about now?” Marquis Dingxi entered and saw the scene, frowning as he asked.

The maids hurriedly cleaned up the broken teacup fragments and left.

“You’ve come at just the right time,” Madam Xie said. “Your wonderful daughter-in-law is getting anxious…”

“Mother, it’s me. I’m the one who disagrees. It has nothing to do with Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly said, interrupting Madam Xie’s words.

Madam Xie raised her hand and slapped him.

Marquis Dingxi was startled. Madam Xie hitting the child – this was truly the first time he’d seen it. Usually, if he raised his voice even twice, it was as if he’d skinned her alive. How was she taking action herself this time? This showed she must be extremely angry!

“What’s going on exactly? With such a joyous occasion ahead, what’s all this commotion?” he said unhappily.

Really, he had personally petitioned for the Emperor’s own written decree – such a glorious matter, yet there wasn’t a trace of celebratory atmosphere anywhere, inside or out! How truly depressing!

Others not knowing was one thing, but shouldn’t those who knew be beaming with joy and gratitude toward him?

Look at this – what was all this…

“Chang Yuncheng, although I didn’t give birth to you, I’ve raised you all these years. If I can’t even see through your little schemes, I’ve truly lived in vain,” Madam Xie said with a cold laugh, looking toward Marquis Dingxi. “Your wonderful daughter-in-law disagrees with Yuncheng taking another wife.”

Marquis Dingxi was stunned.

“What are you talking about? How could she disagree?” he asked, his face full of disbelief. “Yueniang is the most sensible!”

“Yes, yes, she agrees. It’s I who disagree,” Chang Yuncheng took over and said.

“You disagree?” Marquis Dingxi slammed the table with a crack, glaring as he shouted, “What business is it of yours! When is it your turn to make decisions! Get out! If you dare mess around with me again, I’ll break your legs!”

Madam Xie didn’t like hearing this. Her son – she could shout at him and scold him however she wanted, but others could not.

“What are you shouting about! Didn’t I already say? It’s not Yuncheng’s business – it’s that lowly servant Qi Yueniang causing trouble!” Madam Xie also raised her voice and shouted.

“Mother…” Chang Yuncheng called out hurriedly again.

“You shut up! Chang Yuncheng, try saying one more word for that woman! I’ll divorce her immediately!” Madam Xie coldly shouted.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, moved his mouth but didn’t speak.

Now Marquis Dingxi didn’t like hearing this.

“What’s all this talk about? Yueniang wouldn’t do such a thing. She’s the most reasonable,” he said with a frown.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“Marquis, in this kind of matter, there really aren’t many women who can be reasonable. Otherwise, why would elder sister have been angered to death back then?” she said.

As soon as these words came out, Marquis Dingxi’s expression suddenly changed, looking at Madam Xie with a dark expression.

He had always been a refined and cultured man, always maintaining a gentle demeanor. This kind of dark expression was extremely rare.

“Xie Zhengmei!” he shouted in a deep voice. “Are you saying I drove my first wife to death?”

The death of Great Madam Xie was a secret that could not be mentioned in the Marquis Dingxi’s household. Actually, Great Madam Xie had originally been weak and sickly, so her death wouldn’t have been anything unusual. But it happened to occur right after Marquis Dingxi’s private meeting with Concubine Zhou in the garden. At that time, Concubine Zhou wasn’t yet a concubine, but a young cousin. The Xie family insisted that Great Madam Xie had been angered to death – this was something Marquis Dingxi absolutely refused to acknowledge!

Setting aside that he didn’t acknowledge that Madam Xie’s death was related to him, even if it was related, it was because Great Madam Xie herself had a jealous and narrow heart and sought her own death. If men weren’t romantic, could they still be called men? If women really died of anger because of men’s romantic affairs, then far too many women in this world would have died!

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng was also startled by Madam Xie’s words.

What Madam Xie wanted was precisely Marquis Dingxi’s embarrassed anger. She wasn’t rushed or panicked, snorting with laughter.

“The Marquis didn’t,” she said. “However, the Marquis is about to see it happen. If you don’t believe me, try it. As soon as we finalize the engagement with the Rao family, your wonderful, reasonable daughter-in-law will threaten death.”

Marquis Dingxi laughed coldly.

“Fine, I’d like to see if she dares,” he said.

“What if she does dare?” Madam Xie asked.

“Then I’ll divorce her,” Marquis Dingxi said without hesitation.

Women could be indulged in everything – being spoiled, willful, or crude didn’t matter – but this jealous fault absolutely could not be tolerated! Never!

Jealous women deserved to die, and it had nothing to do with him!

Marquis Dingxi clenched his fists, his expression dark.

Hearing this, Madam Xie smiled and looked toward Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng’s face turned slightly pale.

“Yuncheng, are you willing now? Do you want two wives, or just one?” Madam Xie asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng slowly lowered his head.

“Yes,” he said in a hoarse voice.

Hearing the curtain rustle and the maids’ joyful greetings in the courtyard, Qi Yue efficiently tied up the organized books.

Chang Yuncheng entered the room and looked over. Qi Yue also looked over, and seeing Chang Yuncheng’s expression, she understood most of it.

“Knelt for nothing again?” she said with a smile.

“Yueniang, believe me, I’ll be good to you, only good to you…” Chang Yuncheng walked over and said in a hoarse voice.

Qi Yue sighed and patted the books in front of her.

“Yuncheng, such words are meaningless,” she said. “Besides, a perfectly good young lady marrying in – why should she remain a widow? If she doesn’t remain a widow, what will you do?”

She looked at him as she said this.

Chang Yuncheng also looked at her.

“I’ve said before, I have a cleanliness obsession. I can’t possibly serve one husband with others,” Qi Yue said. “So I absolutely will not agree to you having other women. No, I can’t put it that way either.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her with some expectation.

“You can certainly have other women,” Qi Yue said with a smile, patting his shoulder. “As long as you don’t have me.”

Chang Yuncheng suddenly grabbed her hand.

Qi Yue patted his hand and broke free.

“Where are you going?” Chang Yuncheng saw her walking outside and called out hurriedly, stepping forward to grab her arm again.

“Don’t worry, I won’t just leave like this,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Auntie sent someone to find me, saying she has something to tell me. I’m going to see her.”

The Second Madam had always stood with mother – she probably wanted to persuade Yueniang.

The Second Madam had a gentler temperament than mother, and spoke more softly…

Chang Yuncheng let go of her hand, then pulled her into an embrace.

“Yueniang, you must believe me. I will never betray you,” he said in a deep voice.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Yes, you won’t betray me,” she said.

You won’t have the chance to…

The maids in the courtyard didn’t know what had happened. Earlier, the Lord and young mistress seemed to have quarreled in the room, but for them this was already common. No matter how fiercely they fought, the two would always make up in the end, and their relationship grew better with each fight.

Qiu Xiang, Que Zhi, and A’Hao stood in the courtyard chatting and laughing. Seeing Qi Yue come out followed by A’Ru, they hurriedly bowed and greeted her.

Qi Yue smiled and looked at each of them in turn, seeing all three maids smiling cheerfully.

“Young mistress, are you going out?” Que Zhi asked.

“Yes, I’m going out for a while,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “You all have fun at home.”

“We weren’t having fun. New fabric arrived at the storehouse, and we were discussing making a skirt for the young mistress,” Que Zhi said hurriedly.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Good, then keep busy,” she said with a smile.

The three girls giggled and chatted.

A’Ru kept her head down, forcibly holding back tears.

The two left the courtyard and went straight to the Second Madam’s side.

The Second Madam was waiting impatiently, urging her maids to go out. Seeing Qi Yue arrive, tears came to her eyes.

“Yueniang, Yueniang, don’t be afraid. I’m here, I’m here,” she cried.

A’Ru’s tears immediately flowed as well, while Qi Yue laughed.

“Mm, I know. Auntie, don’t be sad. What did you want to tell me?” she said with a smile, stroking the Second Madam’s arm comfortingly.

“What are your plans?” the Second Madam asked directly.

“No particular plans. If it works out, fine; if not, forget it,” Qi Yue said, sitting down in a chair and speaking leisurely.

The Second Madam said nothing, turned and took out a box from the cabinet by the bedside, opened it, and took out a piece of bright yellow paper.

“I don’t know if you’ll need this, but consider it my small gesture of goodwill. Take it,” she said.

What was it?

“An imperial edict,” the Second Madam said, seeing her confusion.

A’Ru was startled and immediately knelt down.

TV shows always depicted people kneeling when they saw imperial edicts. Qi Yue looked at the Second Madam.

“Should I kneel?” she asked.

The Second Madam laughed – it was a contemptuous laugh.

“You don’t need to kneel to it,” she said in a low voice, directly handing the bright yellow paper to Qi Yue.

Not kneeling was best. Qi Yue took it, opened it, and couldn’t help but be stunned.

Then her face broke into a smile, the smile growing wider until laughter rang out.

“I’ve said it before – I, Qi Yue… niang am a person blessed by heaven and fortunate in all things!” She slowly rolled up the paper, her smile gradually solidifying. “I’ve said that when I don’t want to leave this house, no one can drive me away. When I want to leave, I’ll leave.”

She looked toward the Second Madam, who smiled back at her.

“Auntie, I never thought you’d really do this for me,” Qi Yue said.

“For you, I could do anything,” the Second Madam said with a smile.

These words were too much like a romance novel…

Qi Yue was stunned, looking at the Second Madam before her. The Second Madam’s eyes, dulled by long illness, looked at her with a distant gaze, as if seeing another person through her.

Chapter 203: Firm
In the countryside, at the Wang family’s estate, Old Master Wang was wrapped in thick cotton clothing early in the morning, fishing by the pond.

The young servants and passing tenant farmers had long grown accustomed to this sight.

“Master! Master!” A man dressed like a steward, wearing a hat with ear flaps, came running over shouting.

Old Master Wang’s fishing rod moved slightly as he raised his head and opened his eyes.

“What are you shouting about? You’ve scared all the fish away,” he said unhappily.

You were the one whose peaceful nap was disturbed, the steward grumbled inwardly.

“Master, there’s big news,” he said hurriedly, leaning close to whisper something.

Surprise appeared on Old Master Wang’s face.

“Really?” he asked.

The steward nodded.

Old Master Wang fell silent, stroking his beard with his hand.

“The Rao family in Shandong has already started preparing the trousseau,” the steward said.

Old Master Wang laughed.

“Just wait and see – there’ll be quite a show at the Marquis Dingxi’s household,” he said.

“Marquis Dingxi is truly fortunate,” the steward sighed.

Old Master Wang snorted with laughter.

“Fortunate?” he said, casting his fishing rod out forcefully. “That remains to be seen.”

Madam Xie was in unprecedentedly high spirits.

“…Madam Yang has already sent people to Shandong,” Nanny Su said from the side, looking through a list. “…The Lord will return to the capital on the tenth day of the third month to hand over duties and report back. Though the timing is tight, they’ve discussed it and can manage…”

“It’s a bit rushed, which is unfair to Miss Rao,” Madam Xie said with a sigh.

“What’s unfair about it?” Nanny Su laughed, helping Madam Xie insert a hairpin. “With this imperial decree, how many people in the world could obtain such a thing?”

Their family had someone who obtained it…

“This doesn’t count. When Yueniang came, it was the Old Madam who asked for the Emperor’s blessing, but not a single word was written,” Nanny Su said hurriedly.

Only then did Madam Xie smile again.

“Madam, the Lord is kneeling before the Marquis,” A’Luan hurried in to report.

Madam Xie slammed her pearl flower ornament on the table with a crack.

“Will this lowly servant never be done!” she shouted.

She stood up and left.

In Marquis Dingxi’s study, Chang Yuncheng was still kneeling.

“…What did you say?” Marquis Dingxi asked. “Wait until Yueniang has children before taking another wife?”

“Father,” Chang Yuncheng raised his head. “Yueniang’s status is, after all… Though they say it’s equal standing, she has no maternal family to rely on…”

“Ridiculous! Who would dare bully her?” Marquis Dingxi snorted. “What good is having a maternal family? Even with one, it’s impossible to bully people at will.”

“Yes, with father here, Yueniang won’t be bullied,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help feeling somewhat proud.

This boy knew how to say pleasant things; he just wasn’t willing to say them.

“It’s just that she feels uneasy inside,” Chang Yuncheng said. “Father, with a child, she’d have some support.”

This made some sense. Marquis Dingxi pondered briefly.

“Madam has arrived,” a servant announced outside.

Before he finished speaking, Madam Xie had already entered.

“Marquis, I plan to return to Shanning. I’ll come back when the new daughter-in-law enters the household,” she said directly.

Both Marquis Dingxi’s and Chang Yuncheng’s faces stiffened.

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng called out hurriedly.

“Don’t call me mother. I don’t have such a son,” Madam Xie said coldly.

Marquis Dingxi had a headache.

“Really, you people really…” he shook his head.

“It’s just marrying a woman. What’s the problem? It’s not like divorcing her, yet you’re making endless trouble about it?” Madam Xie said coldly. “Don’t tell me a dignified heir of a marquis household can’t marry wives and take concubines? Where’s even half the magnanimity of a principal wife? What, having more women through marriage and concubinage makes him less of a person in her eyes?”

As she said this, she glanced at Marquis Dingxi.

Marquis Dingxi’s face immediately darkened.

“Outrageous!” he said, flinging his sleeves. He was a man, he was the head of the household, he could have as many women as he wanted – when was it a woman’s place to speak up!

“Get up! Marriage matters are not for you to discuss. You don’t act like a man!” he waved his hand impatiently, starting to dismiss them.

“Marquis, it’s not that Yuncheng wanted to speak – someone forced him to,” Madam Xie said blandly.

Marquis Dingxi’s face darkened.

“I don’t believe Yueniang would be like this,” he said. “Call her here. I’ll ask her myself.”

No, absolutely cannot let Yueniang face father and mother directly!

Chang Yuncheng stood up.

“She didn’t say anything, father. No need to ask her. I won’t speak of it again,” he said.

Madam Xie was about to speak when someone reported from outside.

“The young mistress has arrived.”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately stiffened slightly, while Madam Xie smiled coldly and sat up straight. The curtain rustled, and Qi Yue walked in.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and stepped forward.

“Yueniang… trust me,” he said in a low voice with some pleading.

“Got scolded again?” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng said hurriedly.

Marquis Dingxi coughed, interrupting the couple’s flirting in front of their elders.

“Yueniang, you know about this matter?” he asked directly.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I know,” she said.

Her face was smiling, her tone peaceful – where was even half a sign of making trouble? Marquis Dingxi nodded with satisfaction. He wouldn’t misjudge.

“This is the glory of our Marquis Dingxi’s household – tremendous face given by the court,” he said with gratification, waiting for this daughter-in-law to say pleasant words. Speaking of which, it was truly depressing – such a joyous occasion, yet it was handled like thievery. Until now, he hadn’t heard a single pleasant word.

“What does the decree say?” Qi Yue didn’t answer his words but asked with some curiosity.

“The Emperor said this is a husband and wife matter. If the husband and wife agree, he agrees,” Marquis Dingxi said proudly. “Written in the Emperor’s own hand.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment.

Chang Yuncheng thought this was bad and reached out to grab her hand.

“That means if the husband and wife don’t agree, then it’s not agreed?” Qi Yue said.

Marquis Dingxi was stunned.

What…

Madam Xie smiled coldly from the side. See? Your wonderful daughter-in-law! Still dreaming!

“Father, it’s nothing, nothing,” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly said, pulling Qi Yue while giving her a somewhat warning look.

“The imperial edict says this – didn’t the Emperor tell you and me to decide?” Qi Yue looked at him and said. “What are you afraid of? It’s not like the Emperor is forcing you.”

“Yueniang!” Chang Yuncheng gripped her hand tightly.

“Yueniang, what do you mean?” Marquis Dingxi asked with a darkened face.

“I don’t agree,” Qi Yue answered straightforwardly.

“I’m the one who doesn’t agree,” Chang Yuncheng pulled her to his side and said hurriedly.

Marquis Dingxi wasn’t a fool. He sat down with a dark expression, his gaze sweeping back and forth between the two without speaking.

Madam Xie held her teacup, slowly stirring it, peacefully watching the show.

“Yueniang, we can’t learn from those ignorant jealous women,” Marquis Dingxi said slowly in a deep voice.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Marquis, human nature is possessive. When you like something, you’re unwilling to share it with others,” she said. “If you’re willing to share with others, then you don’t like it or care about it. Marquis, jealousy and possessiveness aren’t learned – they’re human nature.”

Actually… indeed… unexpectedly…

Marquis Dingxi’s hand on the armrest clenched.

“Nature is nature, Yueniang, but there’s another saying: ‘arising from emotion, stopped by propriety,'” he said in a deep voice. “The great propriety between ruler and subject, the great propriety toward parents, the great propriety of the husband’s way.”

“Life is short. I don’t have time to serve so many great proprieties,” Qi Yue waved her hand and frowned. “Marquis, I’ll be direct. No matter what you say, I might compromise on other matters, but this matter has no room for negotiation. I will not agree.”

Marquis Dingxi was so angry his body trembled slightly.

“You, why won’t you agree!” he shouted.

“Because a wife can only have one husband, so naturally a husband can only have one wife,” Qi Yue said. As she spoke, she laughed. “But I suppose you wouldn’t understand.”

What she meant by “wouldn’t understand” was that they didn’t understand this concept, but due to what Madam Xie had said earlier, Marquis Dingxi thought she was mocking him for having many women!

“You…” his face was dark as he looked coldly at Qi Yue. “You’ve disappointed me greatly!”

Qi Yue laughed and sighed.

“Marquis, I’m the one who’s disappointed,” she looked at him and said. “I sincerely regarded you as a father and everyone in the family as relatives. I never thought you would stab me in the back like this.”

“How, how is this stabbing you in the back!” Marquis Dingxi slammed the table and stood up shouting. “Yuncheng is the legitimate heir of the family, the future Marquis Dingxi, bearing the responsibility of the Marquis Dingxi household’s bloodline continuation. Taking wives and concubines to branch out the family line – isn’t this completely normal? How did it become harming you? Have I harmed you? Have I divorced you? If I really wanted to harm you, I would divorce you and then marry him a wife! Not like now, preserving your dignity and status!”

Different paths cannot be walked together…

Qi Yue sighed.

“Yueniang, don’t say any more. I told you, trust me. I’ll handle this properly,” Chang Yuncheng grabbed her and said urgently.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Chang Yuncheng, I don’t want to wait, and I don’t want to endure anymore,” she said. “Life is very short. Everyone should stop compromising and do things that don’t require compromise.”

“Qi Yueniang!” Chang Yuncheng’s face showed fear as he looked at her.

“Marquis, I’ll say it again – no matter what you say, I disagree,” Qi Yue looked at Marquis Dingxi and said.

Marquis Dingxi was so angry he could only gasp.

“You disagree? What good is your disagreement!” he shouted. “You don’t get to decide in this household! Get out! If you dare make trouble again, I… I’ll divorce you!”

As soon as these words were spoken, Chang Yuncheng’s face went pale, while Madam Xie smiled with pursed lips.

“Good,” Qi Yue said, taking out a piece of bright yellow paper from her sleeve. “But it’s not divorcing me – it’s mutual separation.”

What was this?

The three were stunned. Chang Yuncheng, standing close, reached out to take it. Opening it, he was immediately stunned.

“You, where did you get this?” he shouted in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue didn’t speak.

She was going to leave this place, but the Second Madam still had to live in this household. She couldn’t let her have no place to stand here.

“Qi Yueniang! Where did you get this?” Chang Yuncheng shouted in a trembling voice, his expression grief-stricken and agitated.

“The Emperor gave it. I don’t know the person who gave it to me,” Qi Yue said flatly.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said hoarsely.

“I thought I wouldn’t need to use it,” Qi Yue looked at him and answered.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, his face trembling.

“You don’t need to use it now either!” he roared, about to tear the thing up.

Fortunately, Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie recognized this as an imperial item. They couldn’t bear the crime of great disrespect. The couple both rushed forward – one grabbed Chang Yuncheng, the other snatched the silk paper.

“What? What is this?” Madam Xie asked.

“The Emperor said if the husband and wife agree, he agrees. So if the husband and wife don’t agree…” Qi Yue said flatly.

Marquis Dingxi unfolded it and looked down.

On the bright yellow silk paper, several familiar characters written in a familiar hand appeared before Marquis Dingxi’s eyes.

“If you do not agree, I permit you to mutually separate.”

Chapter 204: Heartless
The Marquis Dingxi’s household fell into chaos.

Marquis Dingxi had fainted in his study.

Marquis Dingxi had been angered into fainting by the young mistress…

This wasn’t anything unusual. The young mistress’s ability to anger people was there for all to see. Anyone who could clash with the young mistress without being angered to collapse would be the unusual one…

Now everyone wasn’t concerned that Marquis Dingxi had fainted from anger, but rather what exactly had the Marquis done to provoke the young mistress…

Though this sounded somewhat strange.

By now it could no longer be concealed, and the news quickly spread.

The young mistress wanted a mutual separation!

Mutual separation!

The Marquis’s household immediately felt like the sky was falling!

The young mistress’s courtyard was immediately surrounded by people. There were maids and servants running about everywhere, neglected duties everywhere. Meals were served to the wrong places, clothes were washed incorrectly – for a time, the entire household was in chaos.

Madam Xie used iron-fisted methods, beat several servants, expelled several maids, dismissed several stewards, and issued gag orders. Only then did the household barely stabilize, but the panic in people’s hearts could not be suppressed.

Nanny Su stood under the eaves, looking at the gloomy sky, and couldn’t help but sigh.

This was already the fifth time she had sighed while standing here for half a day.

It was this young mistress again…

From the moment she walked out of Qiu Tong Courtyard, every action of hers could stir up the entire household.

“…You’ve disappointed me so much! Yueniang! You’ve been so heartless!…”

Marquis Dingxi’s raised voice came from the room.

Madam Xie and Chang Yuncheng were both standing by the bed. Qi Yue still held a stethoscope and blood pressure monitor in her hands, but Marquis Dingxi wouldn’t let her approach at all.

“…You’re about to leave my family, so why should I trouble you to examine my illness?” Marquis Dingxi shouted.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I’m a doctor. What I’m leaving is the identity of the Marquis’s young mistress, not the identity of a doctor. In the future, as long as you have need, Marquis, I will certainly come,” she said.

Marquis Dingxi looked at her with unprecedented hatred in his expression.

He had been played by the Emperor! He had been played by the Emperor!

He knew it – the Emperor looked down on him at all. He knew this Emperor was simply impossible to deal with!

Though he had been repeatedly careful, he was still humiliated by the Emperor!

And this humiliation was all because of this woman!

This woman had given him, Marquis Dingxi, the greatest humiliation of his life!

“Get out!” he shouted.

Qi Yue turned and left without the slightest hesitation.

Outside, Que Zhi and the other maids were all wiping tears. Seeing her come out, they cried even harder.

Qi Yue looked at them, not knowing what to say.

“Well, there’s no banquet in the world that doesn’t end…” she began, “It’s not like we’ll never see each other again. I welcome everyone to come find me anytime to play…”

She wanted to cheer everyone up, but after hearing her say this, Que Zhi and the others cried even harder.

Qi Yue sighed. There was no way to comfort them, and she didn’t know how to comfort them.

“I’m leaving,” she said simply and lifted her foot to walk away.

The maids panicked and all knelt down.

“Young mistress, young mistress, please don’t leave…”

Someone led the way, and everyone began shouting chaotically.

This sound carried into the room, and Marquis Dingxi was angered into another coughing fit.

“Let her go! Let her go! Let her know that without my Marquis Dingxi’s household, what is she worth!” Marquis Dingxi shouted.

“Don’t get angry. What’s the point of getting angry with such a person?” Madam Xie sat down to comfort him. “Do you think she really wants to leave? It’s just a threat. Let her make trouble – see what she dares to do!”

By now, either they would voluntarily not take a wife, or Qi Yue would voluntarily agree to the marriage – only then could this matter be settled. But both paths would become a humiliation for Marquis Dingxi!

He had personally submitted a petition requesting to marry a wife for his son, yet now he himself was not marrying a wife for his son – what would outsiders think of him?

What had he, Marquis Dingxi, become? Someone with nothing better to do who voluntarily stood up to perform face-slapping for everyone’s entertainment?

But if he wanted that woman to agree, his entire family would have to speak nicely to her!

This was that woman’s reliance, wasn’t it? That’s why she dared to make such a bold commotion!

Why should he! A woman! Bow his head to this woman! And the reason for bowing his head was simply because of a woman!

If he did that, what would he, Marquis Dingxi, become? Would all his many women have to go speak nicely to his legitimate wife?

A man! What man in the world would do such a thing? He, Marquis Dingxi, prided himself on being romantic, yet would ultimately be humiliated by a woman – could he still be called a man?

Women! Could be cherished, but absolutely not indulged!

Especially in this kind of matter!

If these two paths wouldn’t work, then there was only mutual separation!

Mutual separation!

How dare this woman seek mutual separation! She was just threatening him!

Without the Marquis Dingxi’s household, what was she worth!

It was their Marquis Dingxi’s household that backed her up!

She dared! Trying to threaten me – no way! Let’s see who’s afraid of whom!

Marquis Dingxi suddenly sat up, pointing outside with his hand, his face iron-blue and twisted.

“Divorce her! Divorce her!” he shouted hoarsely.

Madam Xie was startled.

“How can we divorce her? That lowly servant has the Emperor’s edict permitting mutual separation in her hands,” she muttered. “Should have divorced her earlier. Now she has backing…”

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t catch his breath, his eyes rolled back, and this time he really fainted.

The room immediately fell into chaos.

While chaos reigned there, Qi Yue was packing her things here.

Actually, there wasn’t much to pack. She looked around the room, picked up two bundles – one with clothes and daily necessities, the other full of books and notes, and of course, her medical bag.

A’Ru couldn’t hold back anymore, knelt down and hugged her leg, crying loudly.

A’Hao, Que Zhi, and Qiu Xiang also rushed over, grabbing bundles and hugging legs.

“Don’t be like this. Didn’t I say we can still see each other in the future?” Qi Yue said, being pulled and tugged by several maids until she couldn’t stand steady. Seeing these people so sad, she also felt bad.

Partings were always sad.

Fortunately, as a modern person, unlike ancient women who were trapped their whole lives in just two homes – their natal family and their husband’s family – she was accustomed to separations. Every graduation, every change of department, every… breakup.

Just as chaos reigned, the courtyard gate was kicked open with a bang by Chang Yuncheng.

“All of you get out!” he shouted with an iron-blue face.

The maids kneeling in the courtyard were frightened and trembling, crying as they hurried out.

Only A’Ru and A’Hao didn’t move, standing left and right in front of Qi Yue, watching the man approach step by step.

“Alright, you go out. The Lord won’t hit anyone,” Qi Yue said, comforting the two maids while handing them her bundles. “If you really want to help me, then take my things to my home first.”

To my home! This was no longer her home!

Chang Yuncheng trembled with anger, reached out to grab Qi Yue’s bundles and threw them hard on the ground.

The women in the room let out a cry of alarm.

The scattered clothes didn’t matter much, but seeing her books and notes scattered all over the floor, Qi Yue immediately became anxious.

“Are you inspecting them? Are these your things? I don’t want them!” she shouted, bent down to pick up her medical bag, and lifted her foot to leave.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to grab her.

“Qi Yueniang!” he shouted word by word, the muscles on his face trembling.

“Go ahead, squeeze. Even if you break my arm, it’s fine – it will heal. It’s just some physical pain, and it’s not the first time. However, I’m certain it will definitely be the last time,” Qi Yue looked at him with a cold smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and let go.

“Yueniang, stop making trouble, alright?” he said hoarsely.

A’Ru and A’Hao gathered up the things from the floor, keeping their heads down and wiping tears as they left.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Actually, I’ve never made trouble. Every time, you say I’m making trouble. Chang Yuncheng, I’m not a child asking for candy,” she said with a smile, reaching out to pat the man’s arm.

“This matter can definitely be resolved. I can definitely persuade father and mother. Yueniang, trust me, wait a little,” Chang Yuncheng held her tighter and said in a low voice.

“You still don’t understand even now,” Qi Yue said. “This matter is already a dead end. Only if I leave can it be broken.”

“No, it’s not like that,” Chang Yuncheng shook his head. He pressed Qi Yue’s shoulders, looking at her with red eyes. “Yueniang, trust me.”

“Chang Yuncheng, I don’t distrust you,” Qi Yue looked at him with a smile. “It’s just that I feel life is short, there are many things to do, and I don’t want to waste any more time.”

Waste time!

“In your eyes, am I a waste of time?” Chang Yuncheng’s veins bulged as he stared at this woman and asked.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Not you. More precisely, your family,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and punched the nearby flower stand. The sound of shattering porcelain rang through the room, making the maids outside tremble with fear.

“Qi Yueniang, are you really this heartless?” Chang Yuncheng said hoarsely.

“When others are heartless to me, I’m never sentimental in return,” Qi Yue said very straightforwardly.

“Who’s been heartless to you?” Chang Yuncheng roared. “Father protects you so much, and you still say he’s heartless?”

Qi Yue snorted with laughter.

“Chang Yuncheng, that’s not protecting me – that’s keeping me like a pet cat or dog. Perhaps in your eyes that’s sentiment, that’s protection, but,” she looked at Chang Yuncheng, her expression cold and serious, “in my eyes, going behind my back to stuff women into my man’s life – even if you treat me wonderfully in every other way, you’re still my mortal enemy who destroys my marriage, as irreconcilable as one who kills parents.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“I, Qi Yue, am never sentimental toward enemies,” Qi Yue said again.

Chang Yuncheng’s mind was entirely on her words and didn’t notice at all that she had said “Qi Yue” instead of “Qi Yueniang.”

“Yueniang, this won’t destroy our feelings…” Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and said.

Qi Yue interrupted him.

“Whether it destroys your feelings, I don’t know and won’t presume to guess, but this will definitely destroy my feelings,” she looked at him and said. “Chang Yuncheng, you still don’t understand what I mean even now? In your heart, you still think that if you hold onto me, drag it out for a long time, I’ll see your true heart. Even if many more women enter the household, you’ll still be so good to me, and then everyone will be happy – your mother happy, your father happy, you happy, me happy, everyone happy.”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned by her words.

“Chang Yuncheng, it’s not that I don’t like you, and it’s not that I don’t trust you. On the contrary, I like you very much,” Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes lit up.

“You’re a good person, and most importantly, those few times when I encountered trouble, you stood so firmly on my side. You know, girls all have hero complexes. When a hero descends from heaven and stands in front of you – whether you need this hero or not – it’s still very moving,” Qi Yue said with a smile, reaching out to pat his arm. “Also, you don’t think the things I do are incomprehensible, which makes me feel very close to you. And your appearance – I like it too. In short, for various reasons I can’t clearly explain which one exactly, I just came to like you. There’s nothing to hide or be embarrassed about – if you like someone, you like them.”

Was she praising him? This was the first time this woman had spoken about him like this, saying what she liked about him. But why, why did it sound so alarming?

Chapter 205: Such Love
“Yueniang, don’t quarrel so harshly with father and mother. You endured when mother treated you that way before. Yueniang, endure a little more – I will definitely persuade them,” Chang Yuncheng said hoarsely, gently nuzzling this woman’s soft hair.

Qi Yue closed her eyes, her body slowly stiffening.

In the end, she couldn’t wait for that sentence – that simple, straightforward sentence, even just one word.

All she wanted was just one sentence. With that sentence, she could persist with him, but…

Chang Yuncheng sensed her change and became even more uneasy, but didn’t know where he had gone wrong.

Qi Yue signaled for him to let her go. Though Chang Yuncheng released his hands, he still pressed on her shoulders.

Qi Yue looked at him and shook her head.

“It’s not possible anymore, Chang Yuncheng,” she said with a slight smile.

“Why?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and asked hoarsely.

“Because I don’t care about you anymore,” Qi Yue said.

I don’t care about you anymore! I don’t care about you anymore!

Was there anything more hurtful in this world?

Chang Yuncheng’s arms pressing on her shoulders made cracking sounds as his bones strained.

She was still angry, deliberately saying hurtful things! It had to be that!

“You could before, so why can’t you now? You said you liked me…” he said word by word, looking at her with red eyes.

“Yes, though I love you, I can also do without you now,” Qi Yue said, reaching out to remove his hands. “It’s nothing.”

Indeed, there were even more hurtful words in this world!

“I used to endure because you were worth it for me to do so,” Qi Yue pried off his hands, looking at him with a bland expression. “But now, you’re not worth it anymore.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and slowly straightened his back.

“Is that so?” he said hoarsely.

“Yes,” Qi Yue looked at him and answered without the slightest hesitation.

Chang Yuncheng turned and walked out.

Qi Yue ultimately didn’t leave the Marquis Dingxi’s household. The young ladies of the family all came, and Yan’er was crying while hugging her leg, refusing to let go.

“I don’t want a new aunt, I don’t want a new aunt…” the child cried heartbreakingly.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to pick her up and scolded her sternly.

“…I told you not to cry loudly. You’re so disobedient… If you don’t cherish yourself, did I perform surgery on you for nothing?”

This was the first time Yan’er had seen her like this. She was immediately frightened and didn’t dare cry anymore, only clinging tightly to her neck.

“…Aunt, Yan’er will turn into a swan for you to see… please don’t leave…” she sobbed.

“Silly girl, aunt leaving this place doesn’t mean I can’t see you anymore,” Qi Yue said with a smile, stroking her head.

“Yueniang,” Chang Chunlan came forward with tears. “Wait a moment, wait a little more. We’ll go plead with mother and father.”

The Second Miss and Third Miss behind her all nodded.

Qi Yue looked at them, her heart filled with mixed emotions.

These young ladies – she knew they all regarded Madam Xie as heaven itself, not daring to offend her in the slightest, because their fates were in Madam Xie’s hands. So when these misses deliberately gave her the cold shoulder or even made things difficult for her at the beginning, she hadn’t minded at all.

She just hadn’t expected that today, for her sake, they would make such a decision.

This meant standing against Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie for her sake. One could imagine what troubles they would face given the current situation.

“No need,” Qi Yue said with a smile, reaching out to hold Chang Chunlan’s hand. “I’m the one who wants to leave. No one is forcing me. Actually, I should have left long ago.”

Chang Chunlan shook her head with tears, her face showing unshakeable determination.

Hearing that Chang Chunlan and the others were kneeling outside the door, Madam Xie smiled coldly.

“Kneeling to me?” she picked up her teacup with a disdainful expression. “Then let them kneel. Do I fear people kneeling to me?”

Nanny Su hurried in.

“Madam, the Lord is kneeling before the Marquis again, saying he wants the Marquis to rescind the order and not take a second wife,” she said.

Madam Xie smashed the teacup on the ground.

“Even like this, he still wants to protect this lowly servant!” she shouted hatefully. “Have them all come to me.”

Chang Yuncheng was quickly summoned, and Qi Yue was summoned as well.

“Oh my, you haven’t left yet? With all that loud calling, I thought you’d left long ago,” Madam Xie said with a cold smile upon seeing Qi Yue.

Qi Yue spread her hands.

“I was just about to mention it – could your household’s people be a bit more professional? I can’t even find someone to open the door for me. Why are even the side gates locked? Do you expect me to climb over the wall to leave?” she said with a bitter smile.

These death-seeking servants! Don’t worry, once this matter is over, I’ll keep accounts for all of you and settle them properly!

Madam Xie smiled coldly through gritted teeth.

“Mother, I won’t agree to mutual separation,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Both Madam Xie and Qi Yue looked at him.

“I also won’t marry any second wife,” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at Madam Xie. “And I won’t agree to mutual separation.”

Qi Yue looked at him with a complex expression.

Madam Xie raised her hand and slapped him.

“I won’t agree to mutual separation,” Chang Yuncheng still said, kneeling down.

Madam Xie didn’t hesitate to slap him again.

“Hey, can you stop that? Why are you hitting him!” Qi Yue shouted, stepping in front of Chang Yuncheng. “What kind of mother are you? Do you even know how to be a mother?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, very surprised that this woman was shielding him! At the same time, his heart felt bitter.

This woman did have feelings for him in her heart! She did!

He couldn’t help but clench his fists.

Whether she knew how to be a mother – these words struck Madam Xie’s nerve.

“I don’t know how to be a mother?” she turned to look at Qi Yue. “Are you saying I never gave birth and don’t deserve to be a mother?”

“Qi Yueniang, can you not speak?” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice, his voice full of exhaustion.

Qi Yue exhaled.

“I’m really anxious for you mother and son,” she said. “What are you two tormenting yourselves over? Madam, do you really think this is good for him? Chang Yuncheng, do you really think this is being filial? Can’t you two just talk about your own views properly?”

Madam Xie looked at her and suddenly burst into laughter.

“I’m not good to him?” she looked at Qi Yue with laughter. “I’m not good to him? You woman, what right do you have to say such things? I’m not good to him? What do you know? I married into this marquis household for his sake. For his sake, I killed my own son, my own son!”

At these words, both Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue were shocked, looking at Madam Xie in unison.

What?

“I don’t deserve to be a mother. You’re right,” Madam Xie looked at Qi Yue with somewhat manic emotions. She stretched out both hands, pressing on her abdomen. “My child, I couldn’t have him. They were all targeting me. I knew that old hag and that little bitch were waiting to deal with me. They were waiting for me to give birth, then they wouldn’t care about Yuncheng anymore. They could take Yuncheng away and harm him. They thought beautifully – as long as I’m here, no one can harm Yuncheng…”

“Mother, that child… that child wasn’t an accident…” Chang Yuncheng crawled on his knees to Madam Xie, shouting in terror.

“It was an accident. It was an accident. I had someone accidentally spill water on the road. I accidentally walked through there. I accidentally fell down. I accidentally drank the medicinal soup the kitchen made for that bitch Zhou. My child was just accidentally gone like that…” Madam Xie said, laughing with a trembling voice. “Not only did I not let them have their way, I even made that bitch take the blame! Yuncheng, don’t worry. Mother only has you. There will never be another child. Mother will only love you for her entire life.”

Qi Yue’s face showed shock.

“My God, a madwoman,” she said, not knowing how to express her inner horror, only able to repeatedly say “madwoman.”

Madwoman! This woman was insane!

“I’m not good to him?” Madam Xie looked at Qi Yue again, showing a cold smile. “Qi Yueniang, what have you done for him? Threatening my son like this to force me?”

“Madam, this isn’t right. You need… a psychological doctor…” Qi Yue looked at her and said, frowning. “This isn’t being good to him. This perverted, twisted way – you don’t love him, you love yourself…”

“Qi Yueniang, shut up!” Chang Yuncheng shouted in a low voice.

Qi Yue indeed stopped talking, looking at Chang Yuncheng with some pity in her eyes.

Speaking of which, he was truly pitiful…

“Mother, I know you’re good to me. I’ll listen to everything you say,” Chang Yuncheng pulled Madam Xie’s hand, having her sit down. “Mother, I know. Yueniang has nothing to do with these matters. Could you…”

Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng kneeling on the ground with a complex expression.

“Madam,” she stepped forward, gritted her teeth, and bowed to Madam Xie. “Madam, the grudges between you and the Old Madam shouldn’t be borne by me or Yuncheng. This is unfair to both him and me.”

Seeing her bow, though she didn’t kneel like himself, Chang Yuncheng was still very pleased.

She was finally willing to endure for his sake…

Madam Xie laughed again.

Can’t keep up the act anymore? Still can’t bear to leave? When you can’t make trouble, you start acting pitiful? Lowly servant, if I can’t see through your little schemes, I’ve lived in vain!

“Nothing to do with it?” she laughed. “Unfair? Do you know how Yuncheng’s mother died?”

Without waiting for Qi Yue to answer, she continued speaking.

“…That old hag tormented my sister from the day she married in, establishing rules, making her kneel in punishment at every turn, forcing my sister to drink those strange medicinal soups. Those soups must have been poisoned! Fortunately, my sister had a strong constitution and still got pregnant and gave birth. That old hag still wouldn’t give up. She actually took advantage of my sister’s illness to switch her medicine, and had her little bitch seduce the Marquis, carrying on right in front of my sister! She angered my sister to death!”

Both Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng’s faces turned somewhat pale.

True or false? Was Old Madam Zhou really like this… or did Madam Xie have psychological distortion and paranoid delusions?

“Mother, these matters have nothing to do with Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng held Madam Xie’s hand and said hoarsely.

“The father’s debts are repaid by the son – how can you say it has nothing to do with her? Yes, it has nothing to do with her, but if it truly had nothing to do with her, how would she appear here?” Madam Xie said with a cold smile, looking at Qi Yue. “If you were still begging outside, I wouldn’t treat you this way. I might even reward you with some money, or seeing how good-looking you are, I might have had Yuncheng take you as a concubine.”

She spoke with superiority and a smile.

“But now you’re here, and you’re the young mistress of our marquis household, occupying my daughter-in-law’s position. How can you still say it has nothing to do with you? Without that old hag, how would you have today? Since you’ve received that old hag’s favor, you must accept the grudges she incurred!”

Qi Yue lowered her head, exhaled, and said nothing.

“How about this,” Madam Xie took a deep breath, looking at Chang Yuncheng with pity in her eyes. “For my son’s sake, if you can do one thing, then I’ll persuade the Marquis, and the matter of taking a second wife will be dropped.”

What?

Chang Yuncheng’s face showed wild joy. Mother was finally willing to relent!

Chapter 206: Having Righteousness
Madam Xie looked at Qi Yue, laughing smugly in her heart.

Driving this woman out of the mansion was nothing—that would be too easy for her!

Why fear not taking a wife? This woman cared so much about Chang Yuncheng having other women. With such a long lifetime ahead, she would have plenty of opportunities. She wanted to watch with her own eyes how this woman would step by step fall from favor to disgrace, from a pearl to a fish eye.

“Mother, please speak,” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly called out, afraid that if he spoke too slowly, Madam Xie would regret it. “Yueniang can do anything.”

Qi Yue glanced at Chang Yuncheng.

“Qi Yueniang, didn’t you say you have nothing to do with the Old Madam? Then now go before the Old Madam’s memorial tablet and say you have nothing to do with her. Curse her as an old thief woman, and let Yuncheng’s mother see that you truly have nothing to do with the Old Madam,” Madam Xie said with a smile.

It was just such a simple sentence! Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue with joy.

“Yueniang, I’ll accompany you…” he said hurriedly.

Qi Yue lowered her head, sighed, and straightened her body.

Chang Yuncheng also stood up joyfully, and Madam Xie looked at her with a triumphant smile.

What in this world could be more satisfying than watching enemies destroy each other and despise one another?

What could be more humiliating than having a chess piece you had carefully arranged turn around and curse you?

Old thief woman, enjoy this moment! What a pity you died too early and can’t see this with your own eyes!

“Then, farewell,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng and Madam Xie were both stunned.

What?

“Yueniang, what are you doing?” Chang Yuncheng reached out to grab her and shouted.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Your mother is right. I cannot say I have nothing to do with the Old Madam. Although I don’t know whether she actually did those things you mentioned, and even if we assume she did, she may be an enemy to you all, utterly unforgivable, but to me she was a benefactor. She was genuinely good to me. How could I, for the sake of so-called love, so-called happiness, curse her and commit such an ungrateful act?” she said, smiling slightly. “In this lifetime, there are some things and some possessions one can give up, but some things are absolutely non-negotiable. Such as righteousness, such as dignity.”

She raised her hand and gently patted Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder.

“I don’t blame you anymore, Chang Yuncheng. I think if it were you, you wouldn’t do such a thing either, would you?” she said, looking at him deeply and smiling faintly. “Since that’s the case, I can only say we have no destiny together. Goodbye. Take care.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and reached out to grasp her hand.

“Qi Yueniang, have you thought this through?” Madam Xie snorted. “Do you know what you’re doing? After leaving here, what kind of life will you live!”

Qi Yue smiled at her.

“No matter where I am, I can live whatever life I want to live,” she said.

Having said this, she withdrew her hand from Chang Yuncheng’s grasp, glanced at him, turned around, and walked away.

“Good, I’ll wait and see what kind of life you can live!” Madam Xie sneered coldly.

Qi Yue walked out without stopping.

Chang Yuncheng lifted his foot to follow.

“Yuncheng, you stop right there! Don’t be fooled by that woman!” Madam Xie shouted.

Chang Yuncheng stopped.

“Mother, I’ll go see her off,” he said in a hoarse voice. “She’s not deceiving me.”

Having said this, he went out.

Madam Xie looked at the curtain and let out a heavy breath.

Who was she trying to scare? Divorce? As if anyone would believe that!

Giving up the status of the Young Madam of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to become an abandoned woman!

How could such a woman exist in this world?

“Pour tea!” Madam Xie shouted, leaning back against the chair and exhaling.

The feeling of having everything under her control was wonderful!

Chang Yuncheng chased after her, but Qi Yue had already reached the gate.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng called from behind, his voice low and trembling.

Qi Yue turned around.

“Yueniang, we haven’t gone shopping yet…” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“…We agreed to go to the Great Buddha Temple for vegetarian food… and also to go mountain climbing and on outings…” Chang Yuncheng said slowly, looking at her with deep, profound eyes.

Those words spoken that day—Qi Yue looked at him and sighed softly.

“It doesn’t matter, I can go with anyone,” she said, turning around and taking a step forward.

“Qi Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng stepped forward several paces and called out again.

Qi Yue didn’t turn back.

“Qi Yueniang, from now on, I will only be good to you alone, cherish you, not lie to you…” Chang Yuncheng began to speak.

Qi Yue’s body trembled, and she stopped.

“…Every single thing I promise you, I will do. Every word I speak to you will be sincere. I won’t scold you, I’ll care for you. When others bully you, I’ll be the first to come out and help you…”

“…When you’re happy, I’ll be happy with you. When you’re unhappy, I’ll coax you to be happy. You are the most beautiful in my heart, and even in my dreams, I dream of you. In my heart, there is only you…”

Qi Yue lowered her head and smiled.

“Just words said in jest—how thoughtful of you to remember, but don’t take them seriously,” she laughed, yet didn’t turn back. “Well then, goodbye.”

Having finished speaking, she strode away with large steps, never pausing again, never looking back, and quickly disappeared at the courtyard gate.

Chang Yuncheng watched the woman’s retreating figure and slowly closed his eyes.

He would never shed tears, shed tears for a woman!

Such a heartless woman—why should he be sentimental!

Women—when the old doesn’t go, the new won’t come, isn’t that right?

There were as many women as he wanted—what did she amount to!

He slowly turned around.

In the early spring season, under the warm sunlight, the man’s tall figure appeared so desolate, yet stubbornly straight.

The atmosphere in the mansion made many servants feel uneasy.

In the gatehouse, the door was tightly shut. Someone outside was knocking, but no one answered. The person began kicking the door.

“It’s one of our own! Quick, open the door and let me in. Don’t let the Young Madam see, or I’ll have to open the door myself!” the person said urgently.

Only then did the door creak open.

In the small room, seven or eight people were squeezed together.

“Cooking dumplings? Why are you all crammed in here?” the newcomer cursed, squeezed in, and shut the door.

“How did it go?” the people in the room asked eagerly.

The newcomer adjusted his hat and sighed.

“The Young Master went to petition the Marquis again, but was called away by Madam. The Young Madam went too—don’t know how the discussion went,” he relayed the latest news.

Everyone in the room sighed along.

“The Young Madam is so capable, she’ll surely be able to convince Madam,” someone said hopefully. “If she doesn’t want to leave, no one can make her go.”

Everyone nodded. They firmly believed this.

“But what if the Young Madam wants to leave?” someone suddenly asked.

Then surely no one could stop her!

The room fell silent.

“What nonsense are you talking!”

“Stop your nonsense!”

“…How could the Young Madam want to leave!”

“…Do you think this is just anywhere? This is Marquis Dingxi’s mansion!”

Immediately the room became lively, with seven or eight hands reaching toward the person who had spoken, beating him angrily.

Yes, how could the Young Madam really want to leave? Impossible!

Impossible!

The unconscious Marquis Dingxi couldn’t remain unconscious any longer, and with a crash, he swept the medicine bowls off the table.

“Let her go, let her walk out! Don’t let her come back! I want to see how long she can keep this up!” he shouted.

The steward stood to the side with a sorrowful expression.

“Why are you pulling that face? I’m not dead yet!” Marquis Dingxi saw him and scolded.

The steward sighed.

“My lord, are you really letting the Young Madam go?” he asked.

“Really! Isn’t she going to play for real? What, she dares but I don’t?” Marquis Dingxi glared and roared, his chest heaving violently with anger.

Threaten me? What do I, Marquis Dingxi, fear?

“I want to see what she can do out there! With her troublemaking nature, without Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, she’ll be beaten to death sooner or later! If not for us, how many people would give her face!” He paced back and forth, shouting angrily. “She really thinks she’s some divine physician? Arrogant beyond measure! Without my family, what is she? Let her go! Let her go out and try! She’s been spoiled rotten and doesn’t know her place!”

The steward looked at him with a compassionate expression.

“My lord, are you really opening the door to let the Young Madam leave?” he asked again.

Marquis Dingxi became even more furious at his tone and funeral-like demeanor.

“Are you deaf? Open the door! I want to see if she dares to leave!” he shouted.

The steward sighed.

“My lord, if we open the door, she’ll really leave…” he said, his voice actually somewhat choked up.

This wasn’t just a funeral—he was mourning!

“Leave! If she doesn’t leave, I’ll kick her out!” Marquis Dingxi cursed and lifted his foot to kick the steward.

The steward took a kick and seemed to be kicked to tears. The old man raised his hand to wipe his eyes and responded with a “yes,” then turned and left.

Marquis Dingxi watched the steward’s retreating figure, his anger still unabated.

“Tell her that once she walks out, it won’t be so easy to come back!” he shouted angrily, flinging his sleeve. “Who is she trying to scare? This lord was raised on intimidation! Playing this game with me! Bah!”

When Qi Yue walked to the door, behind her followed a large group of maids and matrons, all looking sorrowful. A’Ru and A’Hao were crying so hard they could barely stand.

At the door, a group of servants and old retainers also stood, with the steward looking solemn, clearly having changed into fresh clothes.

The door wasn’t tightly closed as when Qi Yue first came, but was wide open.

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“Come, give me the bundle,” she said, turning back.

A’Ru and A’Hao, who were holding the bundle, immediately clutched it tighter and cried even harder.

“Let this slave see the Young Madam off…” A’Hao cried.

“Wait.” Seven or eight women servants walked over quickly. The leader was Nanny Su, her face showing some smugness and disdain. Seeing them approach, all the maids and matrons present lowered their heads.

“What’s this? Don’t you have duties? What are you all doing here? Don’t want to work anymore?” one of the women scolded coldly, pointing at these people. “Everyone take a good look and remember who was here—we’ll settle accounts later.”

The maids and matrons all couldn’t help but shrink back.

“All of you go back,” Qi Yue said. “Thank you for seeing me off.”

Only then did the maids and matrons slowly leave with lowered heads.

A’Ru and A’Hao didn’t move.

“What are you two doing? Didn’t you hear what I said?” the woman shouted.

“Never mind, this shows their loyalty and sense of duty,” Nanny Su said with a smile, looking at Qi Yue. “Young Madam, forgive us, but they are people of the Marquis’s mansion after all, and cannot leave the mansion casually.”

A’Ru and A’Hao were about to kneel.

“Enough. You know I don’t like watching this, so don’t make me leave with an uneasy heart,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru immediately straightened up and pulled A’Hao up.

Qi Yue extended her hand.

“Wait,” Nanny Su said again.

“What else?” Qi Yue asked.

“Forgive us, Young Madam, but everything in the mansion is catalogued, so we need to check,” Nanny Su said with a smile.

Qi Yue withdrew her hand and looked at her with a smile.

“You mean anything that’s not mine, I’m not allowed to take?” she asked.

Nanny Su couldn’t hide her disdainful smile.

“Naturally. The Young Madam has managed the household before—surely you don’t need this old servant to teach you?” she laughed.

Very well. Qi Yue nodded.

“In that case, anything that is mine, I can take with me,” she said.

Nanny Su was stunned, immediately sensing trouble.

“I remember I have a dowry, don’t I?” Qi Yue looked at her and said lightly.

Dowry…

What… dowry…

Chapter 207: Sending and Receiving
Nanny Su looked at Qi Yue.

“Thank you for the reminder, Nanny,” Qi Yue smiled at her. “Otherwise I would have forgotten—I have quite a few of my own things to take with me.”

She emphasized the words “reminder” and “my own things.”

As if she had wanted to remind her!

Nanny Su looked at her, her expression slightly dazed.

Dowry?

She really dared to say it!

When Madam Xie heard Nanny Su’s words, she laughed in extreme anger.

“She wants to get something for nothing!” she laughed. “Has she forgotten how she came in here? What does she have in this house! She came in with nothing, and I’m being generous by not making her leave with nothing. And she talks about dowry! Bah! Shameless!”

Of course, Qi Yue wasn’t really going to demand her dowry at this very moment. After intimidating Nanny Su, she held her belongings and stepped out the door.

A’Ru and A’Hao, dissuaded by her, didn’t dare follow out, but stood leaning against the door, crying.

The steward personally saw her out.

“Young Madam,” he called.

By now it was evening, with the setting sun casting everything in red. Qi Yue was squinting at the sunset when she heard him and looked at him with a smile.

“Steward, until we meet again,” she smiled.

Looking at this woman’s radiant face in the sunset, the steward felt his eyes grow moist again.

“Young Madam, let this old servant see you off,” he said, bowing respectfully.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue looked at the old man and smiled as she returned the courtesy. “Thank you for your thoughtfulness.”

He had specially changed into new clothes—this was the highest courtesy and sincerity for seeing off a guest.

“Being able to know you people, I haven’t come to this house in vain,” Qi Yue smiled, looking back to see the two maids crying against the door, then at the servants standing in neat rows watching her. She raised her hand and cupped her fists. “Until we meet again.”

Having said this, she lifted her foot to step forward. Yuan Bao, who had been crouching in a corner by the wall, came running over somewhat shyly and clumsily.

“You want to help me carry my luggage?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Yuan Bao blushed and extended his hands.

Qi Yue said nothing more and handed him the luggage.

Who is this child? The steward couldn’t help but pause in confusion.

“Yuan Bao, take good care of the Young Madam,” A’Ru chased out and called.

Yuan Bao turned back and responded with a “mm.”

A’Ru’s brother—the steward remembered, nodded, and sighed.

Qi Yue had only taken two steps when four or five maids and matrons came from one side with a carriage.

“Young Madam, a place has been prepared. The Second Madam sent us to take you there,” the leading matron said with a bow.

Second Madam? Both Qi Yue and the steward were stunned.

“No need, I’ve found a place to stay,” Qi Yue said. “Please thank the Second Madam for me.”

Just as she finished speaking, another carriage came from the other direction, also followed by three or four servant women.

They must be passing by…

The steward thought, then watched the carriage stop, and saw that it bore a large character “Wang” as its marking.

Wang!

The steward narrowed his eyes. The Wang family!

“Miss Qi,” a proper-looking, kindly woman got down from the carriage and hurried over, bowing to Qi Yue with a smile. “I am from Master Wang’s household, surname Zhou. Here is the calling card.”

The steward’s eyes narrowed again. Miss Qi… the form of address had already changed…

Suddenly he felt a wave of sadness in his heart.

Almost everyone from top to bottom, inside and out, knew that once the Young Madam walked out this time, she would never come back. What was pitiful was that the two masters of the house still thought the Young Madam was making threats and throwing tantrums!

This Young Madam was such a proud person—couldn’t they see that?

Such a proud person, once she spoke and made a decision, would never look back.

Qi Yue was also stunned. This was… someone coming to seek medical treatment?

“Does Master Wang have some need?” she asked while taking the card to look at it. Indeed, it was Wang Tongye’s calling card, proving the person was genuine.

“No, Master Wang heard that Miss Qi was going out and worried that Miss Qi might not be fully prepared. A woman traveling alone would find food, clothing, and lodging inconvenient. Therefore, he specially arranged a residence and requests that Miss Qi first settle there, then make arrangements slowly,” Matron Zhou said with a smile.

Wang Tongye had also heard? So quickly?

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised, but thinking about it, these court officials had keen ears and sharp eyes—such matters shouldn’t escape their notice.

“I’ve already found a place…” Qi Yue smiled.

“Master said to please not refuse, Miss Qi. This is a friendship forged through conflict. Miss Qi is magnanimous, clear about gratitude and grievances, open and honest, and acts when action is needed…” Matron Zhou said with a smile.

These words sounded jumbled, but Qi Yue understood—Wang Tongye wanted to give her face. She laughed heartily.

Indeed, how could she leave in dejection? How could she be someone who would take abuse without fighting back?

“Good! ‘Laughing proudly, I go out the door—how can we be mere weeds among men!'” Qi Yue laughed, gesturing to Yuan Bao. “Yuan Bao, put the things in the carriage.”

Yuan Bao showed no hesitation and immediately complied.

Matron Zhou smiled and stepped aside to invite her in.

Watching the carriage travel down the street, the steward and the Second Madam’s maids and matrons all stood stunned in place.

Gone…

The Young Madam was gone…

“What? People from the Wang family came to take her away?”

When the news reached inside, both Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie were stunned.

“Someone from the Wang family must be ill,” Madam Xie immediately said, looking at Marquis Dingxi. “They’re asking her to treat illness, and it’s only out of respect for our family. My lord, go tell the Wang family people not to pay attention to that woman anymore…”

Marquis Dingxi nodded.

The steward on the side really couldn’t bear to listen anymore.

“Madam,” he spoke up. “Master Wang’s people personally said they knew the Young Madam was going out today, so they came specially to receive her.”

He emphasized the words “going out” and looked at Madam Xie with some sadness.

Madam Xie was stunned.

What did that mean?

“You’re saying the Wang family people know…” Marquis Dingxi suddenly stood up, feeling his head ring with a thunderous sound.

Of course they knew—this was an imperial edict the Emperor had approved. Which of these court officials wasn’t shrewd as a ghost? Nothing could escape their notice, especially since this matter was clearly the Emperor’s way of making him lose face…

“Let them know! What do I fear! Such behavior from a woman—no household would tolerate it!” he shouted angrily. What had that woman said?

Something about “Laughing proudly, I go out the door—how can we be mere weeds among men!”

What did that mean?

“Is she saying I’m like the foolish wife of Kuaiji who looked down on Zhu Maichen?” Marquis Dingxi slammed the table and shouted. “Does she think she’s entering Qin? She’s been divorced! Cast out! She’s an abandoned woman of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion! Shameless creature!”

“Making it known to everyone—I want to see how she’ll end this!” Madam Xie snorted coldly.

The steward looked at these two people, sighed again, and lowered his head, saying nothing more.

“But why is the Second Madam also getting involved?” Madam Xie thought of this problem and frowned. “Didn’t we say to ignore her, let her make trouble, leave her hanging until she knows better?”

“Madam, I just heard that the Second Madam gave the Young Madam four maids and two matrons, and they went after the Young Madam with large and small bundles,” Nanny Su came in from outside and said urgently.

Both Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie were stunned.

“What does she mean?” Marquis Dingxi asked.

“There must be someone to play the bad guy and someone to play the good guy,” Madam Xie speculated.

Her sister-in-law had always been soft-hearted—it was normal for her to do such things.

Marquis Dingxi snorted.

“Never mind her. If she dares to do such things, she must bear the consequences herself. Go tell the Second Madam not to pay attention to that woman. She climbed onto the stage herself—let her figure out how to get down!” he said.

Nanny Su responded, glanced at Madam Xie, who waved her hand, and only then did Nanny Su leave.

The Second Madam had also heard that Qi Yue was taken away by the Wang family people and was quietly contemplating.

“Madam, should we perhaps let the Young Madam…” Cai Qing said softly beside her.

The Second Madam smiled.

“Still calling her Young Madam?” she said.

Cai Qing slapped her own face.

“Look at me, I deserve to be hit,” she smiled. “Should we let Miss Qi go to our residence?”

“It’s fine. Since Master Wang has the intention, let’s accept his kindness. Besides, it’s better that he knows. In the future…” The Second Madam stirred her medicine bowl and stopped mid-sentence. “…he might be able to speak up for her.”

As they were talking, Nanny Su came over and politely conveyed the intentions of Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie.

The Second Madam drank the medicine in one gulp without even eating the candied fruit, took a handkerchief to wipe her mouth, and looked up at Nanny Su.

“Is that any of your business?” she said.

Nanny Su was stunned. What?

“The Marquis and Madam are doing such heartless and ungrateful things. You’re defying the Old Madam’s dying wishes, not treating the Old Madam as a mother. I still must treat the Old Madam as a mother, and I must naturally treat Yueniang well,” the Second Madam said coldly.

Nanny Su was completely dumbfounded. Was she dreaming?

How could she be hearing such absurd words?

The reason Madam could do what she did today—wasn’t it your idea? Even this imperial edict was obtained thanks to your efforts!

How, how did it become the Marquis and Madam being heartless and ungrateful?

Looking at the still-sickly Second Madam before her, Nanny Su suddenly felt a chill down her spine.

This matter seemed different from what they had imagined…

For Qi Yue, the affairs of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion were now irrelevant.

The residence Wang Tongye had arranged was on the most prosperous East Street, with Qianjin Hall to the left and the prefectural yamen to the right—bustling yet quiet, and extremely safe and convenient.

The small courtyard had three main rooms and two side rooms. The furniture inside couldn’t be called new, but everything was clean and showed signs of habitation.

Qi Yue, who had never been particular about accommodations, liked it immediately.

“Please thank Master Wang for me,” she said happily.

Yuan Bao didn’t let the Wang family’s maids and matrons touch Qi Yue’s bundles, carrying and shouldering them all inside by himself.

“Everyone go do what you’re supposed to do,” Nanny Zhou smiled.

The three matrons, two maids, and two manservants who had followed in all responded and naturally went about their business—some to the kitchen, some to the gatehouse, as naturally as if they were at home.

Qi Yue watched in amazement.

“This really isn’t necessary,” she smiled.

“Miss Qi needs someone to serve her,” Nanny Zhou insisted, pointing to the two maids and introducing them—this one was called Cui Zhi, and this one was called Ning Bi.

“I appreciate your kindness,” Qi Yue smiled. “But right now I want to be alone and quiet. With too many people in the house, I’d have to socialize and talk, which wouldn’t be comfortable.”

Only then did Nanny Zhou stop talking and fell silent.

Of course—how could she have only now thought of what this Miss Qi had just experienced!

Divorce! Any other woman would either be devastated or acting like a madwoman at this moment. Only this Miss Qi appeared too normal—so normal that people around her forgot what was happening at this moment.

“Yes,” Nanny Zhou quickly bowed. “Then let Cui Zhi stay, and keep one matron and one man to guard the gate.”

Having said this, she left with the others without allowing Qi Yue to refuse further. Qi Yue said nothing more, nodded, and thanked them.

“Don’t go near Miss Qi unless necessary—let her be comfortable alone…” Nanny Zhou pulled Cui Zhi aside outside the door and whispered, “…but you must also be alert and watch Miss Qi carefully…”

These seemingly contradictory words were very clear to a maid who had worked in great households.

Cui Zhi nodded.

“Don’t worry, Nanny. I heard that Miss Qi had previously…” she made a gesture at her neck and lowered her voice. “I won’t be as stupid as the maids in Marquis Dingxi’s household…”

Nanny Zhou nodded with satisfaction and left with her people in the carriage.

Cui Zhi went inside and saw Qi Yue standing under the eaves, observing the courtyard with a leisurely demeanor. She quickly lowered her head and approached.

“This servant will help you organize your luggage,” she requested.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Thank you,” she said, not refusing.

Cui Zhi said “I wouldn’t dare” and went inside.

In the courtyard, Yuan Bao was holding a broom and sweeping the already clean ground.

This child refused to leave no matter what—well, let him stay. A’Ru would feel at ease too.

“Yuan Bao,” Qi Yue said. “Bar the door.”

Yuan Bao responded with a “yes,” happily threw down the broom, and closed the door.

Night gradually fell, enveloping heaven and earth.

Chapter 208: Transition
When the sky began to glimmer with dawn, Qi Yue awakened. To be precise, she hadn’t really slept much at all—not because of any sorrow, but because of this girl beside her…

The curtain outside the partition moved slightly, and Cui Zhi quietly peeked her head in to look. Seeing that it was silent inside, she tiptoed over and lifted the bed curtain.

“Ah!” She cried out in fright.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

Cui Zhi was both flustered and embarrassed, at a complete loss.

“Alright, stop tormenting yourself. Go get some sleep,” Qi Yue said with a smile, getting down from the bed.

Cui Zhi followed with a red face.

“This servant will attend to Miss’s washing and dressing,” she said.

Qi Yue said nothing, letting her bustle about.

The Wang family’s matron had already prepared breakfast. Though it couldn’t compare to the Marquis residence’s lavish fare, it was still light and palatable. Qi Yue had a good appetite and ate an extra bowl of rice.

In the courtyard, Yuan Bao was again holding a broom, sweeping. Qi Yue stepped out the door and stretched her arms and legs.

“I’m going to work. You all stay home,” she said, lifting her feet to step out.

Going to work?

Cui Zhi was puzzled but hurried to follow.

“Are you coming with me?” Qi Yue looked at her with a smile.

“Yes, this servant came specifically to attend to Miss,” Cui Zhi said.

Still guarding against me committing suicide.

Qi Yue nodded and said nothing more.

Another day’s work began at Qianjin Hall.

Seeing Qi Yue enter, the disciples respectfully bowed in greeting.

Hu San was the first to rush out. Seeing the girl behind Qi Yue, he paused.

“Didn’t Sister A’Ru come because she had something to do?” he couldn’t help asking, looking at this unfamiliar girl.

After entering, the girl felt very uncomfortable. Why were there so many men here, and they were all looking at her so brazenly…

Qi Yue simply said yes and didn’t elaborate.

Liu Pucheng came out upon hearing the commotion. The two had just greeted each other when there was a sudden commotion outside.

“Doctor, doctor, save us!”

Four or five men rushed in carrying a door panel.

The men’s bodies, faces, and hands were covered in blood and dirt. They looked utterly disheveled, and the man on the door panel was even more covered in a mixture of dirt and blood, letting out continuous wails.

Cui Zhi had never seen such a thing. Frightened, she screamed and hid in a corner.

“What kind of injury is it?” Qi Yue stopped talking and asked loudly.

“A house collapsed and crushed him,” the arrivals shouted.

“…Prepare for emergency treatment.”

With Qi Yue’s words, the partitioned emergency area immediately became busy—sterilizing, brewing medicinal soup, fetching clothes, gloves, and instruments—busy but orderly.

Cui Zhi stood in the corner, hearing the continuous wails and smelling the bloody scent, so frightened that her legs cramped.

“Miss Qi…” Unable to see Qi Yue, she couldn’t help calling out, boldly craning her neck to look into the crowd.

She saw a woman wearing a gown and mask, her blood-covered hands reaching out to pry open the bloody wound on the injured person’s leg.

“Spray bottle. Deep irrigation—the wound contamination is too severe…” she said.

Cui Zhi felt her eyes go black and knew nothing more.

When she woke up again, she found herself lying on a bed, with a strange smell in her nostrils—not fragrant, but medicinal.

Cui Zhi sat up abruptly, remembering where she was.

Cui Zhi hurriedly got up and opened the door. The noise from outside drifted in.

“…The most urgent issue now is preventing infection,” Qi Yue said, removing her mask.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“This person is too severely injured,” he also frowned.

The injured person’s family members stood nearby. Hearing this, they were about to kneel.

“Divine physician, Madam,” they called out, “you must save him. He has elderly parents above and young children below. The whole family depends on him alone. If something happens to him, the whole family won’t be able to survive.”

Word had spread throughout the city that Qianjin Hall had a divine physician woman who could perform surgery. So whenever they saw a woman, they knew who she was.

The incident when hunters first came and refused treatment because she was a woman would absolutely never happen now. On the contrary, everyone would be overjoyed to see Qi Yue there.

Qi Yue hurried to help them up.

“I will naturally do my best,” she said.

“That… about hospitalization… what procedures… need to be done?” the family members asked haltingly.

“Just register personal information and medical history,” Qi Yue said with a smile, nodding, “Come with me.”

Cui Zhi came down and saw that Qi Yue had already entered a room nearby. After much deliberation, she didn’t dare follow.

The disciples coming and going in the courtyard were all busy, occasionally glancing at Cui Zhi standing there with curiosity and inquiry.

“How should I address this sister?” Naturally, such socializing was Hu San’s specialty.

Cui Zhi was standing there feeling uncomfortable all over. Hearing someone speak, she turned around.

“Cui Zhi,” she said.

“Sister is also one of Young Madam’s people, right? How come I haven’t seen you before? But it’s nothing—Que Zhi and A’Hao also learned halfway through, so sister can definitely learn well… Sister A’Ru is very capable. She learned early, so you can ask her if you don’t understand…” Hu San chattered on.

Cui Zhi frowned and stepped back several paces.

“What is Sister A’Ru busy with at home?” Hu San finally asked what he wanted to know.

“I don’t know,” Cui Zhi said, turning her face away. “I don’t know her.”

Hu San was stunned.

“You don’t know her? You don’t know A’Ru? Are you a newly promoted low-ranking servant girl?” he asked.

Cui Zhi didn’t like these words. What low-ranking servant girl? Did she look like a low-ranking servant girl? She, Cui Zhi, was one of the Old Madam’s people!

“I’m not from the Marquis Dingxi’s household,” she snorted, glaring at this man with no perception.

Hu San was stunned again.

When evening approached, Qianjin Hall finally became somewhat quieter.

“Young Madam, you should rest. You’ve been busy all day,” Liu Pucheng entered the sterilization room and said to Qi Yue, who was sorting gauze.

Qi Yue, wearing a thick mask and cap, looked up while holding a piece of boiled cloth.

“Good. Coming right away,” she said with a smile.

Liu Pucheng waited until dark before seeing Qi Yue enter with a weary expression.

“Young Madam, they all know how to do these things. Let them do it,” he said, personally pouring her a cup of tea.

Qi Yue took it and gulped it down, clearly thirsty.

“It’s fine. Actions speak louder than words,” she smiled. “This counts as our second inpatient. I’ll stay here.”

Liu Pucheng firmly refused.

“You’ve already done the wound cleaning and suturing. We can handle the rest,” he said. “Could it be that Madam doesn’t trust us?”

Qi Yue laughed.

“Teacher, you know that’s not what I mean,” she smiled.

Liu Pucheng looked at her thoughtfully.

Qi Yue also seemed to be thinking about something and didn’t speak.

The room fell silent, the atmosphere somewhat strange.

“Young Madam…”

“Teacher…”

Both spoke simultaneously, both paused, then laughed.

“You speak first,” both deferred simultaneously.

“I was saying that for these routine treatments, non-emergency serious cases, Young Madam doesn’t need to handle them personally. Daily lectures would be sufficient,” Liu Pucheng said. “I heard that the Prince is about to leave…”

The Marquis residence’s Young Madam should still spend more time at the Marquis residence. No matter what, it still wasn’t good for her to be out so much. Fortunately, the Prince was open-minded enough, but there were still elders in the family.

Qi Yue lowered her head and smiled.

Cui Zhi sighed inwardly. Poor Miss Qi. Having to hide such things from people, but someday it couldn’t be hidden.

“Teacher, from now on you can call me Qi Yue, or Yueniang. You don’t need to use the title Young Madam anymore,” Qi Yue raised her head and said with a smile.

Liu Pucheng was stunned.

“How could that be? Young Madam, don’t be ridiculous,” he shook his head, thinking this woman was just being modest about her status, wanting to position herself as a student.

“Also, besides teaching, I can do much more,” Qi Yue continued smiling. “As for wages, teacher, would you consider giving me some?”

What?

Liu Pucheng was stunned.

“Young Madam is joking. This Qianjin Hall is yours…” he shook his head.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted him.

“I’ll depend on this for food and drink from now on, so I should do more work. It’s only right,” she smiled, lowering her head then raising it again to look at Liu Pucheng. “I’m divorced.”

Divorced?

What… what was that?

Liu Pucheng had already guessed what it was, but he couldn’t believe it at all.

“Separated by mutual consent—meaning I’m no longer the Young Madam of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. I’m now just Qi Yueniang,” Qi Yue said again.

Liu Pucheng’s face paled, and Cui Zhi also changed color.

She, she just told people like that?

How could such a thing be told to people so simply?

When the lanterns were lit, Qi Yue walked out of Qianjin Hall.

“Then I’ll trouble you all,” she bowed to Liu Pucheng and the others who had come to see her off. “Pay attention to fluid balance, timely fluid replacement, and the bleeding issue. Since there’s really no way to do blood transfusions, we can only rely on your medicine, teacher.”

Liu Pucheng and the others were used to this ritual of hers and bowed back together.

“Good, don’t worry,” he said, raising his head to look at Qi Yue with a worried expression. “Yueniang, perhaps…”

Perhaps what?

What could be done?

Liu Pucheng ultimately didn’t continue.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Teacher, don’t worry. I’m fine,” she smiled. “I now live in the alley on East Street, with Yuan Bao there.” This last sentence was directed at Hu San. “Call me immediately if anything happens.”

Hu San acknowledged.

“Young Madam, why did you move there?” he asked. Before he could finish, someone kicked him from behind, making him cry out “Ouch!” “Who did that? Why?”

He turned around angrily and saw Zhang Tong glaring at him.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded again, then turned and walked down the street.

The night market was just beginning. The street was even livelier than during the day, with people coming and going amid laughter and chatter.

“The night market here is quite lively,” Qi Yue said to Cui Zhi.

“Yes, East Street is just lively,” Cui Zhi finally found her chance to speak. Having held it in all day, she said busily, “And there are mostly food vendors…”

Speaking of food, Qi Yue remembered.

“We haven’t eaten yet,” she said. “Shall we take a look around?”

“Great!” Cui Zhi nodded with a smile. As a refined servant girl, she knew that at this time, the fear wasn’t of this woman wandering around, but rather of staying home without moving. It was good that she was willing to walk around and enjoy herself. When encountering such situations, the fear was of staying alone, so she said busily, “Our Old Madam loves to have fun and often takes us out. Miss Qi, look over there—that’s Old Lady Wang’s steamed dumplings. However, only her pork ones are good…”

Qi Yue smiled with narrowed eyes, appropriately saying “really,” “that’s wonderful,” and “where is it,” encouraging Cui Zhi to speak even more enthusiastically. The two walked and talked, blending into the bustling street and gradually disappearing into the distance.

Chapter 209: Settled
When Qi Yue and Cui Zhi returned, Cai Qing had already been waiting anxiously in the courtyard.

“Miss Qi, you scared me to death,” she said, hurrying up to meet them.

“How did you get here?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, handing the items in her hands to Cui Zhi, who then withdrew.

Sitting down in the room, Cai Qing examined her carefully.

Under the candlelight, the woman’s expression was calm, with a smile at the corners of her eyebrows, not the slightest hint of forced cheerfulness.

“No need to look. I’m really fine,” Qi Yue smiled. “Why does no one believe me when I tell the truth? It’s just one man—what’s the big deal? We’re all adults…”

At this point, she couldn’t help but laugh.

“A’Ru, I just thought of a line…” she instinctively began to speak to the person beside her.

Cui Zhi served tea, looking at her with some confusion.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I’m relieved that Miss is alright,” Cai Qing sighed. “I came today because Second Madam asked me to tell you—let’s go to the capital.”

The capital?

Qi Yue frowned as she stroked her teacup. It seemed Chen Shi had mentioned this before, something about seeking medical treatment.

“It would also be good to avoid things for a while,” Cai Qing continued.

Hearing these words, Qi Yue put down her teacup.

“I can’t leave right now. Qianjin Hall is under renovation, and besides…” she said, “why should I avoid anything? I didn’t do anything shameful. Oh, by the way, are there any other procedures for this divorce? Is this all there is to it?”

Cai Qing stared at her for a moment before coming to her senses.

“No, yes, the relatives from both sides need to sit down and discuss it, then write the divorce papers, and report to Yongqing Prefecture to have the official seal stamped. That’s it,” she answered seriously.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I don’t have any relatives. Can I handle it myself?” she asked.

“This… should be fine, I think,” Cai Qing wasn’t entirely sure. “I’ll go back and ask Second Madam.”

Qi Yue nodded.

After hearing Cai Qing’s words, Second Madam sat up from her bed.

“How can she not have relatives? I am her relative,” she said, raising her hand to give instructions. “Bring writing materials—I’ll write the divorce papers.”

“Madam, be careful of your eyes. Let this servant write instead,” Cai Qing said.

Second Madam shook her head, a slight smile on her lips.

“No, I want to write it myself,” she said. “To be able to serve as Yueniang’s relative, I… am very happy. I must write it myself.”

Cai Qing said no more, brightening the lamp and grinding ink.

In the swaying candlelight, Second Madam bent over the desk and took up her brush, beautiful small regular script flowing onto the paper.

She kept her head down, a smile on her lips, and her eyes, usually dull from long illness, sparkled brightly.

She never expected such a day would come in this lifetime. She could write divorce papers for his flesh and blood, so she could be considered a relative too. In this lifetime, she had not failed to honor their meeting and her lifelong longing.

Early the next morning, Second Madam came over.

Hearing that Second Madam requested an audience, Marquis Dingxi, who was already irritated by his daughters kneeling and crying outside the door, became even more irritated.

Naturally, Chen Shi wouldn’t bear alone the words that Nanny Su had brought back. She told Marquis Dingxi every single word.

If not for the fact that she was a widow, Marquis Dingxi would have sent someone to scold her long ago.

“You silly children, get up. Why are you crying? This is a good thing,” Second Madam said with a smile, looking at Chang Chunlan and the others kneeling on the ground.

Chang Chunlan cried even harder at her words.

“Aunt, please beg Father to bring Yueniang back,” she pleaded.

Second Madam gave her a slight smile but said nothing, lifting her feet to enter Marquis Dingxi’s study.

Never had he known that this woman could be so rude.

Marquis Dingxi looked at Second Madam entering the door, his face full of sullen anger.

“You’re ill—just rest and recover properly. Don’t meddle in things that aren’t your concern,” he said coldly.

“Yes, I naturally won’t meddle in things that aren’t my concern,” Second Madam said with a smile, placing the divorce papers in her hands on the desk. “This—please sign it, Marquis.”

Marquis Dingxi suspiciously took it and was immediately stunned.

“This is a threat! This is coercion! That woman is trying to scare people!” Madam Xie looked at the divorce papers and laughed coldly, then looked at Second Madam. “She gave this to you?”

Second Madam smiled slightly and didn’t answer her question.

“Then why doesn’t the Marquis send it to Yongqing Prefecture for a try? Wouldn’t that show whether she’s trying to scare people?” she said lightly. “Does the Marquis dare?”

Dare? Do I dare? Marquis Dingxi’s face twitched.

“Someone! Send this!” he shouted loudly.

Madam Xie gave Second Madam a cold smile.

“Tell that woman she got her wish. If she wants to turn back, there’s no path…” she said with a cold laugh.

Before she finished speaking, Second Madam had already gotten up and walked out.

Madam Xie’s unfinished words were left hanging there, and she felt a surge of annoyance.

How had this Chen Shi become like someone she didn’t recognize…

All morning, Marquis Dingxi felt restless.

“Someone, someone!” he called.

A servant ran in from outside again.

“What are the Marquis’s orders this time?” he asked.

“Is someone crying outside the door?” Marquis Dingxi asked.

The servant was baffled by the question.

“No,” he said.

No? How do I keep hearing someone crying outside?

Marquis Dingxi waved his hand irritably, and the servant withdrew.

Not long after, he called again. The servants standing by the door rolled their eyes at each other.

“You go,” one looked at the other.

“You go. I’ve already been twice,” the other glared back.

When Marquis Dingxi raised his voice inside, one had no choice but to hurry in.

“If the Young Madam comes back to kowtow and cry, be smart about it. Don’t let her in immediately. Let her kneel properly at the main gate for a while…”

The servant looked at Marquis Dingxi and sighed.

What a joke. Would the Young Madam kneel? That kind of person would only kneel if beaten down by others. Even if her legs were broken, she wouldn’t kneel of her own accord.

As evening approached and there was still no movement at the gate, Marquis Dingxi couldn’t sit still.

“Someone! I’m going to Yongqing Prefecture myself!” he said with great momentum.

I’m going myself—scared now?

I’m not joking!

Marquis Dingxi specifically ordered the carriage to circle the streets once, wishing everyone in the city would know he had gone out, before entering the prefecture office.

Seeing him arrive, Prefect Huang hurried out to greet him.

“How did the Marquis come in person?” he said with a smile.

“The matter I mentioned…” Marquis Dingxi coughed and said quietly.

Before he could finish, Prefect Huang grabbed his hand.

“I naturally handled what you instructed immediately,” he said, placing something in Marquis Dingxi’s hands. “It’s been done long ago. I was just about to deliver it to you personally…”

Marquis Dingxi looked down at the paper placed in his hands and froze.

With trembling hands, he opened it to see a bright red official seal stamped on the divorce papers.

How did this…

“…I’ve already had someone deliver the one for that woman…” the Prefect was still chattering away.

Marquis Dingxi swung his fist at him.

Unprepared, the Prefect staggered from the blow, his official hat askew.

“Marquis! You!” he shouted in surprise, eyes wide.

Marquis Dingxi’s face was flushed, his body trembling as he stared at Prefect Huang with red eyes.

“You! Do you have a grudge against me? What are you doing?” he shouted loudly.

Prefect Huang was completely confused. Had Marquis Dingxi gone mad?

“I didn’t do anything,” he said, puzzled.

“Why did you stamp the seal on these divorce papers!” Marquis Dingxi shouted in a trembling voice, shaking the divorce papers in his hands until they rustled.

He really had gone mad…

“Didn’t you send them?” Prefect Huang was somewhat bewildered.

“I sent them! Just because I sent them, you stamped them!” Marquis Dingxi shouted, pouncing like a hungry tiger to grab the Prefect. “Huang Wenzheng, isn’t your nickname ‘Delayer’? Aren’t you the best at delaying things? What’s gotten into you today! Who told you to stamp the seal! Why are you being so damn proactive!”

Prefect Huang was completely confused.

“Marquis, I only handled it so quickly because it was your matter! What are you doing!” he shouted, pushing Marquis Dingxi away. “Who told me to stamp it? Wasn’t it you who told me to stamp it!”

Marquis Dingxi stared at him with red eyes, his whole body shaking, then turned and walked out.

Just as he exited, something heavy came flying at him.

Marquis Dingxi was in a daze and didn’t dodge much, getting hit in the face with mud.

“Ziqiao, what are you doing!” Prefect Huang, who was following behind, was startled.

Though he felt his son had avenged his father, he still remembered Marquis Dingxi’s status. Besides, this Marquis seemed somewhat abnormal.

Marquis Dingxi wiped his face and saw a young man standing before him, glaring at him angrily with a handful of mud still in his grasp.

“How dare you treat our benefactor this way! Kneel down quickly!” Prefect Huang shouted.

Huang Ziqiao spat.

“My benefactor is Miss Qi! He’s nothing! He’s now my benefactor’s enemy! He’s my enemy!” Huang Ziqiao shouted, raising his hand to throw another mud ball. “Tell Chang Yuncheng he’d better not go out, or this young master will smash his face!”

Chang Yuncheng—this name reminded Marquis Dingxi. Right, the daughter-in-law’s matter was his son’s business. Why was he, as the father, worrying so much about it!

Marquis Dingxi returned home in a fury, calling for Chang Yuncheng repeatedly.

“The Prince is in his courtyard with the door closed, seeing no one. He hasn’t come out for a day and night,” a servant reported.

Marquis Dingxi had no choice but to go himself. Indeed, Chang Yuncheng’s courtyard gate was closed, with servant girls all outside. Marquis Dingxi called several times with no response, so he had people break down the door.

The room was dead quiet, and Marquis Dingxi entered to find it reeking of alcohol.

“Chang Yuncheng!” He nearly stumbled from the fumes, covering his nose angrily while looking around. He saw Chang Yuncheng reclining on the arhat couch on the right.

“Father has come,” Chang Yuncheng said, throwing the wine jar in his hands down to roll among the jars scattered on the floor.

Seeing him with a full beard and reeking of alcohol, Marquis Dingxi became even more furious.

“What are you doing?” he shouted. “At a time like this, you’re still drinking! Have you gone mad!”

“Then what should I do?” Chang Yuncheng asked, supporting his head with his hand as he looked at Marquis Dingxi without getting up, smiling.

“Your wife has made such a mess of things! How can you still sit there!” Marquis Dingxi raged.

Chang Yuncheng smiled, seemingly overcome by drink as his head drooped for a moment, then raised again.

“What wife do I have?” he laughed heartily. “Father, you’re confused! What wife do I have!”

Chapter 210: A Joke
Had this boy gone stupid?

Marquis Dingxi became even more irritated.

“You, take this thing to show that woman! Tell her we’re not playing games with her! She should know what’s good for her!” he said, throwing the divorce papers in front of Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the divorce papers before him, reached out to pick them up, and read them over and over again, as if trying to imprint the words in his heart.

“It’s done. Quite fast,” he murmured, then stood up, took a long breath, and looked around the room—the empty room. “Good, very good.”

He said “good” several times loudly, then lifted his feet to leave.

“…You just tell her, if she doesn’t…” Marquis Dingxi continued speaking behind him, but saw Chang Yuncheng throw the divorce papers on the ground. He hurriedly bent down to pick them up. “Take this, or that woman won’t take it seriously…”

Chang Yuncheng stopped.

“Father, do you still think this isn’t real?” he asked, turning back.

Marquis Dingxi was stunned. What?

Of course this wasn’t real! How could this be real! Divorce! What woman would dare take it seriously!

Looking again, Chang Yuncheng had already disappeared somewhere.

This damned boy was completely unreliable!

Marquis Dingxi stomped off angrily. He still had to handle this himself!

After much trouble, he finally found Qi Yue’s residence, but Qi Yue wasn’t home. Yuan Bao, who was watching the door, heard they were from Marquis Dingxi’s residence and directly closed the door, ignoring whatever Marquis Dingxi said outside.

“Young Madam should be at Qianjin Hall at this time,” the steward couldn’t bear to watch and quietly reminded him.

Qianjin Hall?

Shouldn’t that woman be hiding at home refusing to see people? What was she doing at Qianjin Hall?

They stood outside the door, and quite a few people were already peering out curiously. Marquis Dingxi couldn’t face waiting for that woman outside this door, so he had to get in his carriage and head to Qianjin Hall.

First, he went to a restaurant and had the steward call that woman over. The steward went and, needless to say, was rebuffed.

Marquis Dingxi was so angry his whole body shook. Gritting his teeth, he went himself.

This was Marquis Dingxi’s first time at Qianjin Hall. He stood inside with a stern face, feeling that the air was filled with unbearable strange smells! And those people, each one like a consumptive ghost—Marquis Dingxi felt extremely disgusted!

So this was the environment for being a doctor? Shouldn’t it be like immortals cultivating the way…

Marquis Dingxi stood at the entrance with a look of disgust. A worker immediately came forward to inquire, but before he could speak, Marquis Dingxi waved him aside.

When informed that Marquis Dingxi had come in person, Qi Yue was applying a splint to a patient with a bone injury. She paid no attention and conscientiously finished the work, checked the patient’s injury again, and only then came over slowly. She wore a gown and, having knelt on the ground with blood splattered on her, looked disheveled.

“Where does the Marquis feel unwell?” she asked directly.

Marquis Dingxi was annoyed by the question and glanced at this woman, who no longer had any of her former polish from when she was at home.

Look at that. After being out for just one day, did she think life outside was easy?

“Look at yourself!” he snorted, putting on airs. “The divorce papers…”

“I received them,” Qi Yue nodded and smiled.

“You can still admit your mistake now,” Marquis Dingxi said with a stern face.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Is the Marquis joking?” she smiled. “What mistake did I make?”

Marquis Dingxi became anxious and stood up.

“Qi Yueniang, know when to stop. Don’t push your luck. Otherwise, these divorce papers will really be final,” he said in a low, threatening voice.

Qi Yue had already turned around but now turned back.

“Marquis, do you think this isn’t real?” she asked with some incredulity.

What…

Why the same words?

Marquis Dingxi was stunned.

Qi Yue looked at him, her face showing undisguised mockery.

“Marquis, you don’t think these divorce papers are a joke, do you?” she asked without a trace of a smile. “Marquis, when has this Qi Yueniang ever joked? When have I ever gone back on my word? When have I ever bowed my head to admit fault to others? Especially when I’m not at fault!”

Marquis Dingxi’s face turned pale from this string of “when haves.”

“Marquis,” Qi Yue glanced at him, “stop deceiving yourself here. What time is it? Wake up! Who has nothing better to do than play games with you people? How stupid!”

She turned and strode away.

How stupid…

Marquis Dingxi collapsed into his chair with a thud.

When night fell deeply, Marquis Dingxi’s residence was still lit with scattered lanterns as usual, but careful observers would notice that every few days, some lamps wouldn’t be lit. However, no one cared about this now.

Marquis Dingxi had been staring at the divorce papers before him for half a day when Madam Xie came to inquire.

“How did it get processed so quickly?” she was also stunned.

She would have been better off not asking. Once she asked, Marquis Dingxi exploded.

“You ask me? I want to ask you! This is all your doing!” he roared.

Madam Xie was never afraid of Marquis Dingxi’s anger.

“What did I do? What did I do? Did I propose the divorce? Did I write the divorce papers? Did I send them? Did I stamp the official seal?” she retorted with raised eyebrows.

Marquis Dingxi glared at her angrily.

“So what if she’s divorced? Let her be divorced—who’s afraid? Let’s see who can’t get by!” Madam Xie snorted coldly. “This isn’t us forcing her. This was her own choice, and the Emperor approved it. Who can say anything about us?”

Marquis Dingxi slumped down in his chair.

Divorced… really divorced…

How did it come to divorce?

“The divorce is perfect—now we can properly marry a new wife,” Madam Xie said. “I was truly worried about wronging the Rao family girl. A good young lady enters the door and still has to be subordinate to that woman. Now it’s good—that woman got her wish, everyone’s happy. Marquis, the matchmaker Madam Yang sent will probably return tomorrow…”

Marquis Dingxi sat in a daze, not knowing whether he heard or not. A servant outside reported that Chang Yuncheng had come.

Hearing he had come, Madam Xie composed herself and sat properly.

Chang Yuncheng stepped in. He had shaved his beard and washed, wearing clean clothes without the alcoholic smell Marquis Dingxi had encountered. He looked no different from usual, except perhaps thinner.

“You’re finally willing to come out?” Madam Xie said coldly.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, only bowed to both of them.

Seeing him, Marquis Dingxi’s anger flared up.

“I told you to go to your wife—why didn’t you listen!” he slammed the table and shouted. It was all because Chang Yuncheng didn’t go that he himself had suffered such humiliation! He had taken this abuse for his son!

“Father, I don’t have a wife,” Chang Yuncheng said flatly. “Where would you have me go?”

“You!” Marquis Dingxi slammed the table and stood up.

Madam Xie quickly pulled him down.

“No, Yuncheng is right—no wife,” she said, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “We’ll marry a wife immediately.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression was wooden.

“I came today to tell Father and Mother that I plan to depart tomorrow to take up my post,” he said.

What?

Both Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie were stunned.

“The military dispatches urging me have been delayed by me several times already. I can’t delay any longer,” Chang Yuncheng said, smiling slightly. “There’s no reason to delay anymore. I should go.”

Only then did Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie understand what he meant, and they immediately panicked.

“Have you gone mad! Leave now? How can you leave now? You must marry a new wife first…” Madam Xie said anxiously.

“I said I don’t have a wife—not now, not ever,” Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie. “Mother, please don’t mention this matter again.”

Madam Xie trembled with rage.

“Chang Yuncheng! Is this still for that slut?” she shouted.

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and knelt down. “I have already done as Mother wished. I have nothing to do with that woman anymore. So please, Mother, grant your child’s wish this once.”

“What do you want?” Madam Xie pointed at him and shouted. “You want to walk away again, don’t you? Do you still want this family! Do you still have me as your mother! Chang Yuncheng! Are you determined to anger me to death!”

The room immediately descended into chaos.

Servant girls cried out, Madam Xie scolded, and Chang Yuncheng knelt silently.

Marquis Dingxi slowly sat back in his chair, becoming listless.

How had it come to this?

He remembered he had clearly handled a great joyous event that would bring glory to the ancestors. How had his family suddenly become like this?

He looked down at the divorce papers on the table…

His ears filled with the chaotic sounds of crying and scolding.

Divorced? No daughter-in-law? How was there suddenly no daughter-in-law? This wasn’t right!

What the hell was going on!

Qi Yue slept until dawn. That night, there was no girl checking on her every little while.

“Yuan Bao, are you still at the blacksmith’s shop?” After breakfast, Qi Yue asked Yuan Bao, who was sweeping the courtyard again.

Yuan Bao didn’t dare speak and nodded with his head down.

“Then there are people at home. You should still go. Don’t neglect your craft—with manual skills, if you don’t practice for three days, you’ll lose your touch,” Qi Yue said.

Yuan Bao looked hesitant.

“Didn’t your sister tell you to listen to me?” Qi Yue asked.

Yuan Bao nodded.

“Then go quickly. Everyone needs to work and learn skills to earn money. That’s what makes life meaningful,” Qi Yue smiled.

Yuan Bao threw down his broom, bowed, and actually walked out.

What kind of servant was this… Cui Zhi glared from the side.

“Are you still coming with me?” Qi Yue turned to look at Cui Zhi.

Cui Zhi naturally nodded—she clearly remembered her mission here.

“Then how about this: you faint at the sight of blood, and Qianjin Hall specializes in treating injuries and external wounds, so there’s some blood. You take me to Qianjin Hall, then go enjoy yourself however you want. When I get off work, you come pick me up. This way you won’t cause me trouble and won’t violate your duties. Good for you, good for me—how about it?” Qi Yue asked.

Ah? Cui Zhi stared at her blankly.

In the Wang family’s grand residence, Wang Tongye had moved back to live but still enjoyed fishing. Early in the morning, he sat by the pond in the garden, though now with someone keeping him company—two people both wrapped in black cloaks, one old and withered, one young and vigorous, but each handsome in their own way.

Young Master Wang raised his hand, and a fish leaped out of the water with a splash.

“Grandfather, there’s something I’ve never understood,” he said, removing the fish and throwing it back into the water.

“What?” Wang Tongye said, focused on watching the water’s surface.

“Your fishing skills are so poor, why do you still enjoy it so much?” Young Master Wang asked.

Wang Tongye spat.

“A true gentleman fishes in silence. Go on, go on, don’t disturb my refined pleasure,” he said impatiently.

Young Master Wang laughed but didn’t get up. Instead, he cast his line again.

The steward led Cui Zhi over.

“Master, Cui Zhi has returned,” he said.

“Why have you come back? Miss Qi isn’t the type to be pretentious,” Wang Tongye frowned and asked.

Cui Zhi stepped forward and relayed Qi Yue’s words.

Young Master Wang, listening from the side, turned to glance at Cui Zhi.

Chapter 211: Defiance
“That’s just how this woman is,” Wang Tongye said with a laugh, waving his hand dismissively. “Go ahead, just do whatever she tells you to do.”

Cui Zhi responded and went down.

The grandfather and grandson continued fishing, neither saying a word.

“Don’t you think this woman is quite bold to seek a divorce?” Wang Tongye couldn’t help but break the silence first, turning to ask.

“Isn’t her courage already evident?” the eldest Wang son replied, and as he spoke, he raised his hand again, another fish leaping out of the water.

Wang Tongye turned away with some indignation, no longer looking at him.

The grandfather and grandson fell into silence again.

“Yixiu,” Wang Tongye suddenly turned back around and said, “what do you think of this Lady Qi?”

This time, the eldest Wang son’s fishing rod trembled, and he didn’t catch another fish. Instead, he looked at his grandfather with some astonishment.

“Grandfather, that’s quite a slap in the face,” he said with a bitter smile.

Both being intelligent men, they understood each other’s meaning with just one sentence. Wang Tongye had no intention of hiding it either.

The Marquis Dingxi’s household had just divorced Lady Qi, and now they were stepping forward to propose marriage – what would that make the Marquis Dingxi’s household look like…

This would be a resounding slap in the face.

“People slap their own faces – who else can do it for them? Just wait and see, the Marquis Dingxi’s household will have plenty of face-slapping moments ahead,” Wang Tongye said with a scornful laugh.

The eldest Wang son said nothing, continuing to gaze at the water’s surface.

“I can see you have quite a bit of courage yourself, able to withstand being startled,” Wang Tongye glanced at him and said with a stroking-beard smile. “Besides, Ai Ying has been gone for so many years now. You should take another wife. Qiao’er is getting older too, and without any feminine grace, she needs a proper mistress to guide her upbringing.”

The eldest Wang son couldn’t help but laugh.

“You want Lady Qi to teach Qiao’er feminine grace?” he laughed.

Wang Tongye coughed, and before his eyes seemed to appear the scene of one big and one small figure wielding clubs as they headed out to fight…

“I’m just saying. Whether you agree or not is still your own decision. I’m not like that brainless Marquis Dingxi,” he said. As he spoke, he felt a tug on his line and immediately lifted his hand with great joy, a palm-sized fish swaying as it was pulled up.

Wang Tongye let out several undisguised laughs.

The eldest Wang son smiled and imperceptibly shook the fishing rod in his hand. Ripples spread across the water surface, and a fish that was about to bite the hook swam away.

When Qi Yue stepped out of Qianjin Hall, the sky was already growing dusky. Cui Zhi was waiting outside the door, and seeing her emerge, quickly brought over a cloak.

“Lady Qi, it’s cool in the evening,” she said with an attentive smile.

Qi Yue smiled and thanked her without saying anything else.

“…I went back to see the old madam today, had dinner at home, and the old madam and the great madam had me bring some sweet soup they made for Lady Qi…” Cui Zhi chatted as they walked.

Qi Yue responded amicably. She felt this girl had become somewhat more enthusiastic – could it be that Wang Tongye intended to give this girl to her? So the girl was preparing to build a good relationship with her future mistress?

She smiled to herself at the thought.

Just as they reached the gate, someone suddenly rushed out from the side, startling Cui Zhi into crying out.

At that sound, the door opened and Yuan Bao charged out clutching a broom.

“Young Master Huang?” Qi Yue recognized the person standing before her and quickly stopped the panicked girl and Yuan Bao.

In the night, the young man stood there stiffly.

Qi Yue was about to ask why he had come when she understood – the divorce papers required the prefect’s seal. So Huang Ziqiao must have learned about it.

“It’s alright, I’m fine. I really was the one who proposed it,” she said with a smile.

“I’ll help you beat him up!” Huang Ziqiao said after holding back for a long time.

“Thank you, but it’s not necessary,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Huang Ziqiao fell silent but didn’t leave either, lowering his head to look at his feet.

Cui Zhi sized up this young man, wondering to herself whose child this was. By age, he looked to be only fifteen or sixteen, but fifteen or sixteen couldn’t be considered young anymore. He was already at the age for marriage talks, and coming here so late at night – what was he doing…

“Little Qiao, you’re the first person to come see me,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Huang Ziqiao looked up.

“Who would want to be the first to come for something like this!” he said indignantly.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Thank you. I know you care about me, but it’s getting late and I can’t invite you in to sit. You should hurry home so your family doesn’t worry,” she said.

Huang Ziqiao said nothing, turned around and left, disappearing into the night like a gust of wind.

“There really are more good people in this world,” Qi Yue said with a smile, watching Huang Ziqiao’s retreating figure. “It was worth it!”

Cui Zhi couldn’t understand what she meant, and of course wouldn’t be foolish enough to ask who that young man was.

The household servants and the gatekeeper also came out with lanterns, lighting up the alley as they welcomed Qi Yue through the gate.

In the deep night, when the lights in Qi Yue’s room were extinguished, most of the rooms in the Marquis Dingxi’s household still had their lights burning.

Several maids carrying lanterns stopped in front of Chang Yunqi’s courtyard gate.

“Second Miss, Third Miss,” the maid opened the door, saw who was standing outside, and quickly bowed.

The Second Miss, wrapped in a large cloak, was about to step through the door.

“Second Miss, Third Young Master is studying and said not to be disturbed,” the maid blocked her way, saying with some unease.

Chang Shulan froze.

“Oh my, at a time like this, still not allowing disturbance! With such a big incident happening at home, what’s wrong with Third Brother?” Third Miss Chang Huilan said urgently.

The maid smiled awkwardly but didn’t move her body an inch.

“Third Young Master said the examination period is approaching, so…” she insisted.

“Hey, this is about sister-in-law!” Chang Huilan said urgently. “How can he still concentrate on studying? He hasn’t even come out these past few days, not even showing his face at father and mother’s place! What does he mean by this!”

As she spoke, she tried to push inside, but Chang Shulan reached out to pull her back.

“Third Sister, forget it,” she said, glancing at the courtyard interior. “At a time like this, avoiding things is understandable.”

Chang Huilan trembled with anger.

“If others avoid it, that’s one thing, but he’s eaten so much food personally cooked by sister-in-law for so long! Really… it would be better to feed dogs!” she said loudly, deliberately wanting the people inside to hear.

Chang Shulan pulled her back with a sigh.

“Let’s go,” she said, not looking back at that direction even once.

“Sister-in-law’s departure has become a foregone conclusion. When people leave, the tea grows cold – who would still care about her?” Chang Shulan murmured, unable to help wiping away tears.

How had things suddenly become like this?

Just a few days ago they were still laughing and chatting happily. The household had never had so much laughter and joy before. It was like a dream, and now it seemed it truly was a dream – now the dream had ended.

Chang Huilan stumbled and nearly twisted her ankle.

“Why are all the lights out? Where is everyone? Are they just ignoring everything?” Second Miss looked at the darkened roadside lamps and the obviously uncleaned path beneath her feet, her brows furrowed as she scolded.

From somewhere, a servant woman came running out in panic to light the lamps, kneeling and kowtowing.

“Forget it, everyone’s hearts are troubled right now…” Chang Shulan pulled Chang Huilan along and said with a sigh.

Neither sister spoke again as they walked away side by side slowly.

In Chang Yunqi’s courtyard, the maid pushed open the study door. The room was bright with candlelight, and Chang Yunqi was bent over his desk, studying intently.

The maid gently placed a bowl of soup on the table.

“Young Master, have some late-night snack. You’ll be up all night, and your body won’t be able to handle it otherwise,” she said softly.

Chang Yunqi made a sound of acknowledgment, set down his book, and began eating in large mouthfuls.

After several days of not seeing him, his eyes had dark circles and he’d lost weight, but his eyes were increasingly alert.

He finished in just a few bites, set down the bowl, and picked up his book again.

“Young Master, don’t wear yourself out,” the maid couldn’t help but say with a choked voice.

Chang Yunqi looked up from his book with a smile.

“I won’t wear myself out,” he said. “Don’t worry. I’m fine, I will definitely be well. I still have many things to do.”

The maid nodded, brightened the lamp, and withdrew.

After one night, the news of the Marquis Dingxi’s household’s young madam seeking divorce had spread among all the respectable families in Yongqing Prefecture. Though they didn’t go out themselves, they couldn’t stop people from coming to inquire. The glorious matter he had once anticipated – having personally sought the Emperor’s handwritten approval – had finally become known to everyone as he wished, but the result was completely different from what he had imagined.

There was no envy, no congratulations. Much less the stream of marriage proposals breaking down his door – only confusion, bewilderment, and strangely scheming speculation.

The Marquis Dingxi closed his doors to visitors, but closing the doors couldn’t close off the rage in his heart.

All of this was because of that woman!

Qianjin Hall always opened early, especially recently with craftsmen working on both sides – the basic framework of the courtyard buildings on both sides had already taken shape, and now the carpenters were all busy, working overtime. So the doors opened even earlier.

When the sun rose, the carpenters in the courtyard were already bustling about. Just then, a chaotic sound of footsteps rang out at the gate.

“Must be the wood delivery,” the foreman said, heading toward the sound. Just as he reached the gate, he saw seventeen or eighteen people surge in, carrying clubs and sticks, all dressed as guards. Leading them was a man in his forties, wearing a fur hat and padded jacket, with an arrogant expression.

“You…?” the foreman froze, opening his mouth to ask.

Before he could finish speaking, the leader raised his hand.

“Smash it all!” he shouted.

“What are you doing? Who are you people?” the foreman’s alarmed cry rang out.

A cacophony of striking sounds erupted, and chaos immediately broke out.

“Master, Master…” Hu San came tumbling and crawling in just as Qi Yue had finished breakfast and was preparing to go out.

Seeing Hu San stumble in with torn clothes, and when he raised his head, marks left by clubs on his face, Qi Yue was startled.

“What happened?” she asked urgently.

Hu San opened his mouth, then swallowed his words.

“Master says Qianjin Hall is closed today, you don’t need to go,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him, her expression gradually growing serious.

“Damn it,” she uttered two words, lifted her foot to head outside, then stopped at the door, grabbed the door bar from behind the door, and strode out.

Everyone in the courtyard was stunned. Yuan Bao was the first to react, grabbing the broom from the corner and following her out.

“Master, Master, don’t go!” Hu San called out as he rushed after them.

“What… what’s happening?” Cui Zhi asked the servant woman and gatekeeper beside her.

“What else could it be! It’s not like they haven’t done this before! Fighting!” the man was the first to understand, stamping his foot.

Fighting? Cui Zhi and the servant woman looked worried.

“I… I’ll go tell the old master,” Cui Zhi said, running off.

The man and servant woman looked at each other.

“You watch the house,” the man said, looking around for something useful to grab. Finding nothing suitable, he simply hoisted a bench from the house and charged out.

Chapter 212: Having Support
The street where Qianjin Hall stood became lively again, like during New Year celebrations.

There were even people who hadn’t finished breakfast, holding their bowls as they stood in the crowd looking inside.

“…Last time it was said someone died and caused trouble, is it the same this time?”

Newcomers inquired.

“No,” someone told them.

“Then what is it?” the person asked in confusion.

But the previous person didn’t answer, or more accurately, they weren’t quite sure why there was trouble again either.

What was going on with this Qianjin Hall? Had they accidentally worshipped the wrong patron deity and turned into a theater troupe?

“Why can’t we smash it?” a man said loudly, looking at the Qianjin Hall people glaring at him angrily. “This is our Marquis Dingxi household’s property. Forget smashing it – even if I tore it down, what business is it of yours?”

“This belongs to Young Madam Qi…” a disciple couldn’t help but shout, covering his face – clearly he had been beaten in the earlier conflict.

The man had been waiting for exactly this response. Hearing it, he laughed loudly.

“Young Madam Qi?” he snorted. “I wonder which family’s young madam that would be? Our family doesn’t have a young madam!”

What?

The disciples present were all somewhat stunned, and the clamoring immediately quieted down.

“This sir, please come over here. We can talk about whatever it is slowly,” Liu Pucheng said hurriedly, with some nervousness.

Most of the Qianjin Hall disciples didn’t know about Qi Yue’s divorce. Although it was divorce rather than being cast out, to the world there was no difference – they would only think the woman was at fault.

He couldn’t let this man announce this matter in broad daylight in front of everyone. How would Lady Qi be able to establish herself in the future…

Although this matter couldn’t be hidden forever, he could conceal it for as long as possible. At least it couldn’t be loudly proclaimed in such a setting.

Liu Pucheng felt uneasy and apprehensive as he bowed to the man.

Seeing Liu Pucheng’s reaction, the man couldn’t help but feel smug.

He was originally just an ordinary steward in the household, usually in charge of the carriage and horse business. Such external affairs normally wouldn’t fall to him, but early this morning everyone in the compound was running around in chaos. It turned out the Marquis wanted someone to lead people out to handle business, but couldn’t find anyone.

The head steward was said to have overindulged last night and had diarrhea this morning, unable to get up. Several other capable stewards either had sprained ankles or were suffering from colds and headaches – in short, they were either deathly ill or had mobility issues. Anyway, they just couldn’t go out. The Marquis Dingxi was furious and cursing at home. Everyone wasn’t stupid – even a blind person could see they were dodging the assignment.

What kind of assignment was it? Worth all this – it was just smashing a shop bought by the former young madam, just a young madam who had been thrown out! This woman was arrogant, but that was before, when she had the Marquis and the Marquis Dingxi household backing her up. Now that she’d been swept out the door, she was not only nothing, but an enemy of the Marquis Dingxi household. What could she be arrogant about now!

The man looked down on those usually high-and-mighty stewards who had plenty of opportunities for profit. See, when they were truly needed, they all turned cowardly.

The man had volunteered to lead the household guards, though the guards selected were also of mixed quality. But for a small shop, it was sufficient.

Look, what was there to fear? What could these people do? This was their property – what business was it of theirs!

Surely after returning from this, his position could be changed.

“Why go over there to talk? What can’t be said here?” the man said coldly, looking toward the crowd of onlookers. “This shop was originally bought by Marquis Dingxi’s young madam, so naturally it belongs to our Marquis Dingxi household, doesn’t it?”

Of course it was. The idle spectators cheered in response – when watching excitement, the bigger the better.

“Then we can do whatever we want with this shop, right?” the steward said loudly, raising his head high. “Moreover, now the young madam has become a cast-off wife of our Marquis Dingxi household.”

With these words, the noisy crowd suddenly quieted down.

What?

Liu Pucheng raised his hand to rub his face, feeling only bitterness in his mouth.

Poor child…

“You’re lying!” a disciple was the first to react, unable to help shouting loudly.

The steward laughed coldly.

“Have you ever seen anyone lie about such a thing?” he said.

Indeed, no one had…

The quiet crowd immediately erupted in noise again.

Heavens, that divine physician young madam had been cast out!

Heavens, the Marquis Dingxi household didn’t want her anymore!

The street immediately boiled over.

This was when Qi Yue walked over. Yuan Bao, following behind her, had a pale face. He turned to look at Qi Yue, but saw this woman’s expression was calm.

“Yuan Bao, see that one there? The one sticking his neck out – beat him hard!” Qi Yue turned her head toward him, pointing at the smug man in the center, and said.

She wanted to add another sentence – “don’t be afraid, I’m here” – but before she could open her mouth, Yuan Bao had already charged in.

“…How can we not smash my family’s shop? Forget smashing it, even if we tore it down for fun, what’s the— ow…” the man was speaking smugly when suddenly someone charged at him head-on. Before he could see clearly, he was heavily struck on the head with a broom. The twigs and dust made the man choke and stumble.

“Who…” he shrieked, having just shouted one word when the broom came crashing down on his head and face again.

Only then did the guards react, raising their clubs to move forward, but the guard at the front stopped, and those behind, not understanding why, crashed into him.

“What’s wrong? It’s just a half-grown kid – are you scared already?” those behind laughed mockingly.

Those in front weren’t laughing, but were looking toward the crowd.

“Young Madam…” they said in low voices.

Although Yuan Bao was a child, he had mixed with street laborers after all. The steward had to exert considerable effort to wrest away the broom, and by then he no longer had his earlier smugness. His hat had been knocked off, his hair was disheveled, his face was scratched, and his head, face, and body were covered in dirt.

“Ptui.” The steward spat out the dust in his mouth. Before dealing with the attacker who had been kicked aside, he looked back angrily at those who hadn’t come to help for so long. “Are you all dead?”

The guards all hung their heads and looked away.

Yuan Bao was about to attack again.

“Yuan Bao, that’s enough,” Qi Yue called out.

Hearing this voice, the steward looked over and only then saw that at some point, a woman had appeared standing in front of him, holding a door bar planted on the ground. Beside her stood a man dressed as a household servant, holding a bench and watching with hostile eyes.

“Young…” seeing this woman’s half-smiling expression, the steward instinctively started to kneel and call out, but caught himself with a start. “Lady Qi…”

He straightened up and said in a bland tone.

“How can you incite violence?” he said loudly. “What do you want to do?”

Qi Yue’s gaze swept to the side – the Qianjin Hall people were disheveled, the craftsmen all looked alarmed, and looking at the shop behind them, the interior that was already messy from construction was even more chaotic, with various craftsmen’s tools scattered about and the doors and windows they had been making broken and scattered.

Qi Yue took a deep breath and stepped forward.

“…Lady Qi, this is…” the steward was still speaking loudly when the guards behind him suddenly turned their heads away, as if they couldn’t bear to watch.

“What do I want to do?” Qi Yue walked up to the steward, saying as she raised her hand and swung the door bar at him. “What do I want to do! What do I want to do!”

She spoke while her hands had already struck out viciously several times in succession.

The steward hadn’t expected this woman to attack without saying a word. He hurriedly raised his hands to block, but still took several hits and retreated several steps. Fortunately, Qi Yue didn’t pursue him to continue beating. He stood his ground in panic and dishevelment.

Someone in the crowd was the first to laugh, and the laughter spread.

Well beaten! the idlers shouted again. They didn’t care who was beating whom – as long as someone was getting beaten, it was entertainment.

“Now do you know what I want to do?” Qi Yue planted the door bar on the ground again, looking at the steward and asking.

The steward touched his scraped forehead, both angry and ashamed.

“Are you all dead?” he turned around fiercely and scolded.

The guards hung their heads and looked away.

“Fine, fine.” The steward pointed his finger, cursing “useless,” then said, “Afraid of her? What’s there to be afraid of? She’s no longer the young madam of our Marquis Dingxi household!”

This was indeed the truth… some guards shifted slightly, hesitating as they moved to the steward’s side.

With one taking the lead, the others followed.

Only then did the steward breathe a sigh of relief. Looking at Qi Yue, both sides formed a standoff.

“Lady Qi, I’m not wrong, am I?” he said resentfully. “Out of consideration for you being a woman, I won’t argue with you, but you better watch yourself next time. Our Marquis Dingxi household is not easy to talk to!”

His words had barely finished when Qi Yue raised her hand again and swung the door bar at him.

Fortunately, the steward was prepared and ducked to avoid it.

Although the guards were beside him, none moved to stop her. Instead, they also ducked down to avoid.

The crowd burst into laughter again.

“You!” the steward was furious with shame and embarrassment, glaring as he shouted.

“What about me? I didn’t watch myself again. How exactly are you planning to not be easy to talk to?” Qi Yue asked with a cold smile.

This woman! This woman should be hiding at home crying! Should be too ashamed to see people! How did she have the face to come out and beat people!

“Now you know why our Marquis Dingxi household didn’t want her!” the steward suddenly shouted loudly to the crowd. “This kind of evil woman! She had to be cast out!”

The discussion in the crowd grew louder, and more people pointed at Qi Yue.

“Lady Qi, don’t say any more,” Liu Pucheng said, his expression worried.

The other disciples were the same – besides worry, there was more sadness, grief, and anxiety.

Cast out… thrown out…

No longer had the status of the marquis household’s young madam…

Then in the future…

“So what?” Qi Yue stepped forward and stood at the doorway. “You can just randomly smash my shop?”

“This isn’t yours! This belongs to the Marquis Dingxi household!” the steward shouted with a cold smile.

“Didn’t you ask clearly before coming?” Qi Yue looked at him with a cold smile. “Whose money bought this shop?”

Whose money? In any case, it couldn’t be an outsider’s money. As long as it was someone from the Marquis Dingxi household, then it belonged to the Marquis Dingxi household!

“Lady Qi, such talk is meaningless. You’d better step aside quickly so we can finish our business and return to report. The Marquis is still waiting,” the steward said coldly.

Qi Yue stood at the doorway looking at him.

“You dare!” she said lightly.

Yuan Bao picked up the broom and came over, and the man holding the bench hesitated before also coming to stand with them.

The steward’s face turned red. Playing general, are you?!

You three – the small ones small, the woman a woman. If I’m intimidated by you, I don’t need to go back!

“Men, smash it!” he waved his hand and shouted loudly.

The guards looked at each other but no one stepped forward.

“Don’t you know your own surnames?” the steward said angrily. “Whose rice are you eating?”

This phrase worked. The guards finally stepped forward.

“Lady Qi, step aside,” the steward said arrogantly, raising his head.

Behind him was a line of guards with clubs, and with his words, the clubs were positioned for attack.

Qi Yue said nothing, just stood motionless.

The street suddenly quieted down as everyone watched this confrontation between obviously unequal opponents.

The lively atmosphere suddenly became heavy and tense. Timid people even held their breath.

Chapter 213: Without Fear
Li Dage held the bench and stood beside this woman. As the focus of the scene, he naturally felt the change in atmosphere.

He couldn’t help but straighten his body again, gripping the bench tighter in his hands as he watched the guards gradually surrounding them.

He suddenly remembered listening to storytelling at the teahouse, where the book described how a certain great general single-handedly held a pass against ten thousand enemies – the scene was tragic and heroic. At that time, everyone listened with blood boiling and hearts yearning. Of course, he knew that someone like him would never have such an experience in his next life either; at most he’d grin foolishly about it in dreams.

But at this moment, seeing the opposing force’s strength while his own side had only a woman and a youth, with all the heavy burden resting on his shoulders, his heart suddenly grew hot.

One man holding a pass against ten thousand enemies, a life-and-death battle both tragic and glorious – this must be exactly that feeling!

But soon, Li Dage was stunned, because people around him began to move.

Liu Pucheng was the first to step forward, blocking in front of Qi Yue.

“Sir, please don’t harm Lady Qi,” he said with a bow to the steward and others.

“You old man, get out of the way,” the steward cursed.

Liu Pucheng didn’t move, and one after another, disciples came to stand with him. They positioned themselves in front of Liu Pucheng, and though they were timid, they still came forward.

“What are you doing?” the steward glared and shouted. “What do you want to do? Don’t you know who we are? Are you rebelling? Get out of the way!”

None of the disciples moved.

The scene reached a standoff.

The surrounding spectators began chattering.

“Fight already! What’s with all the dawdling! Are you chickening out?” the idle spectators jeered.

Chickening out! Could they be intimidated by a few skinny chickens? If word got out, they’d never live it down!

The steward pointed his finger.

“Will you move or not? If not, don’t blame us if our clubs don’t have eyes!” he shouted. “Daring to oppose our Marquis Dingxi household – are you tired of living? Show some backbone, don’t let people look down on us!”

This last sentence was directed at the Marquis Dingxi household guards.

With these words, the guards swung their clubs and let out unified battle cries.

Their imposing manner was indeed impressive. The disciple standing at the front couldn’t help but tremble, grabbing onto the nearest other disciple and closing his eyes. Though there was panic, still no one left.

“Teachers, all of you step aside. This doesn’t concern you,” Qi Yue said, gripping the door bar tightly in her hands.

Just then, noisy sounds came from the distance, along with chaotic footsteps.

“Move aside, move aside,” voices called out loudly.

Everyone turned to look at the sound, and saw a group of people surging down the street – some on horseback, some running, all holding clubs and sticks in a chaotic rush.

The crowd immediately scattered in confusion.

What was this? Who were these people? Was there a riot?

“A fight?” On the horse at the very front, Huang Ziqiao forcefully cracked his riding whip. “Everyone get out of my way!”

The whip lashed about wildly, and people around cried out as they hurriedly dodged. The path quickly cleared, and Huang Ziqiao’s people surged forward, surrounding the Marquis Dingxi household’s men.

Things seemed to be going badly…

“Young Master Huang, you’re…” The steward naturally recognized Huang Ziqiao and hurried forward to bow. “Look, this is our Marquis Dingxi household reclaiming property…”

Before he could finish speaking, Huang Ziqiao lashed him with the whip.

“Reclaim your mother’s property! Is this property you can reclaim!” Huang Ziqiao scolded, all his accumulated anger directed at the man.

The Marquis Dingxi had only been hit with two handfuls of mud, and Chang Yuncheng remained impossible to corner. At this rate, Huang Ziqiao had already been preparing to sneak over in the dark to smash the Marquis Dingxi household’s main gate to vent his anger.

“Young Master Huang!” The steward dodged the lashing, both angry and ashamed. “What do you want to do! I’m from the Marquis Dingxi household…”

The guards hurried forward to protect him, finally allowing the steward to avoid the beating.

But Huang Ziqiao’s strikes were much fiercer than Yuan Bao’s. The steward touched the corner of his mouth, saw blood on his hand, and immediately could no longer restrain himself.

So what if he was the prefect’s son! Even the prefect couldn’t be insolent before the Marquis Dingxi household!

“Young Master Huang! You’ve gone too far! Don’t blame our Marquis Dingxi household for not being polite!” the steward said angrily, waving his hand at the same time.

The guards split in half, pointing their clubs at Huang Ziqiao’s side.

“Little Qiao, don’t cause trouble,” Qi Yue called out, looking at Huang Ziqiao. “This doesn’t concern you, go home quickly.”

“Young Master Huang, you probably don’t know yet – Lady Qi is no longer part of our Marquis Dingxi household. You should think more carefully about your actions…” the steward also shouted.

His response was a curse from Huang Ziqiao.

“Think about your grandmother!” he shouted. “Whoever wants to bully Lady Qi, that’s my business.”

Huang Ziqiao’s riding whip pointed at the Marquis Dingxi household’s steward and guards.

“Lady Qi is my, Huang Ziqiao’s, life-saving benefactor. Whoever has trouble with Lady Qi has trouble with me,” he said, his young voice hoarse. “A fight? Who’s afraid of whom? Let’s fight!”

With his shout of “Let’s fight!”, the household servants he brought immediately roared, pointing their clubs at the Marquis Dingxi household’s people.

The Marquis Dingxi household guards hurriedly prepared their defenses.

The atmosphere on both sides grew tense.

“Little Qiao!” Qi Yue called out. Just as she was about to say more, more noisy sounds came from outside.

“Fight! Fight! Start fighting already!”

Footsteps and battle cries rolled over like thunder.

The watching crowd scattered with a whoosh, and large groups of people came running from both sides of the street, each competing to be first, as if rushing for a mountain of gold, afraid that being one step slow would mean getting nothing.

All four directions were blocked, and they were surrounded three or four layers deep, with clubs raised like a forest.

What was… what was happening?

The Marquis Dingxi household’s people were completely dumbfounded.

“Don’t fight, don’t fight,” Qi Yue couldn’t care about holding her door bar anymore, hurrying anxiously, afraid these little ancestors would really start fighting.

As the saying goes, a good dog can’t fight off many mangy dogs, and random punches can kill an old master. Although the Marquis Dingxi household guards were bigger and better equipped, compared to these half-grown boys, they were already at a disadvantage just in numbers.

The steward at this moment had no trace of his earlier imposing manner left. He was completely speechless.

His thoughts went much deeper than Qi Yue’s. Looking at these people surrounding them, most of the leaders were young masters in fine silk clothing. Some he recognized, others he didn’t, but he could already be certain these were all sons of major households in Yongqing Prefecture. He might not fear one prefect’s son, but so many families… Besides, if it really came to fighting, they couldn’t win either!

“Everyone stop causing trouble,” Qi Yue called out. Only then did the surrounding clamor gradually quiet down.

The dozen or so Marquis Dingxi household guards had long since put away their clubs. In the dense encirclement, they appeared particularly outnumbered and weak, heads lowered without any trace of prestige left. From a distance, they no longer looked like they were preparing to attack and break through, but rather like they were being protected by Qi Yue.

“You should go back,” Qi Yue looked at them. “Tell the Marquis that this house was bought with my dowry and has nothing to do with him, so don’t cause trouble.”

The steward kept his head down, neither speaking nor looking at her. At this moment, seeing everyone around watching with hostile eyes and eager to try, he didn’t dare say another word.

“Also, tell the Marquis that the divorce papers have been obtained, and I’ll be coming back in the next few days to get my dowry,” Qi Yue said. “If you hadn’t come to remind me today, I would have forgotten.”

After speaking, she gestured for everyone to clear a path.

After some reluctance, a path was grudgingly opened.

The steward kept his head down, gritted his teeth, and walked away without looking back. The guards naturally followed.

The watching idlers made noise, venting their regret at not seeing a melee. In these whistles and laughter, the Marquis Dingxi household group fled like birds.

The steward ran back to the mansion in one breath. The people at the gate lodge showed no surprise at seeing their condition.

“Oh my, Master Ban, what happened to your face?” someone called out loudly.

The steward kept his head down as if he hadn’t heard, dying of shame and anger inside.

He finally understood why those people had avoided this assignment!

Those old foxes!

But why? Why?

“That scene,” someone nearby said lazily with arms crossed, “was just like when we surrounded the Wang family mansion last time. Nothing unusual.”

This was a guard who allegedly had epilepsy and couldn’t go out, speaking to those dejected guards returning.

That expression of calm indifference just made people’s teeth itch with hatred!

Why! Why?

The Marquis Dingxi sat in his study, listening to the steward’s account, also looking bewildered.

Last time those people helped fight when that woman was still the Marquis Dingxi household’s young madam. But now that woman was no longer the Marquis Dingxi household’s young madam!

Why were they still helping her?

Were they blind? Couldn’t they see that woman no longer had the Marquis Dingxi household’s backing?

Were they blind?

The Marquis Dingxi grabbed the teacup in front of him and smashed it hard.

The steward withdrew with a gray face and dirt on his head. Just as he turned around, he saw Chang Yuncheng.

“Prince…” he hurried to bow.

Chang Yuncheng kicked him.

The steward fell backwards, sweating from pain, but didn’t dare speak. He knelt and kowtowed.

“Throw him out!” Chang Yuncheng said coldly, then turned and walked away.

Behind him, two servants pounced like wolves and tigers.

“It’s not my fault, it was the Marquis…” the steward managed to shout once before his mouth was stuffed with rags and he was dragged out.

When Cui Zhi arrived with the Wang family’s people, the battle had long since ended. The street had returned to calm, as if nothing had happened.

Qi Yue was leading people to clean up the smashed house.

“Lady Qi, you don’t need to worry about this, we’ll handle it,” the foreman said carefully.

“I’m sorry you were frightened,” Qi Yue said to him.

“My lady, you’re being too kind to us,” the foreman said hurriedly, looking fearful.

Qi Yue was never one for empty courtesy. She always believed that accepting was more comfortable for the other party than declining. She smiled and said, “Then I’ll trouble you with this,” and came out.

“Master!” A shout came from Qianjin Hall. A disciple respectfully poked his head out. “Master, there’s an emergency case. Master wants you to take a look.”

Qi Yue responded affirmatively and headed over.

Cui Zhi turned to look at the Wang family people with mutual bewilderment.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” the Wang family steward said to the servants holding weapons.

Everyone put their things away with a clatter.

The steward here noticed Li Dage still standing to the side.

“Dage,” he called out, then realized this man sitting on the bench by the wall looked very strange – his expression was very strange, as if he was very sad?

Sad? This was a word he never would have thought to use for this rough man.

“What’s wrong with you? You weren’t scared, were you?” the steward laughed.

Li Dage snorted and ignored him.

He looked at the sky and let out a heavy sigh, but couldn’t exhale the depression in his heart.

So, it was just that he didn’t have that fate…

It was all those little brats’ fault! They only let him live half his heroic dream…

Li Dage looked aggrieved, his eyes couldn’t help but sparkle with tears, giving the nearby Wang family steward goosebumps.

It seemed this Lady Qi was truly extraordinary – even honest Li Dage had become abnormal after just two days of following her!

“Let’s go, let’s go,” the steward said hurriedly, rushing away with his people.

Chapter 214: The Separation
After this incident, the news that the Marquis Dingxi household’s divine physician young madam was no longer the young madam had spread among the common people as well.

How could the Marquis Dingxi household just suddenly not want her anymore? The people discussed it endlessly.

“…What else could it be? A woman, of course – she must not have observed proper wifely conduct…”

“…I heard this young madam was always running around outside, even mixing with men…”

The person had just finished saying this when he was kicked hard from behind.

“Ow, which bastard…” The person fell to the ground and jumped up angrily, turning to curse.

Behind him stood three tall men holding knives, spears, and bows, with several wild chickens and rabbits slung over their waists and shoulders. Though of different ages, their similar features showed these men were brothers by blood.

At this moment, the three brothers stared at the person before them with leopard-like eyes.

“…Brother Dashan,” the person immediately bent down and smiled obsequiously.

“What did you say?” the eldest of the men asked in a deep voice.

“Nothing, nothing…” the person grinned awkwardly.

“Lady Qi is a divine physician, our family’s life-saving benefactor. If I hear anyone else speaking ill of her again…” The hunter thrust his iron fork into the ground, the sharp prongs immediately piercing the earth.

The people who had been chatting couldn’t help but shiver.

The Maoshan hunters, relying on having many brothers and great strength, had always been domineering in this area. People usually tried to avoid them, so who would dare to actively cause trouble?

The people behind shrank their necks and slunk away.

“Yes, yes, Lady Qi is a divine physician. How would we dare speak ill of her…” the person quickly nodded and bowed with a smile.

“Good that you know.” Another younger hunter glared and shouted, “Why does Lady Qi travel outside? Isn’t it to treat people’s illnesses? She has a bodhisattva’s heart – keep your thoughts clean! Be careful of divine retribution!”

“Brother, he doesn’t need the bodhisattva to worry about retribution. I can handle it myself…” the youngest immediately rolled up his sleeves and said aggressively.

The person was so frightened his legs went weak.

“Little Brother Shan, don’t misunderstand…” he hurriedly called out.

Fortunately, Hunter Dashan stopped his brother and glared at the person.

“Let’s go,” he said, pulling out the iron fork and walking away.

“Brother, was Lady Qi really cast out?” the youngest brother followed and couldn’t help asking in a low voice.

“She wasn’t cast out.” Dashan looked back and glared at him. “I asked the scholar in town. He said it was divorce, you know what divorce is?”

“What’s the difference?” the youngest brother said with wide eyes. “Wasn’t she still thrown out…”

The second brother spat.

“Really stupid, you don’t understand this. Didn’t the old scholar say that being cast out is when the man throws out the woman, but divorce is when the woman doesn’t want the man? Now do you understand?”

The youngest brother made an “oh” sound, finally understanding.

“So Lady Qi didn’t want the Marquis Dingxi household,” he chuckled. “Now I’m relieved.”

Qi Yue sneezed.

“Who’s talking about me?” she muttered, then laughed at herself. “Now I’m afraid there’s no one who isn’t talking about me…”

Hu San nearby heard this.

“Master, the mountain wind is cool. You should take shelter,” he hurried over to say.

Looking behind, that girl called Cui-something was panting as she caught up.

Hu San adjusted the medicine basket on his back.

Really, how could she be someone’s maid? She was far inferior to A’Ru.

Thinking of A’Ru, Hu San couldn’t help but feel his nose tingle with emotion. He’d never see her again…

He and A’Ru had only a pure acquaintance relationship, and thinking of her still made him want to cry. If Lady Qi thought of the Prince, wouldn’t she cry every night…

How tragic…

By the time Hu San came back to his senses, Qi Yue had somehow already walked away, with that girl following beside her.

Qi Yue, who had learned from the disciples to gather half a basket of pine branches, had just sat down on a rock to rest when she saw someone hurrying up the mountain path.

“Lady Qi…” Seeing her, he quickly called out.

Qi Yue looked over and saw it was Coffin Boy, quite surprised.

“Little Coffin, how did you come too?” she stood up and smiled.

Coffin Boy walked over in a few steps, his face flushed red with dense sweat on his forehead – clearly he had run all the way.

“Are you, are you alright?” he asked breathlessly.

Qi Yue paused.

“Me?” she said, then thought of something. “You know too?”

Coffin Boy swallowed saliva to relieve his dry throat and nodded.

“Is it because of me?” he asked.

Cui Zhi beside them widened her eyes. What? What? This man… her face went pale.

Qi Yue knew Coffin Boy was referring to the corpse dissection matter and smiled.

“No,” she said.

Since she said no, Coffin Boy didn’t expect her to say more, but Qi Yue continued.

“It’s because everyone had different philosophies, so we couldn’t continue together. This is nothing unusual. Isn’t there a saying? ‘Those who follow different paths cannot make plans together.’ When compatible, we gather; when incompatible, we part,” she said.

It was about the philosophy of taking a second wife. Coffin Boy breathed a sigh of relief. That this woman was so frank with him showed she wanted to put his mind at ease, which made him feel even more sad.

“You, don’t be sad,” he said after holding back for a long time.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I’m not sad,” she said, patting the basket behind her. “Teacher said to gather pine branches – something about dew-covered pine branches to use as a medicinal primer. Such a strange prescription, so I came along to help.”

Coffin Boy made an “oh” sound.

“Then I’ll take my leave,” he said directly.

Just then Hu San and the others returned.

“Perfect, we’re about to leave too. Let’s go together,” Qi Yue said.

The group clattered down the mountain. At the foot of the mountain, incense smoke wafted from a temple.

“What’s that?” Qi Yue asked.

“That’s Dafuo Temple,” Coffin Boy said.

So this was Dafuo Temple. Qi Yue looked at the temple and stopped.

“I’ve never been there,” Coffin Boy said with some self-mockery.

“Then let’s go take a look,” Qi Yue said.

In the Buddha hall, Chang Yuncheng received sutras from the abbot.

“They’ve been offered before the Buddha for three days,” the old monk said with a smile, clasping his hands toward Chang Yuncheng. “The Prince’s filial piety is evident. Buddha will bless the Marchioness with health.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded slightly.

“These are prayer beads. I heard the Prince will be departing soon – this is a small token of this old monk’s regard,” the abbot said, removing a string of prayer beads from his wrist. “Please accept them, Your Highness.”

Chang Yuncheng quickly reached out to receive them.

“Thank you,” he said in a low voice.

The abbot looked at him and sighed, wanting to say something but ultimately didn’t.

“This old monk will see you out,” he said, gesturing politely with his hand.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and returned the courtesy. Just as he was about to step forward, he heard voices outside the main hall. When the voices carried inside, Chang Yuncheng suddenly stopped.

“…Is this hall the largest here? What’s worshipped inside?” Qi Yue asked.

“…I’ve never been inside either,” Coffin Boy answered, looking up inside.

“This is the Heavenly Kings Hall,” Cui Zhi said. “It enshrines Maitreya Buddha.”

Qi Yue and Coffin Boy both made sounds of understanding.

“Where are Hu San and the others?” Qi Yue asked again.

Hu San and the others came running over from the side.

“Coming, coming. The pine branches in this temple grow even better than those on the mountain,” Hu San said in a low voice.

“Don’t get any bad ideas. This is a pure Buddhist place – no nonsense allowed,” Qi Yue glared at him.

Hu San chuckled and said he understood.

“Let’s go in and take a look,” Qi Yue stepped forward.

Coffin Boy stood without moving.

“I won’t go in,” he said. “Better not to defile this pure Buddhist place.”

Qi Yue looked back at him.

“Before Buddha, all beings are equal. What are you being so special about?” she smiled.

Coffin Boy was stunned by her words, then smiled and said no more, stepping inside.

With so many people entering the great hall, it suddenly became crowded and lively.

Through the window, Chang Yuncheng watched that woman bow devoutly before the Buddha.

“…What’s behind here?” she asked as she stood up.

An unfamiliar maid supported her hand with a smile, and several familiar men led her toward the back.

“…That’s the Heavenly Master Hall…”

“…I heard there’s also a stele forest where many people come to make rubbings…”

The group walked around the Buddha statue and out the back door, laughing and chatting.

The great hall returned to tranquility, with Buddha incense curling upward.

“Your Highness…” the abbot said quietly.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze.

“Master, I’d like to walk around by myself,” he said.

The abbot nodded without asking any questions.

“Please feel free, Your Highness,” he said, clasping his hands in salute.

Chang Yuncheng returned the salute and stepped out of the incense pavilion.

“This is the Mani Hall…” As a maid from the old madam’s side, Cui Zhi served as guide, leading them along. “Lady Qi…”

“Oh, I know this one. Does it enshrine Shakyamuni Buddha?” Qi Yue took over the conversation.

“Yes,” Cui Zhi nodded with a smile.

“The murals inside are beautiful, with Guanyin – the Five-Colored Sea Guanyin,” a disciple added from the side.

Qi Yue became even more interested and was the first to step inside.

After the Mani Hall returned to quiet, Chang Yuncheng entered. He walked slowly, looking carefully, stopping from time to time.

His strange expression drew occasional glances from other worshippers.

“Which person who comes to worship Buddha doesn’t have unsolvable sorrows?” an elderly woman sighed. “Even wealthy young masters can’t escape them.”

By the time they reached the final Great Compassion Pavilion, it was already noon.

“Truly lives up to its reputation,” Qi Yue said, standing on the steps of the Great Compassion Pavilion and looking back over the entire temple.

Dafuo Temple – there were many Dafuo Temples in modern times. She didn’t know which one this would become in the future.

She didn’t know if she had visited it before, but even if she had, she probably wouldn’t recognize it now. A thousand years of time – if people change, how could things remain the same?

“The vegetarian meals here are famous?” she asked, turning her head.

Cui Zhi nodded.

“Yes, my old madam comes to eat here once a month,” she smiled.

“Then let’s go eat too,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San thought of something and quickly stepped forward.

“No, no, we’re not used to eating…” he said boldly.

A disciple behind him didn’t understand.

“Senior Brother, we’ve never tried it. How do we know we won’t like it?” he couldn’t help muttering.

Another quick-thinking disciple kicked him.

“It’s very expensive…” that disciple said quietly.

Only then did the first disciple realize – of course, Dafuo Temple’s vegetarian meals were famous far and wide, so naturally not everyone could afford them. If they ate, Lady Qi would definitely have to pay the temple fees for them…

Lady Qi was no longer the Marquis Dingxi household’s young madam. For a woman, life was difficult – how could they let her pay?

Everyone shook their heads saying yes, yes, we’ll go back and eat.

Qi Yue understood their thoughts perfectly. With a slight smile, she knew that if she insisted, these disciples would eat uneasily, which would defeat the purpose.

“Then it probably isn’t anything special anyway,” she waved her hand. “Today the shop is having its beam-raising ceremony. Teacher must have prepared a sumptuous meal. Let’s go back and eat.”

Everyone nodded, and the group was about to leave noisily when a monk walked out of the Great Compassion Pavilion.

“Benefactors, please wait,” he said with a bow. “Today a noble person praying for blessings has sponsored vegetarian meals. I wonder if the benefactors would be willing to accept them and help that good person with their charitable deed?”

Some wealthy people would make vows and fulfill them, just like giving out porridge outside Buddhist temples. So sponsoring vegetarian meals should be normal too.

Qi Yue and the others’ eyes lit up.

“Yes, yes,” she quickly nodded and called to everyone. “This is a good deed that benefits everyone.”

Hearing they could eat for free, Hu San and the others naturally had no objections, so the monk led everyone happily away.

In the vegetarian dining hall, dish after dish of vegetarian food was served, accompanied by introductions and the chaotic praise of Qi Yue’s group. The rule of “no talking while eating” was completely ignored here.

“Lady Qi, try this – guess what it’s made of?” Cui Zhi said.

“…Pumpkin!”

The sounds of laughter and conversation drifted through the window. In a small quiet room adjacent to the dining hall, Chang Yuncheng sat alone at a table.

Before him was spread a complete set of vegetarian dishes. Hearing the laughter from next door, he slowly picked up one of the items.

“Correct, made from pumpkin,” he smiled slightly and murmured, looking up at the opposite seat as if someone were sitting there facing him, then put the small piece of vegetarian food in his mouth and chewed slowly.

Movement and stillness, joy and sorrow – one window separating two worlds.

The abbot, standing in the corner, lowered his head and chanted “Amitabha Buddha.”

Chapter 215: The Persuader
In the night, lanterns were lit at Qianjin Hall, and the day’s clamor on the street had also dispersed.

Qi Yue put on her mask and gloves, took her stethoscope, and entered the room hung with “sickroom” lanterns.

Of the four beds, one held a patient. His splinted leg was suspended by wide straps hanging from the ceiling beams. The head of the bed was raised, and the man was being helped to eat. An elderly man was curiously examining the bed.

“How does it just prop up like this?” he muttered.

Hearing footsteps, all three looked over.

“Lady Qi, you’ve come,” the three warmly greeted her, with the elderly man especially grateful as he bowed and nodded.

“What are you eating?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“It’s what Lady Qi prescribed – bean sprout and bone soup,” the woman feeding him said.

Qi Yue sniffed.

“Mm, truly fragrant. Elder sister has good cooking skills,” she smiled.

The woman had never been praised like this before and immediately blushed, not knowing what to say. This woman was beautiful and capable, but most importantly, she just gave people such a good feeling – though she couldn’t say exactly how. She just felt willing to listen to this woman speak.

How could such a good woman be unwanted by the Marquis Dingxi household?

Indeed, the affairs of wealthy families were beyond what a village woman like her could understand.

After Qi Yue finished examining the patient, she smiled and gave a few instructions about precautions.

A disciple responsible for care came in from outside to deliver medicine.

“Lady Qi, when can he… be discharged?” the elderly man asked.

“In five days,” Qi Yue said.

Actually, this type of injury was best not moved. In a modern hospital, he’d need to stay at least ten days to half a month, but…

Qi Yue saw the patient’s family exchange glances and obviously breathe sighs of relief.

Firstly, everyone was still unaccustomed to this, and secondly, the cost…

Qi Yue left the sickroom and saw Liu Pucheng’s room still had lights on. Tonight was his shift.

When Qi Yue stood at the door, Liu Pucheng was talking with Zhang Tong. The two stood at the table with counting rods, calculating something.

“…The material and labor costs are enough, but the rest is still insufficient…” Zhang Tong said quietly.

“…I still have a plot of land back home. I’ll sell it first…” Liu Pucheng said quietly.

As they spoke, Qi Yue knocked on the door from outside.

Seeing Qi Yue standing at the door, the master and disciple looked somewhat nervous and quickly tidied up.

“Lady Qi, why haven’t you left yet?” Liu Pucheng said.

Zhang Tong also respectfully called out “Master.”

“I’m leaving now. Thank you for your hard work tonight, Teacher,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Child, you always speak so politely,” Liu Pucheng shook his head.

Qi Yue didn’t ask what they were calculating, and Liu Pucheng naturally wouldn’t say.

Qi Yue left Qianjin Hall with Cui Zhi. Under the cover of night, her cheerful expression faded, replaced by a trace of melancholy.

She silently looked at the starry sky, wishing it could be daylight twenty-four hours a day.

During the day, busy with work, but when quiet… this loneliness was truly hard to bear.

“Lady Qi,” Cui Zhi walked beside her and couldn’t help speaking. “Aren’t you tired living like this?”

“Like this?” Qi Yue concealed her dejection and resumed her smiling expression, turning to look at her. “I think being human is always tiring. It depends on how you look at it – doing what you love isn’t tiring.”

Cui Zhi nodded and smiled.

However, Qi Yue looked back at Qianjin Hall – without money, it would be tiring indeed.

Without money, you couldn’t take a single step. Without money, living in ancient times wasn’t easy either.

In the deep night, the Rongan Courtyard was still brightly lit.

Chang Yuncheng placed the sutra on the table. Nanny Su waved at him.

On the kang, Madam Xie had her eyes closed as if asleep.

“This is the sutra I copied for Mother, offered before the Buddha,” Chang Yuncheng said quietly to Nanny Su.

Nanny Su nodded, looking at him with words she wanted to say but didn’t.

“I’ll depart the night after tomorrow. I won’t disturb the household. I’ll kowtow to Father and then leave,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

Nanny Su’s face paled, and Madam Xie suddenly sat up.

“Leave now, don’t wait until the day after tomorrow,” she said sternly.

Chang Yuncheng walked to her and knelt beside the kang.

“Mother, please take care of yourself at home. Don’t argue with Father. When bored, go out for walks. I’ll have someone send letters home every month,” he said.

Madam Xie breathed heavily, staring fixedly at Chang Yuncheng.

“Four years ago, you left because of marrying that woman. Now you’re leaving again because of marriage?” she said through gritted teeth.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head, then raised it.

“No, Mother. When I left before, it actually wasn’t because of marriage or anything like that,” he said.

He just didn’t want to stay in this house.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“Now you say this.” She didn’t believe him at all.

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly without arguing.

“Yuncheng, get married before you leave, alright?” Madam Xie softened, speaking pleadingly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Mother, I’ve already done as you wished. Please also do as I wish,” he said.

Madam Xie’s face filled with anger again.

“So you’re still doing this for that woman?” she said coldly.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head.

“There’s no point in saying this or not anymore, Mother,” he said. He raised his head and grasped Madam Xie’s sleeve. “I won’t refuse to marry. When I find the person I truly want, I will definitely marry. Mother, is that acceptable?”

Madam Xie’s expression softened slightly.

“That Miss Rao…” she said again.

“Mother, she’s not the one I want,” Chang Yuncheng said simply, cutting off Madam Xie’s words.

Madam Xie clenched her hands.

Yes, only that woman is the one you want…

“It’s getting late. Go rest,” she lay back down and said indifferently. “Let the steward handle the departure arrangements. Going to war is important – how can you just leave like this, as if we’re shameful people?”

Especially at this time! The shameful one was that woman, not their Marquis Dingxi household!

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of agreement and thanked his mother, but remained kneeling.

“What else do you want to say?” Madam Xie, who understood him well, asked.

“Yueniang’s…” Chang Yuncheng began to speak. The two words “Yueniang” sliding past his lips made his heart ache sharply. “…her dowry, give it to her.”

Madam Xie sat up abruptly.

“Dowry? What dowry does she have!” she said angrily. “Don’t forget how she entered our marquis household! She really has the nerve to ask for it! And you really can listen to such things!”

Saying this, she pointed her finger, clean and decisive without wasting words.

“Get out.”

Chang Yuncheng stood and left.

The next day, Madam Xie heard news that Chang Yuncheng was selling his personal landholdings, which made her curse extensively. Just as she was about to scold all the household stewards, someone reported that Old Madam Xie had arrived.

Madam Xie was startled and, ignoring everything else, hurried out to receive her personally.

After the New Year, Old Madam Xie was in good spirits but looked somewhat older.

“Mother, why did you come? It’s such a long way – if there’s anything, just send someone to call me,” Madam Xie said anxiously, supporting her.

Old Madam Xie entered the room with her walking stick.

“Nothing urgent. I heard things were quite lively here, so I came to see,” she said.

Madam Xie immediately looked at the maids and servants around. Everyone shook their heads at her, indicating they hadn’t said anything.

“Don’t look. Yuncheng told me,” Old Madam Xie said as she sat down.

Madam Xie immediately looked angry.

“Enough, sit down,” Old Madam Xie said, glancing at her. “You’re so old but still have the temper of a young girl.”

Madam Xie sat down, still looking indignant.

“He actually disturbed your peace, Mother. He really deserves a beating,” she said.

Old Madam Xie smiled.

“You got your wish,” she said after a moment of silence.

Madam Xie stood up, looking at Old Madam Xie.

“Mother, am I doing this only for myself?” she said with a grieved expression.

“Alright, alright,” Old Madam Xie smiled, reaching out to pull her down. “I’m not here to blame you. Divorced is divorced, thrown out is thrown out. Since you’re destined to be irreconcilable, there’s no need to wrong each other.”

This still sounded somewhat awkward. Madam Xie sat down beside Old Madam Xie.

“I came for just one thing,” Old Madam Xie said.

“Please speak, Mother,” Madam Xie said.

Her expression was unprecedentedly respectful and gentle. If Qi Yue were here now, she would definitely think Madam Xie had been replaced.

“Give her the dowry,” Old Madam Xie said.

Madam Xie stood up abruptly, looking at Old Madam Xie in disbelief.

“This isn’t for her – it’s for Yuncheng,” Old Madam Xie continued, looking at Madam Xie.

“Mother, why should we!” Madam Xie bit her lip.

Old Madam Xie reached out to pull her down.

“Meiniang, why did you give that package of silver to the Wu family’s young master back then?” she said.

Madam Xie’s face suddenly changed. Her body stiffened as she stared at Old Madam Xie, her lips trembling slightly.

Old Madam Xie sighed and patted Madam Xie’s rigid hand.

“When you gave him that silver, did you feel better in your heart? Could you let go a little?” she continued.

Madam Xie’s body trembled. Her ears echoed with Old Madam Xie’s words, but after all those chaotic thoughts, what shone brightly were the four words “Wu family’s young master.”

Wu family’s young master…

Madam Xie touched her face. Though the skin was still delicate, it was no longer the flower of youth.

The young Miss Xie had become Madam Chang, and the Wu family’s young master had become a handful of dust.

“Mother, so you knew,” she murmured.

Old Madam Xie sighed.

“Which child’s thoughts can escape a mother’s eyes? Just like you clearly know what’s in Yuncheng’s heart, don’t you?” she said, smiling and pulling Madam Xie to sit down.

“Then Mother, why did you…” Madam Xie said quietly.

“Why didn’t I say anything?” Old Madam Xie picked up her words, smiling. “How much money did you have? For that package of silver, you didn’t buy a single thing for months, living worse than a maid.”

Madam Xie smiled. This time she smiled with pressed lips, and those usually sharp eyes actually showed some shyness.

Shyness!

Little shame, much constraint.

“I added some more to your bundle, so it would look better when sent out,” Old Madam Xie said, looking toward the door with a reminiscent expression.

Madam Xie stood up and lowered her eyes.

“Mother, I…” she said quietly, her voice hoarse.

“Mei’er, this has always weighed on my heart. All these years, it has weighed on me. Your heart must be the same,” Old Madam Xie interrupted her.

Madam Xie said nothing.

“Speaking of it, Yuncheng’s temperament is more like yours – very stubborn,” Old Madam Xie looked at her and smiled.

“I’m not as virtuous as elder sister. I didn’t teach Yuncheng well,” Madam Xie said quietly.

Old Madam Xie pulled her to sit down again.

“You’re very good, Meiniang. I’ve owed you my whole life,” she said.

“No, no, Mother. I chose to do this myself. It’s not your fault. You tried to persuade me then, but I insisted on marrying over,” Madam Xie shook her head with a firm expression.

Old Madam Xie smiled.

“Give her the dowry,” she changed the subject.

Madam Xie clenched her hands.

“Yuncheng has her in his heart – you know this very well too,” Old Madam Xie continued, looking at Madam Xie. “We can’t keep her, but letting her have an easier time outside will make Yuncheng’s heart easier too, so he can let go – just like you did back then.”

Chapter 216: Sending Off
In Chang Yuncheng’s room, Qiu Xiang was leading the maids in packing up belongings.

“The young mistress didn’t take anything with her…” Que Zhi said while wiping away tears, wrapping up clothes as she spoke.

Qiu Xiang glared at her, and Que Zhi quickly lowered her head and stopped talking.

Chang Yuncheng stood nearby, seemingly oblivious to their conversation. In his hands he held a box containing three gourds.

Chang Yuncheng had been holding it and staring at it for half the day already, until his eyes became dry and ached, then he snapped it shut with a sharp click.

“Lord, everything is packed,” Qiu Xiang came over and said quietly, her gaze sweeping over the box gripped tightly in Chang Yuncheng’s hands.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, and the maids dared not speak either.

The silence in the room was oppressively heavy.

“Then send them away,” Chang Yuncheng finally spoke, his voice muffled and dull.

He didn’t hand over the box in his hands.

Qiu Xiang lowered her head and acknowledged the order.

The people in the room withdrew, leaving it even more empty and vast.

Chang Yuncheng swept his gaze around the interior, slowly walking from one side to the other, gripping that box tightly in his hands.

Everywhere his eyes fell, he seemed to see traces of that woman.

The bedding from the arhat couch had been moved away, and the room had returned to its former arrangement from when he lived alone.

Chang Yuncheng sat down, and there was still a faint, delicate fragrance lingering in the air.

He just sat there motionless, sinking into emptiness and solitude.

The prefect had no habit of rising early, especially on the rare days each month when he stayed in his concubine’s quarters. Waking up in the morning with soft fragrance and tender jade in his arms, the prefect inevitably indulged in another round of passion.

As his concubine panted beneath him, “Master, you’re so powerful,” the prefect floated in blissful oblivion.

After the clouds dispersed and rain ceased, they held each other speaking sweet words when footsteps sounded outside the door.

Everyone in the household knew his habits—who would be so blind as to disturb him?

The prefect’s face darkened.

“Master, Lady Qi requests an audience,” someone said from outside.

What Lady Qi?

The prefect cursed them to get lost. His concubine tugged at his beard, asking what lady this was and whether he had caused trouble with some woman outside who was now coming to the door. The prefect hurried to placate her carefully.

The person outside didn’t leave and cleared their throat.

“It’s the young mistress from the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion…” he said.

Only then did the prefect react.

“What young mistress from Marquis Dingxi’s mansion? The young mistress from Marquis Dingxi’s mansion has already been divorced. Where is there any young mistress? Tell her to get lost,” he said with a dark expression.

Only then did the person outside leave.

“Master, I heard the young mistress from Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is a divine physician. How could she be divorced?” the concubine asked while helping the prefect dress.

“What divine physician? Everyone was just giving face to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. How could she really be divine?” the prefect laughed. “If she were truly divine, let her get the Emperor to show her respect and see…”

His words had barely fallen when footsteps sounded outside again.

“Father!” Huang Ziqiao’s voice came from outside.

At this voice, the disheveled concubine completely ignored the prefect and hurried into the inner room.

Indeed, as soon as the voice fell, Huang Ziqiao burst in.

This only son had been so spoiled that he truly didn’t put his father in his eyes.

Seeing his son barge in, the prefect’s face darkened.

“Nonsense, you…” he opened his mouth to scold, but Huang Ziqiao grabbed his sleeve.

“Father, Lady Qi is looking for you on urgent business. Come out quickly,” he said.

This troublesome boy…

The prefect was dragged out stumbling.

Qi Yue waited somewhat anxiously in the guest hall. Seeing the prefect stride in, she hurried to bow.

The prefect irritably shook off his son and straightened his robes with a dignified expression.

“I didn’t know who else to ask, and I thought you would be the most knowledgeable,” Qi Yue said hesitantly. “Actually, I originally didn’t want to ask, but…”

The prefect grew impatient listening.

“What exactly is the matter?” he said.

“Since we’re divorced, how should the dowry matter be handled?” Qi Yue asked.

This had gone through court proceedings, right? So the dowry matter wasn’t for both parties to negotiate anymore, right? This should fall under your jurisdiction as prefect, right?

The prefect’s eyes widened.

“What?” He looked this woman up and down. She no longer dressed as luxuriously as she had at the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Though her clothing was still of the mansion’s standard, she wore no jewelry, looking rather shabby. Had she gone mad from poverty?

“What divorce? Lady Qi, this divorce, while called a divorce, was really the marquis’s mansion preserving your dignity…”

He said dismissively. Actually, it was abandonment! Abandoning his wife! And she wanted her dowry back? Besides, what dowry did she have? Everyone in Yongqing Prefecture knew she was a beggar who would have starved to death if not for the marquis’s mansion giving her food. What did she have?

Qi Yue naturally understood the prefect’s meaning. She looked at him, her expression becoming indifferent, the smile disappearing from her face.

That’s right—she, Qi Yue, was someone who respected others a foot if they respected her an inch, and vice versa.

Originally, she really didn’t want to ask about the dowry matter. She had always felt she wasn’t Qi Yueniang, and now she had completely given up that identity. From now on she was Qi Yue, and since she was Qi Yue, the past had nothing to do with her anymore. Moreover, asking for money was something that, for a modern person accustomed to independence and self-reliance, she truly felt embarrassed to mention.

But if it would make things difficult for Liu Pucheng and the others, she would rather sacrifice her dignity.

Besides, this was her being embarrassed to ask, not that they could assume it was natural and proper.

What was this prefect’s attitude toward her?

She didn’t demand gratitude, but at least basic courtesy should be there, right? I’m the one who helped you, not the one who owes you money!

“Your Honor,” Qi Yue looked at him and said, “That’s really not the case.”

The prefect was taken aback by her words.

“What’s not the case?” he asked, lifting his eyelids.

“It really wasn’t the marquis’s mansion preserving my dignity,” Qi Yue smiled slightly.

The prefect snorted with laughter.

This woman really was… really should have been abandoned long ago…

He was about to speak when he saw the woman before him take something from her sleeve and shake it before his eyes.

“Kneel down,” Qi Yue said.

The prefect flew into a rage.

“You dare,” he shouted.

“You dare!” Qi Yue raised her voice louder, drowning out his voice as she unfolded the bright yellow silk paper in her hand.

The prefect’s eyes immediately widened.

This was… this was…

With a thud, the prefect fell to his knees.

“Long live Your Majesty, long live, long live forever!” he kowtowed and shouted.

With the prefect’s kowtowing, the servants standing in the room also hurriedly knelt down.

What? The Emperor? They hadn’t heard clearly.

“Rise,” Qi Yue said, slightly lowering her body as she held the bright silk paper before the prefect’s eyes. “Look at this. Do you understand now?”

The prefect stared wide-eyed, his forehead covered in sweat. He raised his hand to wipe it away and nodded vigorously.

“I understand, I understand,” he said, standing up trembling.

“So I don’t really understand either. About this dowry, and also I want to ask if my people can come out with me too? Of course, let them choose voluntarily. They all have parents in the mansion, so if they don’t want to, that’s fine…” Qi Yue put away the imperial edict while speaking with some difficulty, frowning as she thought.

“No problem, no problem, no problem. Whatever the lady says goes. This official will handle it immediately,” the prefect said at once, his face full of respectful smiles.

“Troubling Your Honor with such a small matter…” Qi Yue said with a sweet smile.

“What small matter? All of Lady Qi’s matters are important matters,” the prefect immediately said. “This is what this official should handle. For the delay, please forgive me, my lady.”

Qi Yue smiled. Having the prefect handle it was better—it saved her from getting entangled with the marquis’s mansion people. She really didn’t have the energy to watch them quarrel, didn’t even have the energy to speak. It was just that no matter who went, once they started dividing property, everyone would look even worse.

But things already looked very bad, and since she’d never have to see them again in this lifetime, so be it.

The prefect acted with lightning speed, personally escorting Qi Yue out while rushing people to set off.

“Take everything and deliver it to the lady’s home,” the prefect said.

“This isn’t urgent, Your Honor doesn’t need to mobilize such a large force… As for the people, you must ask them properly. Don’t frighten them. If they don’t want to leave their secure positions… please don’t force them…” Qi Yue said, looking at the assembled team of constables with some embarrassment.

Actually, she had thought the prefect would just visit the Marquis Dingxi privately for a discussion, but looking at his manner, he clearly intended to march straight in and seize everything…

Indeed, understanding superior intentions, implementing superior thinking, showing loyalty, and singing high-pitched slogans were skills that officials excelled at across all times and places.

The prefect and his people swept into the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. The marquis had been in no mood to receive guests lately, especially this prefect who extremely annoyed him.

“Tell him to get lost,” the marquis said irritably.

But unfortunately, the prefect didn’t obediently get lost. Instead, he strutted in with his head held high.

“Your Lordship, by imperial command, this official has come to collect Lady Qi’s dowry,” he declared righteously.

The marquis’s eyes widened.

By imperial command? What imperial command?

“Lady Qi received an imperial edict for divorce, so naturally this official has come by imperial command to handle Lady Qi’s dowry. Initially, the old marchioness gave Lady Qi quite a substantial dowry, didn’t she?” the prefect said solemnly while bowing toward the imperial city.

Divorced by imperial edict…

The marquis felt his head explode with a thunderous roar.

It was over. Did everyone know now…

“Get lost!” the marquis shouted in fury, throwing a teacup from the table.

One by one, they were all petty people! Bullying petty people!

“Your Lordship,” the prefect was no longer as easily intimidated by the marquis as before. Now his back was straight, his legs steady, his demeanor incredibly solemn, displaying the bearing of one who could not be bent by force or corrupted by wealth. “You wouldn’t be planning not to give it, would you? That would be defying imperial command—this is no joke.”

The marquis threw another teacup.

“Why should I give her my family’s things! I won’t give them!” he shouted with a livid face, pointing at the prefect and cursing, “You spineless coward, stop coming here to aid the tiger!”

The prefect was also angered by the scolding. In the past, he would have endured it, but now with the imperial edict backing him, who was afraid of whom!

“Chang Rong, Marquis Dingxi, are you planning to defy the imperial edict?” he also pointed at the marquis and shouted.

In the midst of the commotion, Madam Xie entered from outside.

“Your Honor, Your Honor, stop shouting. It’s already been given,” Madam Xie said.

Everyone in the room was stunned.

Given?

At this moment, Qi Yue, who had returned home, was also stunned.

The courtyard was filled with no fewer than ten large chests.

“My heavens,” she couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed. “What is all this?”

“These are the dowry items the old marchioness gave you back then,” an elderly woman’s voice said.

Qi Yue looked at the old woman emerging from the house with even greater surprise.

“Old Madam, how did you come here?” she asked.

“Young mistress.”

A’Ru and A’Hao stepped out from behind Old Madam Xie, looking at Qi Yue and crying.

It seemed like she hadn’t seen these two maids in a long time. Qi Yue immediately smiled.

“You came too?” she walked over.

A’Ru and A’Hao ran over from left and right, grabbing her arms and weeping loudly.

“These items were too conspicuous to keep at home. I’ve already found a shop. They’ll come to collect them shortly, and you can store them there. Take what you need when you need it,” Old Madam Xie said, gesturing for two maids behind her to bring over two cases. “These are the property deeds.”

She opened them as she spoke.

Qi Yue looked over and saw both cases were filled with documents.

My heavens, these were all given to her by the old marchioness? She had only heard A’Ru mention that the old marchioness had given her a generous dowry. When she truly saw how generous this generosity was, she was genuinely frightened.

Didn’t this amount to taking away half of the Marquis Dingxi’s family fortune?

“This is the original dowry list,” Old Madam Xie continued, handing over a thick stack of papers. “Check it against the items.”

Qi Yue took it in a daze.

“When we came, we asked around. A warehouse keeper and two servant couples came along. As for maids, A’Ru and A’Hao volunteered to come out. These are their indenture contracts,” Old Madam Xie continued.

Qi Yue interrupted her.

“Old Madam, why are you doing this?” she asked. “Is it because of the favor of treating your great-grandson?”

Old Madam Xie smiled faintly.

“Treating my great-grandson—isn’t that what you should do as a physician? Besides, I paid you substantial consultation fees. Are you implying we haven’t settled accounts yet?” she said.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Then Old Madam, this is…” she asked.

“This isn’t my idea. This is Yuncheng’s intention,” Old Madam Xie said quietly.

Chapter 217: Passing By
Chang Yuncheng.

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment.

“If it weren’t for him, I wouldn’t care whether you lived or died,” Old Madam Xie said.

Qi Yue wasn’t angry but laughed instead.

“You really do live up to your surname Xie,” she laughed.

Old Madam Xie naturally knew whom she was referring to, snorted lightly, and said nothing.

The people from the money house arrived outside, and Qi Yue had to go out. She understood nothing about these matters, so Old Madam Xie personally handled everything.

They selected items for daily use at home, while the precious and valuable items were carted away. Receiving such a large transaction, especially learning that all these belongings belonged to this young lady alone, the money house people’s eyes changed when they looked at Qi Yue.

This must be the wealthiest young lady in all of Yongqing Prefecture, right?

After finishing these matters, Old Madam Xie directed the servants to properly arrange the daily necessities. It wasn’t until the sky began to darken that everything was finally organized.

Qi Yue placed a cup of tea before Old Madam Xie.

“Thank you,” she said.

Old Madam Xie didn’t touch the tea.

“Skip the thanks,” she said. “I told you I’m not doing this for you. I’m doing it for Yuncheng. If you live well out here, you’ll stop pestering him, and he can get on with his life properly.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Yes, he’ll definitely have a good life,” she said.

Old Madam Xie said nothing, lifted her foot, and stepped forward. Qi Yue didn’t say anything either, following behind to see her off.

“Give up hope. There’s no possibility between you two,” Old Madam Xie stopped and said again.

“Is it because of the old marchioness?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“That’s right.” Old Madam Xie seemed to have finally waited for her to ask this question and immediately answered.

Qi Yue nodded but said nothing more.

“Why don’t you ask?” Old Madam Xie looked at her and couldn’t help asking curiously.

“Ask what?” Qi Yue smiled. “Ask what grudge the old marchioness really has against you? Ask whether she really harmed Yuncheng’s mother? Whether she did or didn’t—what of it? She was extremely good to me, and that’s enough for me. It’s enough that I have no reason to question her, let alone hate her.”

She sighed at this point.

“Yuncheng feels exactly the same way, doesn’t he?” she said.

No matter how helpless, no matter how reluctant to let go, what could be done? That was his aunt, his adoptive mother, the one who raised and nurtured him with great kindness.

Old Madam Xie looked at her, nodded, and turned to leave.

“Old Madam,” Qi Yue called after her again.

Old Madam Xie turned back to look at her.

“Did the old marchioness really do those things?” Qi Yue asked.

Old Madam Xie’s expression was stunned.

This woman—didn’t she say she wouldn’t ask? She spoke so righteously about it. What was this about?

“Actually, I still really want to know,” Qi Yue said with a sweet smile.

Old Madam Xie looked at her, both angry and wanting to laugh.

“You woman,” she said, taking a deep breath. “The old marchioness is the type who would treasure what she likes in her heart, and constantly wish to destroy what she dislikes.”

Then she looked at Qi Yue.

“We are irreconcilably opposed to her—we cannot coexist under the same heaven,” she said word by word.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

It seemed she was the one who was liked, while the Xie sisters…

Old Madam Xie thumped her cane heavily, said not another word, turned around, and got in the carriage.

The carriage traveled down the alley into the distance, disappearing into the night.

“Young mistress,” A’Ru called softly.

Qi Yue turned to look at her and smiled.

“Still calling me young mistress?” she said.

A’Ru looked at her and smiled too.

“My lady, let’s go in. It’s time for dinner,” she said.

Qi Yue took her arm.

“Good, let me see if A’Hao’s cooking skills have improved,” she laughed.

“My lady, you’re teasing me again. I really have improved,” A’Hao’s voice came from behind.

She personally carried a food box, with two old women behind her also carrying two boxes, approaching with smiles.

Yuan Bao watched everyone enter the house. Bright light and lively chatter and laughter came from inside. He couldn’t help but grin, then turned to bolt the door properly.

Both shops were completely finished, and Qi Yue paid all the wages, even giving each craftsman an extra red envelope.

“Master, that’s too wasteful,” Hu San really felt heartbroken and couldn’t help saying quietly.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Money is meant to be spent. Spending it where it should be spent is accumulating virtue,” she said, watching the craftsmen leave happily with their thanks. “I think Yueniang would be very happy too.”

Yueniang would be very happy too? What did that mean? Wasn’t she happy herself? Hu San frowned in confusion.

A’Ru heard this and naturally understood.

“What are you still standing there for? Those hospital beds have all been delivered. Why don’t you go supervise their installation,” she said.

Being able to hear such commanding voices in his ear again, Hu San was so happy he smiled even in his sleep.

“Yes, yes, I’m going,” he grinned and ran off cheerfully.

Qi Yue stood at the door watching the disciples make final decorative touches to the storefront. There were quite a few people on the street watching the excitement, most of their gazes falling on Qi Yue, inevitably pointing and whispering.

A’Ru wanted to remind Qi Yue to go inside, but seeing her composed expression, even smiling slightly when meeting the people’s curious and inquiring gazes, she became composed too, remembering what Qi Yue had said to the Qianjin Hall disciples early that morning.

“Everyone doesn’t know my name yet, right? From today on, we’re colleagues,” Qi Yue smiled. “My surname is Qi, with the single given name Yue, the yue of joy and happiness. Everyone can call me Sister Qi, or Sister Yue. Teacher, you can just call me Little Qi.”

Qi Yue, the yue of joy, not the yue of moon…

That was her name, wasn’t it? A’Ru looked at Qi Yue standing before everyone, full of vitality. This was her true self. That Yueniang had completely become the past.

She naturally wouldn’t let the past affect today or tomorrow.

A’Ru took her position behind her.

The sound of firecrackers came from far down the street, drawing people’s attention away from here as they inquired about the commotion.

“The Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is giving rewards…” someone shouted from the distance. The words “giving rewards” immediately drew the street crowd in that direction.

“Why are they giving rewards for no reason?” Qi Yue laughed, turning to ask A’Ru. “Could it be to celebrate our medical hall’s expanded business?”

She laughed heartily at her own joke.

A’Ru smiled helplessly, her expression slightly heavy.

“The young lord is leaving today,” she said quietly.

Qi Yue slowly stopped laughing and nodded.

“Oh,” she simply said.

“My lady, are you going to…” A’Ru was about to speak quietly when someone came running over in a panic.

“Qianjin Hall! Qianjin Hall!” The person in the lead clutched a piece of paper in his hand, shouting loudly. “Where is it? Where is it?”

Seeing the paper in his hand, Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Here! Here!” she hurried to raise her hand and shout loudly.

The person accurately located her and ran over. Seeing her, he was momentarily stunned, then looked at the paper in his hand.

It was a simple square piece of paper with large, clear characters reading “For emergencies, please find Qianjin Hall,” with the specific address below and some reminders about accidents, such as not moving injured people carelessly and how to perform simple hemorrhage control.

This was something Qi Yue had asked Qianjin Hall to print and distribute some days ago to advertise the newly renovated medical hall. Later, because of the divorce matter, it was set aside. She hadn’t expected that the few scattered copies would actually be effective.

“Where is it? What happened?” Qi Yue immediately asked. “I’m a physician.”

The person was stunned for a moment.

“Outside the city, hit by a horse carriage…” he answered instinctively.

“A’Ru, pre-hospital emergency care,” Qi Yue said, turning around.

A’Ru acknowledged and immediately ran inside, calling out loudly.

The busy disciples stopped their work, then erupted in chaos with a whoosh.

“Pre-hospital emergency care, follow me. Emergency room, prepare for incoming,” Qi Yue said, taking the emergency bag A’Ru brought over and running out.

Three disciples, after a moment of panic, caught up from behind.

“Where’s the cart? Wasn’t the cart delivered long ago?” Hu San was shouting and jumping around behind them. “Quick, open the back door! Who told you to block the back door? Move those medicine bags…”

When more than ten guards poured out of the city gate, they could see from afar that the road was blocked.

“What’s going on?” someone asked. “Go clear them away.”

A guard rode over.

The crowd was three layers deep, all looking at what was happening inside.

“What’s wrong?”

“An old man was hit by a horse carriage…”

“…probably won’t survive, right?”

“…so much blood…”

“Originally, this family won’t let him be quickly taken to a medical hall, insisting the old man lie here…”

“Oh my, truly… so unfilial… trying to extort money, right…”

“…No, they said something about calling for emergency care…”

“…is that the woman?”

Amid the various discussions, the guard on horseback looked down from his elevated position.

“…systolic pressure dropping…”

“…supine position…”

“…posterior deformation, bleeding from mouth, nose, and ears…”

“…Master, Master, should we use Ginseng and Aconite Decoction or Tongguang Powder?”

“…no acupuncture now, wait until I perform artificial respiration…”

Continuous dialogue came from the group of four or five people.

A woman in a surgical gown knelt on the ground, pressing hard on the chest of the injured person lying in a pool of blood.

She would occasionally lean down to blow air into the injured person’s mouth and nose.

This action initially caused a commotion among the surrounding crowd, but as these people continued their serious work, the surrounding noise subsided.

Besides A’Ru, the other disciples were initially somewhat panicked—after all, this was their first time participating in such emergency care outside the classroom. Of course, they had performed treatments before, but they weren’t yet familiar with Qi Yue’s methods. After the initial panic, they quickly calmed down and proceeded with hemorrhage control, bandaging, and medication administration.

Chang Yuncheng came to the city gate alone. The Marquis Dingxi was in a bad mood, and convinced that all this trouble was caused by Chang Yuncheng, he simply didn’t even see him off. Madam Xie led the women to see him to the door, but their expressions were all somewhat complex. In the end, Chang Yuncheng declined their escort to the city gate and rode off alone.

When he arrived, he was also momentarily stunned by the blocked road.

“It’s… people from Qianjin Hall performing emergency care. Someone was hit by a horse carriage…” a guard said quietly.

The on-site treatment was ending at that moment. Under strict immobilization with splints and bandages, four or five men lifted the specially made stretcher from Qianjin Hall, and the crowd automatically made way.

Chang Yuncheng watched the blood-stained woman supporting the stretcher run past him. From beginning to end, she never looked around once, her expression focused on the injured person, carrying a medical bag on her back with one hand while pressing the injured person’s head with the other. Her eyes above the mask showed some anxiety but also confidence.

Chang Yuncheng watched that woman’s figure disappear at the city gate, unable to look away for a long time.

The guards waited quietly, even the horses didn’t restlessly paw the ground or snort.

To actually see her once before leaving—Chang Yuncheng’s lips curved in a slight smile. This was truly wonderful.

He wanted to look away but seemed unable to do so. Gritting his teeth, he raised his whip and spurred his horse.

The startled horse whinnied and reared up, charging away with the man and disappearing into the distance.

Finally, she was gone from sight.

Chapter 218: Settling In
March 18th was the day Qi Yue moved to her new home. Early in the morning, people who came to help had already filled the courtyard. Actually, everything had already been moved; today was just a ritual of making offerings to the household gods.

Handing the keys to Cui Zhi, Qi Yue took one last look at the Wang family’s residence and nodded farewell.

“Lady Qi, why must you buy another house? You could have bought this one too,” Cui Zhi said with some reluctance.

Qi Yue smiled.

“That one is closer to Qianjin Hall, so it’s more convenient when I work night shifts,” she said.

Of course, this wasn’t the real reason. Cui Zhi knew this, but since Qi Yue didn’t elaborate, she didn’t press further.

“Come visit me when you’re free,” Qi Yue laughed, patting her hand, then turned and got into the carriage.

The disciples on the street had already left in high spirits. A’Ru climbed in after her, waving to Cui Zhi as the carriage slowly pulled away.

Cui Zhi walked them to the end of the alley and stood there, still reluctant to look away.

“Miss, let’s go back,” a servant woman from the Wang family said with a smile. “She wasn’t here very long, yet you’re already so reluctant to part with Lady Qi?”

Cui Zhi also got into a carriage, sighing.

“I really am reluctant,” she said.

The driver led the horse forward while the servant woman sat beside her, smiling.

“Is Lady Qi really that wonderful, able to make Cui Zhi, whom the old madam is reluctant to part with, feel the same way about her?” she teased.

This conversation was later spread around the household when they returned home, causing even Old Madam Wang to come tease her.

“They say daughters’ hearts turn outward. I’ve raised Cui Zhi all these years, and she’s been won over by someone else in just a few days,” the old madam laughed.

The daughters-in-law, grandsons, and grandsons’ wives sitting with her in the room all laughed along.

“If Lady Qi were a man, I’d really ask the old madam to give me to her,” Cui Zhi said without any embarrassment, massaging the old madam’s shoulders.

This comment made the room burst into laughter again.

“You shameless girl,” the old madam said, though without the slightest hint of reproach.

“Is Lady Qi really that wonderful?” asked one of the grandsons’ wives curiously. The last time Qi Yue came to fight, these female family members hadn’t witnessed it firsthand. They had only heard about it later from their men and children, plus the rumors from outside, making it impossible to imagine what kind of woman she was.

Young Master Wang was also nearby, slowly drinking tea and listening to their conversation.

“Yes,” Cui Zhi said. “I can’t say exactly what’s so good about her, but being with her feels… very… very comfortable.”

She searched for the right words, tilting her head thoughtfully.

“Comfortable?”

What kind of evaluation was that? Everyone laughed and asked each other.

“Big brother, what do you say?” someone asked Young Master Wang.

Young Master Wang was momentarily stunned by the question and put down his teacup.

“Perhaps it’s because her mind is peaceful,” he said.

Cui Zhi nodded.

“Right, right, that’s it. Being with Lady Qi feels especially natural and at ease. You don’t have to think about anything. You can say whatever you want,” she smiled.

The old madam reached out and poked her head.

“You might as well just say Lady Qi spoils you,” she laughed.

Laughter filled the room again, and Young Master Wang put down his teacup and walked out.

The old madam watched his retreating figure.

“I wonder if there’ll be a chance for me to taste what it feels like to be with Lady Qi,” she said with a half-smile.

Qi Yue’s new residence was also quite lively. After seeing off the Qianjin Hall disciples, unexpected visitors arrived at the door.

“Aunt…” As soon as Yan’er saw Qi Yue, she forgot all about the forms of address her mother had repeatedly emphasized before coming, and cried out directly, running over with open arms.

Qi Yue smiled and opened her arms to catch her.

“Good! Our Yan’er has gained weight again!” she laughed, lifting Yan’er up and setting her down.

Chang Chunlan stepped inside, looked at Qi Yue, and began to cry again.

“Why are you crying, big sister?” Qi Yue smiled, taking her hand and inviting her to sit inside while pulling Yan’er over to examine her.

“Not bad, the wound is healing well,” she said with satisfaction. “In a little while, I’ll do some reconstructive work for you.”

Yan’er nodded.

Chang Chunlan pressed a bundle into her hands, not sitting down in the room.

“This is something second sister and third sister asked me to bring—consider it a housewarming gift. I don’t dare stay long and must leave now. Knowing you’re doing well puts our minds at ease,” she said.

Qi Yue accepted it with thanks, knowing that they weren’t free at home and had to depend on Madam Xie. Now that her relationship with the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was extremely hostile, Chang Chunlan’s visit was truly risky, so she didn’t try to detain her.

Yan’er was reluctantly pulled away by Chang Chunlan, crying as she left.

Chang Chunlan quietly entered the mansion with her child, but before reaching her own courtyard, she was stopped by two maids.

“First Miss, Madam requests your presence,” they said with ambiguous smiles.

Chang Chunlan’s heart sank, immediately understanding what this was about. Indeed, when she reached Madam Xie’s courtyard, Chang Shulan and Chang Huilan were both standing in the room with lowered heads. Surprisingly, Chang Yunqi was also there.

“Where did you go?” Madam Xie asked Chang Chunlan coldly.

Chang Chunlan lowered her head.

“I went to the street to buy some things,” she said.

Madam Xie slammed the table with a sharp crack.

“Do you think I’m stupid or dead?” she sneered.

“Mother, it was me…” Chang Shulan began to speak.

“Mother, it was me who took Yan’er to see Qi Yueniang. I wanted her to look at Yan’er’s wound,” Chang Chunlan immediately said, cutting off Chang Shulan’s words.

Madam Xie gave a cold laugh.

“In that case, you might as well move in with her. How convenient that would be for her to examine the child,” she said.

Chang Chunlan knelt on the ground, but before she could speak, Yan’er, who had somehow gotten to the doorway, rushed in.

“I want to go live with Aunt! I don’t want to live with you! Bad person!” she shouted loudly.

Then she turned and ran out.

Madam Xie trembled with rage, and Chang Chunlan hurried after her.

“Let them go!” Madam Xie shouted.

Chang Shulan and Chang Huilan lowered their heads, not daring to speak.

“Mother, don’t be angry. What’s the point of reasoning with a child?” Chang Yunqi said, bringing over tea.

Madam Xie accepted it and breathed a little easier.

“You have the county examination tomorrow. Don’t stay here—go rest early,” she said. “Your father is in a bad mood, so we won’t make a big fuss for you.”

According to custom, families would hold banquets before their sons entered the examination hall to pray for the candidates’ success.

“Thank you for your concern, Mother. It’s really not necessary,” Chang Yunqi smiled.

Madam Xie nodded, very satisfied with his attitude, and put down the teacup.

Chang Yunqi immediately took his leave. After the three siblings left, Chang Huilan looked at Chang Yunqi with a cold smile.

“With big brother not at home, your time as the good son has finally come, hasn’t it?” she said with a mocking smile.

Chang Yunqi seemed not to hear and walked away calmly.

Chang Huilan stamped her foot in anger.

“Truly, what kind of mother raises what kind of son—such a cruel heart,” she said. After speaking, she noticed Chang Shulan’s embarrassed expression and became embarrassed herself, since Chang Yunqi and Chang Shulan shared the same mother… “Um, sister, I wasn’t talking about you… I didn’t mean…”

Chang Shulan patted her hand.

“It’s fine, I understand. Don’t explain. Hurry and check on big sister,” she said.

When night fell, the bustling street from daytime returned to tranquility. A pharmacy assistant was taking down the lanterns. Inside the building, a physician opened a letter and read it carefully by lamplight.

Knock, knock—urgent knocking sounded at the door.

“Doctor, Doctor, save us!” came chaotic, tearful shouts.

This kind of sound was common for pharmacies, so there was no panic. The door quickly opened, and four or five men rushed in carrying someone.

The injured person was a man covered in blood on his head and body, all from knife wounds. Looking at these men, they were all big and burly, also bearing wounds.

“What are you looking at? Treat his injuries. If you cure him, this master won’t shortchange you!” the leader glared and shouted, patting his waist.

The bulge there was obviously a weapon.

The assistant nearby couldn’t help but shrink back.

The doctor wasn’t particularly afraid. He calmly felt the pulse and examined the wounds, then stood up to think for a moment.

Seeing him silent and contemplative, the men’s faces grew paler.

“It’s just that the head injury is more serious, but it’s nothing too serious,” the doctor said.

After their initial shock came great joy, and someone couldn’t help but grab the doctor’s arm.

“Then Doctor, please save our big brother quickly,” he said.

But the doctor looked troubled.

“Though it’s not very serious, I’m not skilled in this area,” he said softly.

The men’s faces immediately darkened again.

What did this mean?

“Are you saying you won’t treat him?” they glared and shouted.

“It’s like this—I’m not good with external injuries, but Qianjin Hall on East Street is very skilled at it,” the doctor said with a smile, pointing outside.

The men looked at each other.

“Dr. Liu is a hereditary expert in treating falls and injuries, and he has secret remedies. Why don’t you gentlemen try there? He’ll heal faster,” the doctor continued gently. “Of course, I can treat him too, but it would be slower. If you heroes…”

Having said this much, how could the men let him treat their brother?

“Then let’s go there and see,” they said, immediately lifting the patient and rushing out.

The room still smelled of blood, and the assistant opened the door to air it out.

“Master, how can we not treat head injuries? How are we inferior to Qianjin Hall? Master, why are you diminishing your own reputation? If you say this, even fewer people will come to us for treatment,” the assistant asked with complete bewilderment.

The doctor smiled.

“I spoke too lightly. Actually, this person is very seriously injured,” he said.

The assistant made a sound of understanding, half-comprehending.

So he deliberately didn’t treat the patient? So he sent him to Qianjin Hall?

The doctor stroked his beard, gazing out the door without speaking.

“Treat away, treat away. There will always be cases that can’t be cured,” he murmured.

Night wind swept in, blowing the letter paper from the table.

The young assistant diligently picked it up and glanced at it.

“…let her treat patients. The more she treats, the more mistakes she’ll make. Now without power or influence, if she causes trouble, let’s see what she can do…”

The assistant was about to read more when the letter was snatched away, and the doctor glared at him.

“Go close the door,” he said.

The assistant hurried off, and after closing the door, he turned back and secretly glanced over to see the doctor lighting the letter with a candle. Flames leaped up and consumed the paper.

The lantern in front of Qianjin Hall was lit, and unlike usual, the lantern bore two characters: “Night Clinic.”

At this moment, with the chaotic group rushing over, the wind they stirred made the lantern sway.

The urgent knocking broke the quiet in front of the door.

Inside, Liu Pucheng put down his book and stood up.

“Master, there’s an emergency…” came a disciple’s shout from outside.

Stepping out of his room, the hall was brightly lit with quite a few people standing there. The disciple responsible for triage was conducting an examination.

“…Male, forty years old, unconscious, knife wounds to head, face, and body, moderate bleeding…” Zhang Tong looked up and reported.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Prepare the transfer bed,” he said, raising his gloved hands.

Chapter 219: Thriving in Work
When Que Zhi knocked on Qi Yue’s door, Qi Yue was eating breakfast.

Seeing Que Zhi arrive, Qi Yue was very happy, while A’Hao snorted and turned her head away, ignoring her.

Originally, Old Madam Xie had intended to bring over all the senior maids that Qi Yue had previously used, but Que Zhi refused to come. Not only did she not come, she somehow sweet-talked Madam Xie into keeping her in the young lord’s courtyard.

“How dare you show your face here? Don’t let us delay the great future of our big sister Que Zhi,” A’Hao snorted.

Que Zhi’s expression was slightly embarrassed, but she didn’t seem troubled.

Qi Yue didn’t think much of it either—everyone had the right to choose their own life.

“How did you come? Have you eaten?” she asked with a smile.

“This servant hasn’t come to see the young mistress yet. Today I happened to have time to go out, so I ran over to take a look and put my mind at ease,” Que Zhi said, bowing as her gaze swept over Qi Yue’s breakfast table.

On the table were two dishes of food, a plate of fried pastries, and a bowl of porridge—nothing else besides these.

Looking around the room, the tables, chairs, and furnishings were clean and tidy, but everything appeared extremely simple.

Compared to the marquis’s mansion, this was truly like heaven and earth.

Que Zhi couldn’t help but feel grateful again that she hadn’t come along at the time.

“Thank you for your thoughtfulness,” Qi Yue smiled, inviting her to eat.

“No, I don’t dare stay long. Knowing the young mistress is well puts my mind at ease,” Que Zhi quickly smiled.

“Master! Master!” came urgent knocking at the door, accompanied by anxious calls.

Qi Yue quickly swallowed her porridge in two or three gulps.

“It’s Hu San,” she said.

Yuan Bao had already opened the door.

“Master, Master wants you to come quickly. There’s a severe trauma case, and Master suspects internal bleeding,” Hu San said breathlessly.

“A’Hao, you see Que Zhi off,” Qi Yue said, getting up briskly and running out.

A’Ru followed immediately.

“Young mistress, you don’t need to…” Que Zhi hurried to say, but when she looked, the courtyard was already empty.

“Let’s go, big sister Que Zhi,” A’Hao said indifferently.

“I stayed at home because I want the young lord to remember the young mistress when he sees me. That way the young lord won’t forget the young mistress…” Que Zhi said quietly with a smile.

A’Hao interrupted her with a cold laugh.

“Go on, you can think about it yourself. We’re not interested,” she said.

Que Zhi’s face reddened slightly.

“People move toward higher places—what’s wrong with that?” she said.

“Nothing wrong with that, but it’s wrong to come here and laugh at us for moving to lower places,” A’Hao replied, opening the door. “Besides, who knows who’s living better in the end?”

My goodness. Que Zhi looked at her, wanting to laugh but not daring to, and finally said nothing as she left.

In Qianjin Hall, Qi Yue examined the injured person while the patient’s family members around him also examined her.

Seeing Qi Yue lift the last covering cloth from the injured person’s body, the men could no longer bear to watch.

“Hey, hey, hey, what are you doing, woman?” the rough men couldn’t help but shout.

“I’m examining him. I’m a doctor, don’t worry,” Qi Yue said. “My surname is Qi, and I’m a doctor at Qianjin Hall. If you don’t believe me, you can ask around on the street.”

The men looked at her with suspicion as Qi Yue continued her examination.

“…The head and chest injuries are the most severe. When brought in, he was already unconscious. I first performed hemostasis and brain protection, but the situation still doesn’t look good. According to the pulse, the five organs and six viscera are injured,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded, looking at the patient diagnosis Zhang Tong handed her while taking the stethoscope A’Ru passed to her.

“…No abnormalities in the circulatory and respiratory systems,” she said after listening, removing the stethoscope. “There’s fluid accumulation in the left chest cavity.”

Liu Pucheng nodded, receiving confirmation.

“The patient has never regained consciousness?” Qi Yue looked at the injured person.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Excessive blood loss and craniocerebral trauma can indeed cause unconsciousness. When we received him last night, I treated him focusing on the head injury and administered Wind-Dispersing Qi-Regulating Decoction, but he still didn’t wake up. Then I performed pulse diagnosis and discovered it was an internal organ problem,” he said.

Qi Yue frowned, her gaze falling on the injured person’s body. CT scan, oh CT scan—at times like this, she truly missed it with heart-wrenching intensity…

She reached up to scratch her head.

“Teacher, wake him up,” she said. “We need questioning and palpation to determine the location of the injury.”

Liu Pucheng nodded, took out golden needles, and began needling the patient’s Baihui, Shenque, and other acupoints, after which Zhang Tong brought over moxibustion.

At this point, Qi Yue couldn’t help much. She watched carefully, having to admit that traditional Chinese medicine’s anti-shock effects were truly remarkable.

After the time it took to burn one incense stick, the injured person slowly awakened, immediately letting out groans and curling up his body.

“Good man,” Qi Yue called out, having disciples hold down his hands and feet. “Can you hear me speaking?”

This call of “good man” made the injured person look at her, and Qi Yue waved her hand in front of his face.

“Good man, I’m a doctor. I need to examine and treat you now. You must tell me where it hurts,” she said loudly, speaking while beginning to press down along his neck.

“I don’t hurt…” the good man said through gritted teeth.

Qi Yue’s face darkened—that wasn’t what she meant by “good man.”

“Pain is pain. Pain isn’t something shameful. Those who don’t know pain are just dead people,” she said loudly, increasing the pressure of her hands.

The injured person finally let out a wail.

“It hurts, it hurts here…”

“What about here?”

“It hurts…”

Watching the man’s increasingly loud cries of pain and his body breaking into sweat, the surrounding men’s eyes reddened.

“Hey, you woman…” one of them couldn’t help but say.

Before he could finish, Liu Pucheng stopped him.

“Your big brother’s injuries are to the five organs and six viscera. Because we can’t see them, we must know exactly where the injuries are. The human body doesn’t lie—this is the only way to find the most severe injury sites,” he said.

The men stopped talking.

Here, Qi Yue questioned and pressed, finally completing her examination, but she was covered in sweat and remained silent for a long while, deep in thought.

Everyone in the room watched her.

“I suspect it’s mediastinal hematoma…” she murmured, her brow furrowed tightly as she looked at the wound on the man’s chest.

What was that?

The people in the room looked at her with confusion.

The wooden board used for teaching was pushed over, and Qi Yue picked up a piece of charcoal, quickly sketching a human anatomical diagram on it.

“Here, this is the mediastinum…” she heavily circled it with the charcoal, pointing it out to everyone.

The injured person’s family members stared at each other, looking at the completely incomprehensible diagram. What was that?

Qi Yue reached out and pulled over Hu San, pointing out locations on his body again.

“…Within it are the heart and the major blood vessels entering and leaving the heart, the esophagus, trachea, thymus, nerves, and lymphatic tissue…” she said, pointing out each one to everyone. “And now, the patient has blood accumulation in this area due to external trauma, causing hematoma. If the hematoma isn’t eliminated promptly, it will lead to mediastinal infection and ultimately circulatory organ failure and death.”

The men still listened in confusion.

“But other doctors said our big brother’s head injury was severe. How can you say it’s some… medias… whatever?” one of them asked with wide eyes.

“Other doctors?” Qi Yue smiled. “Then why didn’t you have the other doctors treat him?”

This question stunned the men.

“Since you came here, that means you’re listening to me. At this point, bringing up other doctors’ diagnoses to deny my diagnosis isn’t very appropriate, is it?” Qi Yue said again.

This woman’s temper wasn’t very good, the men thought to themselves.

“Then how should we treat it?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue’s brow furrowed tightly.

“Open chest surgery,” she said, making a cutting motion across her chest. “Split open the sternum, eliminate the hematoma, and suture the bleeding site.”

Split open… the sternum…

For the people at Qianjin Hall who had witnessed abdominal surgery, this wasn’t particularly surprising. Moreover, Liu Pucheng had already decided in his heart that they would definitely need to open up and examine the internal organs.

But the injured person’s family members were hearing this for the first time, their eyes widening. What kind of joke was this!

“Could a person still live after that?” they all cried out.

“Nonsense!” Qi Yue shouted, drowning out their voices. “This is a medical hall, not a slaughterhouse! Naturally, we save lives, not kill people!”

This woman’s temper really was…

“Can opening the chest cure him?” a man asked.

“I can’t guarantee it,” Qi Yue said.

The scene erupted in commotion again.

“This surgery is different from abdominal surgery. I lack the instruments, and also…” Qi Yue bit her lower lip.

“Is it because of medicine again?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“The instruments for chest surgery are different from abdominal surgery—rib cutters, retractors… I don’t have any of them. More importantly, without CT scans, I can’t see enhanced chest CT images. I can’t determine exactly what the condition is. Mediastinal hematoma situations are very complex, it’s really…” She clenched the charcoal in her hand tightly and didn’t continue.

To save or not to save?

The room fell quiet.

“If we don’t open the chest, what will happen to our big brother?” a man asked.

“He’ll die,” Qi Yue said.

The men looked at each other and gathered together to discuss, while Hu San couldn’t help but come over.

“Master, our Qianjin Hall has just expanded its business. If something goes wrong, our reputation…” he said quietly.

Now that they no longer had the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion as a big tree behind them, what would they do if something went wrong?

When he didn’t mention this, Qi Yue was still hesitating, but hearing him say this made her suddenly clear-headed.

“Although I may not be able to save his life, rather than watching him die helplessly, I’d rather try,” she said, standing straight and looking at these people.

Hu San was stunned—that wasn’t what he meant…

Liu Pucheng, who had been about to say something, no longer spoke, looking at Qi Yue with a slight nod, his eyes full of relief.

The men looked at this woman. Her face was more beautiful than any they had ever seen, but beyond beauty, there was more spirit—that confident spirit.

“Good!” they finally nodded, gritting their teeth.

“Then please sign the surgical consent form,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San immediately brought over a piece of paper.

The men looked at each other.

“We can’t read,” one of them said. “What does this say?”

“This contains information about the condition and surgical risks—everything I’ve already told you. If something happens to the patient, we need to be exempt from responsibility,” Qi Yue said.

“Good.” The leader extended his hand, dipped it in the vermillion ink Hu San held, and pressed his fingerprint.

“Prepare for emergency chest surgery. The surgical objective is to remove the hematoma,” Qi Yue said, putting down the charcoal and looking at everyone.

“Yes!” the disciples responded in unison.

The atmosphere in Qianjin Hall immediately became tense.

Chapter 220: Sowing Discord
Various necessary medicinal decoctions were being prepared, and the operating room began sterilization.

The room normally used for lectures was serving as the doctor’s office. At this moment, the surgical personnel selected by Qi Yue all stood here, except for Coffin Boy.

Liu Pucheng would handle anesthesia, while A’Ru, Zhang Tong, and Hu San would manage instruments and also serve as second and third assistants. As for the first assistant, only Coffin Boy would do.

This surgery was different from previous ones—a large chest opening would be quite shocking for the disciples. The only one they could trust was Coffin Boy, who was constantly around dead bodies.

“But there’s still one most important problem,” Qi Yue said. “That’s blood transfusion. Although we don’t yet know how much bleeding this chest surgery will involve, blood transfusion is certainly inevitable. I don’t have blood testing strips now, so there’s only one method—autologous blood transfusion.”

“Autologous blood transfusion?” Liu Pucheng asked. “Using one’s own blood for oneself?”

“Exactly. Originally this type of transfusion requires dilution, but extracorporeal circulation blood recovery machines… these things…” Qi Yue said, sighing.

None of these things were available…

“Then we can only take the risk. After opening the chest, I’ll ligate the arteries, let his blood flow back into the circulatory system, then use siphoning to extract internal bleeding and inject it back intravenously…” Qi Yue said, writing and drawing on the blackboard with charcoal. “This way, we might be able to avoid hemorrhagic shock.”

Liu Pucheng and the others didn’t understand this either.

“Little Qi, don’t be afraid. As doctors, as long as we have a clear conscience, we have nothing to fear,” he said with a smile.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Teacher, I’m not afraid,” she also smiled. “I just want to do my best.”

After speaking, she put down the charcoal.

“Teacher, Little Coffin is here. Please explain today’s surgery to him,” she said.

Liu Pucheng nodded and agreed.

“Then everyone prepare,” Qi Yue clapped her hands. “Hu San, come with me. We’re going to find tools.”

When Qi Yue and Hu San rushed out of Qianjin Hall, a carriage was heading toward Yongqing Prefecture.

“Is this really true?” Old Physician An asked with a grave expression.

“Yes, Father. It’s spread all over outside the city, so it must be true,” Young Physician An said, barely concealing his excitement. “That woman has no wifely virtue. The Marquis Dingxi’s mansion should have long ago…”

Before he could finish, Old Physician An picked up his walking stick and struck him.

“Get out! If you’re disrespectful to your grand-master again, I’ll forbid you from practicing medicine!” he scolded sternly.

Grand-master! Although Young Physician An was indignant inside, he knew his father meant what he said about certain things, so he didn’t dare speak and sat outside.

When Coffin Boy hurried over, he met Qi Yue just as she was entering.

“You’re here. Excellent, hurry up. We need to meet and discuss the surgery again,” Qi Yue said directly.

Coffin Boy’s gaze fell on what she held in her hands.

Chisels, saws, iron pliers, iron wire…

“Have everything boiled,” Qi Yue handed all the items to two disciples.

The two disciples took them with pale faces.

In the room, the blackboard covered with writing was still there. Liu Pucheng led Coffin Boy to look at everything one by one. Here, Qi Yue picked up the charcoal again and began explaining.

“…For this surgery, I’m using a median sternotomy approach, cutting through the skin…” she said, marking the chest anatomy diagram. “…sawing through the sternum from top to bottom…”

Hearing this, Hu San and the others couldn’t help but gasp and cover their mouths.

“That… that…” he stammered.

“This approach minimizes damage to the pleural cavity and provides good surgical exposure,” Qi Yue said, ignoring Hu San and continuing her explanation. “Then I’ll explore the mediastinal thymus until I find the hematoma, clear it, and suture the bleeding points…”

Coffin Boy stared intently at her hands and diagrams, his eyes bright with excitement.

Previously he had only seen dead people. Finally, there was a chance to see a living person…

A living person cut open…

This was truly thrilling…

“After eliminating the hematoma, I’ll use wire to fix the sternum. Then I’ll use sub-total layer continuous suturing…” Qi Yue continued, rapidly writing and drawing on the blackboard.

Liu Pucheng and the others held their breath listening. The surgery hadn’t even begun, but just hearing Qi Yue’s explanation made their hair stand on end.

What kind of technique was this? My heavens, where did she learn this!

After explaining everything that needed explaining and giving everyone a basic understanding of the surgery, Qi Yue put down the charcoal and took a deep breath.

“Then, let’s begin,” she said.

“Yes!” Liu Pucheng and the others responded in unison.

As they spoke and left the classroom, heading toward the sterilization room, the patient’s family members squatting in the courtyard saw them.

“Hey, hey!” they immediately shouted loudly, pointing at Coffin Boy. “What is this unlucky person doing here?”

Coffin Boy stopped.

“He’s my assistant,” Qi Yue said. “Whether this surgery succeeds depends entirely on him.”

This statement made the men stare wide-eyed, momentarily unable to react as they watched Qi Yue pull Coffin Boy inside.

“Third Brother,” one man came to his senses and looked at the leader. “Is this going to work? Everything here seems strange.”

The man called Third Brother looked down at the paper in his hand—the surgical consent form Qi Yue had asked him to sign.

“Plug, take this and find someone on the street to read it. See what it actually says,” he said quietly.

Plug acknowledged and took the paper outside. The disciples in Qianjin Hall were too busy to notice, and besides, family members had to avoid the surgery and couldn’t enter the intensive care unit afterward. Whether these people were here or not didn’t matter much.

After leaving, Plug didn’t know whom to ask, but he was clever enough to know that if he asked near Qianjin Hall, these people might collude with them and not tell him the truth. So he walked straight out.

Not far from East Street, he happened to see a pharmacy. Since they were all medical practitioners, professionals would surely understand professionals. Plug stepped inside.

He grabbed a young assistant and handed him the document.

“Young brother, read what this says for me,” he said.

Seeing this person wasn’t here to buy medicine or seek treatment, the assistant ignored him.

“I’m busy. If you want documents read, go find a scribe on the street,” he said impatiently, pointing outside.

“Just read it when I ask you to! Why are you doctors covering for each other!” Plug had no patience and immediately glared and shouted. “Quickly tell me what Qianjin Hall wrote!”

The assistant trembled with fright, drawing attention from those around. A plump middle-aged man walked over and took the paper from Plug.

“You say Qianjin Hall wrote this for you?” he asked.

The assistant called out “Boss,” and the middle-aged man waved him away. The assistant quickly left.

Plug looked the man over, saw his dress, and knew he was the pharmacy’s proprietor. He nodded and explained the situation.

The middle-aged man had already finished reading the document, showing a surprised and disdainful smile.

“How ridiculous. How can they make people sign such a life-and-death document?” he said, shaking his head.

Seeing him shake his head, Plug immediately panicked.

“What does it say?” he asked hurriedly.

“This says that your relative is entrusted to them. Life and death are matters of fate, unrelated to their Qianjin Hall. How can it be unrelated? In treating illness and saving lives, if cured it’s related, but if not cured it’s unrelated? Really…” the middle-aged man said with dissatisfaction, shaking the paper and looking at Plug. Seeing this man had a rough air about him, he couldn’t help but smile slightly. “Is your family member being treated at Qianjin Hall?”

Plug nodded and hurriedly explained everything from beginning to end, even including what the first doctor had said.

The middle-aged man’s eyes narrowed. When he heard Plug mention that Coffin Boy had also come, his eyes widened suddenly.

“What?” he exclaimed, but then stopped and nodded. “Indeed, indeed…”

But he said nothing more.

This exclamation and repeated “indeed” made Plug even more panicked.

“Boss, what’s wrong?” he asked.

The middle-aged man shook his head and sighed, looking at him with some pity.

“Young man, go back and prepare for the funeral,” he said quietly.

Plug was immediately stunned.

“But, but that doctor said there was some hope of a cure…” he cried.

The middle-aged man smiled mysteriously. He looked outside, then pulled Plug to a corner and lowered his voice.

“Foolish boy, do you know what Coffin Boy does?” he said quietly.

“Watches over the mortuary,” Plug answered.

“Besides that, he does other things,” the middle-aged man lowered his voice further. “This is something only we doctors know—he also plays with corpses, using knives to cut them open and examine the internal organs…”

Plug’s eyes immediately widened, and he couldn’t catch his breath.

“We won’t hide this from you—many doctors go to him to buy corpses, practicing medicine by studying corpses and examining internal organs. I can see you’re a martial artist, so you know how martial arts improve, right?” the middle-aged man continued quietly.

Plug nodded.

“More practice…” he said dazedly.

“Exactly.” The middle-aged man patted his shoulder, looking at him with sympathy and pity. “Qianjin Hall can perform abdominal surgery on people—how do you think they practiced for that?”

Plug stood there stunned, then let out a howl and rushed outside.

This howl startled the middle-aged man, but he quickly recovered and smiled happily.

He reached into his sleeve and pulled out a letter, shook it, then smugly tucked it back.

“There’s excitement to watch,” he muttered to himself, then walked away humming a tune.

At this moment in Qianjin Hall, the surgical team had finished sterilization and entered the operating room.

This was everyone’s second time entering, but the tension remained. After all, last time was a child’s oral and nasal area, but this time was an adult’s chest. Just looking at the hammers, scissors, and saws on the rack was frightening enough.

“Anesthesia complete,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded and took her position. Seeing her ready, Coffin Boy also took his place. He had been instructed about his position last time. A’Ru moved the instruments while Zhang Tong and Hu San opened the surgical drapes and secured them with clamps.

“Now performing emergency chest surgery. Prepare for chest opening,” Qi Yue said, extending her hand.

A’Ru placed the scalpel precisely in her hand.

Qi Yue held the knife and made a median sternotomy with left cervical transverse incision. Blood gradually seeped out, and Coffin Boy clamped gauze to wipe it away.

Only rapid breathing could be heard in the operating room.

Outside the operating room, disciples were also observing. When they saw Qi Yue pick up the saw and begin sawing at the patient’s chest, everyone closed their eyes. The timid ones desperately covered their mouths to prevent screaming.

Nearby, Hu San and Zhang Tong had reached their limits. One barely managed to retract while the other’s hands and feet trembled, causing the writing on the surgical record to continuously deform.

“Blood recovery complete,” Liu Pucheng took the blood flowing from the siphon. A’Ru took the porcelain bottle and placed it on the rack, next to the prepared syringes, needles, and the single plastic tube that had been divided into three.

“Mediastinal tension is very high…” Qi Yue said for Hu San to record.

Coffin Boy studied the opened chest cavity intently.

“There’s blood clotting here!” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“This is the thymus, this is the mediastinum… the hematoma extends from the upper mediastinum downward…” Qi Yue said, feeling each area with her hand. “…affecting bilateral mediastinal pleura… this is the left innominate vein… posterior side…”

She spoke, then suddenly stopped.

“Found it! The hematoma is here,” she called out happily, extending her hand. “Now cutting open the fibrous capsule to eliminate the blood clot…”

A’Ru handed her the scalpel. Qi Yue inserted it, and blood suddenly gushed out—bright red and startling, instantly filling their vision.

“Ah!”

Screams immediately rang out in the room. Even Coffin Boy, who was standing close, couldn’t help but let out a low cry.

It wasn’t venous bleeding—it was arterial!

Qi Yue’s mind exploded with a thunderous roar, her hair standing on end as a layer of cold sweat broke out on her back.

Chapter 221: No Escape
The operating room immediately descended into chaos. Seeing the spurting blood, Hu San very simply rolled his eyes back and fainted. Zhang Tong trembled all over, and although he didn’t faint, he was no different from having fainted.

“Qi Yue!” Coffin Boy shouted, reaching out to press down on it.

This call of “Qi Yue” brought Qi Yue back to her senses.

“Gauze!” she shouted.

A’Ru over there had completely lost control, barely managing to stand by supporting herself on the instrument rack.

Coffin Boy reached out and grabbed a thick stack of cloth. Qi Yue began packing it in.

“Adjust the operating table, head down, feet up!” she shouted.

A’Ru, Hu San, and Zhang Tong were no longer of any use. Coffin Boy wasn’t familiar with this bed, so upon hearing this, he went over to lift it himself. Liu Pucheng hurriedly reached over to turn the bed mechanism, and the movable bed board slowly rose.

“Saw…” Qi Yue reached out her hand again.

Coffin Boy froze for a moment.

“What are you going to do?” he asked.

“I need to completely split open the sternum,” Qi Yue said.

Coffin Boy looked at her, his eyes above the mask widening, his breathing becoming even more rapid.

“It’s already like this and you still want to split it open…” he said in a trembling voice.

“Yes, this is a major arterial branch rupture with bleeding. Without extracorporeal circulation technology, I need to immediately find the bleeding location and suture it… gauze, give me gauze, pack and compress to stop the bleeding…” Qi Yue said, her hands never stopping as she packed white cloth piece by piece. “A’Ru, blood transfusion!”

A’Ru wanted to respond “yes,” but she was shaking so much she couldn’t make a sound.

Coffin Boy reached out and took it over.

“How do I do it?” he shouted, looking at these instruments he’d never seen before.

Liu Pucheng stepped forward, took the needle, connected it to the tube, and inserted it into the patient’s vein.

As Qi Yue once again enlarged the incision, the entire operating room seemed to transform into a slaughterhouse.

Outside was also in chaos. Seeing Hu San faint inside, although those outside didn’t have such a direct view of the blood gushing from the chest cavity, they were still frightened into screaming wildly.

The patient’s family members, who had originally been persuaded to wait on the side, were now also panicking.

“What happened? What happened?” they shouted as they rushed forward.

Several disciples tried to stop them but were pushed aside.

The man in the lead rushed to the screen and looked through the gaps, just in time to see Qi Yue raise a saw and pull it across the patient’s chest.

“Murder!” the man let out a wailing cry, his hands banging against the screen with a thud.

The force was so great that the entire screen shook.

Several disciples hurriedly rushed up to stop him.

“This is surgery, surgery is being performed, don’t be afraid,” they shouted in confusion.

“Big brother! Big brother! We’ve been tricked!” Shuanzi rushed in from outside, shouting loudly, “They said that their Qianjin Hall are fraudsters, that they use people… people… for some kind of practice… practice techniques!”

These words confirmed what the man had just seen, and he immediately flew into a rage.

“Break down the door!” he shouted, charging toward the operating room door.

The loud banging on the door stunned everyone in the operating room.

“Hold the door, absolutely cannot let them in,” Qi Yue shouted.

Liu Pucheng immediately rushed over to firmly hold the door. A’Ru, trembling, also wanted to run over. She had just taken a step when she fell down, but she crawled over anyway.

“Can’t come in, can’t come in until the surgery is finished,” Liu Pucheng shouted loudly.

Outside, angry curses and door banging continued.

The disciples outside, hearing their master’s shouts, also came to their senses and desperately rushed forward, both blocking and pulling.

These four men were strong and quickly shook off a group of disciples. One man picked up a chair and smashed it heavily against the door.

Zhang Tong, Liu Pucheng, and A’Ru held it firmly.

To all of this, Qi Yue seemed to hear nothing. She had already opened the incision, removed the packed compression gauze, and began anatomical dissection of the local mediastinum.

Coffin Boy held the suction device, continuously removing blood so she could have a clear view.

Both of their foreheads were covered with sweat, and the clothes under their surgical gowns were soaked through.

“Found it!” Qi Yue let out a low cry. “Left common carotid artery… hemostatic clamp…”

She reached out her hand, and Coffin Boy, holding the suction device with one hand, accurately picked up the clamp with the other and handed it over.

“Finest suture thread,” Qi Yue said, reaching out her hand again.

The needle and thread were accurately handed over. She blinked her eyes, ignoring the dry pain in her eyes, and began suturing.

“There’s still seepage…” she murmured, reaching out her hand once more.

Coffin Boy’s thread was handed over again. Watching her suture again and again, time and the chaotic noise seemed to be shut out. At this moment, except for the buzzing in their ears, they could hear nothing else.

The hourglass in the room flowed grain by grain – a full three and a half hours had already passed.

Coffin Boy withdrew his gaze from the hourglass and continued to focus intently on Qi Yue’s hands, those nimble hands dancing within the human body.

It was at this moment that Old Physician An stopped outside Qianjin Hall.

The commotion almost overturned the entire courtyard.

Young Physician An, hearing the angry curses and wailing from behind, was so frightened his face turned pale.

“Father, Qianjin Hall has definitely gotten into trouble. We shouldn’t go in,” he said hurriedly.

Old Physician An was anxious as fire.

“Quickly push me in!” he struck with his cane.

Young Physician An had no choice but to push him in. This time, no one paid them any attention, and no one laid out door planks for them. All the disciples had rushed to the back courtyard, leaving the front hall completely empty.

People from the street outside, hearing the commotion, also ran in, completely blocking the back hall door. Young Physician An struggled to push his father through the crowd.

The courtyard was like a pot of boiling dumplings.

The disciples were scattered about, in groups of two, three, four, or five, each grappling with a strong man, either hugging legs or waists. No matter how the strong men swung their big fists wildly, they held on tightly and refused to let go.

One strong man let out a frenzied roar, shaking off the four disciples clinging to him, and his whole body crashed toward the door.

Young Physician An turned his head away.

“What’s happening?” Old Physician An asked loudly, his expression anxious.

“They’re saying it’s murder…” said some onlooking crowd members.

This time the door was broken open by half. The man shouted as he tried to rush in, but the disciples on the ground desperately threw themselves forward, clinging tightly to the man’s legs and feet.

The man roared and kicked, but couldn’t shake them off.

Just then the door opened.

“What’s all this shouting about? Get out of the way, the surgery is finished!” Liu Pucheng shouted.

This was the first time Liu Pucheng had spoken so loudly. The noisy courtyard immediately quieted down, and all those struggling and fighting looked over.

What?

“The surgery is finished. Now it’s intensive care. No one is allowed to enter,” Liu Pucheng said.

He finished speaking and turned around to look inside.

“Xiao Qi, should we keep him here or move him to the adjacent ward…” he said.

Qi Yue was walking over, her eyes red from sweat irritation looking over.

“Move him… the contamination here is too severe… Teacher…” she said wearily. Before she could finish, she cried out in alarm and rushed forward to grab Liu Pucheng and pull him aside.

“Give me back my brother’s life!” The big man, taking advantage of everyone’s stunned state, finally broke free from his restraints. He took a step forward, his big fist swinging hard.

Amid everyone’s screams, Qi Yue, who had pulled Liu Pucheng aside, met it head-on. Without even a chance to cry out, she fell backward, tumbling into the arms of Coffin Boy who was right behind her with a cry of alarm, and fainted.

When night fell heavily, the prison became even more gloomy.

The groans and wails of prisoners continuously echoed, and the bloody stench in the air made the place even more unbearable.

Two guards hurriedly ran, trying to catch up with the rapidly walking youth ahead.

Huang Ziqiao kicked open the door. Inside, four men were chained and suspended from posts. Without saying a word, Huang Ziqiao grabbed a whip from the side and began beating them mercilessly.

The four men let out restrained cries of pain, but not one begged for mercy.

Huang Ziqiao, being young after all, soon tired from beating and stopped, panting heavily. The men before him were already covered in wounds.

“If Miss Qi…” Huang Ziqiao panted and drank, but when the words reached his lips, he still couldn’t say that word. He grabbed the whip again and lashed out viciously. “You just wait to be flayed and have your bones ground to dust!”

The wounded man let out a cold laugh.

“We lowly people, our lives aren’t worth much, but we’ve never thrown away our lives for nothing…” he said in a hoarse voice. “A life for a life, a debt for a debt…”

Before he could finish, Huang Ziqiao raised the whip and lashed out again.

“You cheap lives, cheap lives, you deserve to die, to die! Even if you died a thousand times, ten thousand times, you wouldn’t be worth one Miss Qi…” he shouted, lashing down viciously. “Go die, you go die, go die!”

Night passed and dawn broke dimly. Someone was running in small steps down the street, stopping outside Qianjin Hall.

The door of Qianjin Hall was open. Chang Chunlan, with tear-blurred eyes, supported herself against the door, caught her breath for a moment, then rushed in.

In the ward, two beds each had someone lying on them, with disciples checking on them.

“…the temperature is high… Physician An, this person’s temperature is high…” A’Ru turned from the bedside with a choked voice.

At the other bed, Old Physician An in his wheelchair heard and turned his head.

“Let him die!” Hu San said viciously from the side. “We shouldn’t have kept him, should have thrown him out…”

Old Physician An looked at him.

“Then wouldn’t Master’s efforts have been wasted?” he said.

Saying this, he looked toward the bed where Qi Yue lay quietly. If not for the two wooden boards fixed to her head and the ice pack on her forehead, anyone would think she was just sleeping.

Old Physician An couldn’t help but recall this woman’s bright smile, aggressive but not annoying. His eyes couldn’t help but sting, and he touched his own leg. As physicians, was this kind of fate destined…

He remembered what his old wife had said: “You doctors saving lives, that’s opposing the King of Hell. How could the King of Hell spare you…”

He sighed softly and turned his wheelchair around.

“Let me take a look,” he said, moving toward the other bed.

Chang Chunlan supported herself against the door, crying as she collapsed to the ground, looking through tear-blurred eyes at Qi Yue on the bed.

The early spring weather in the capital still carried a chill. After a patch of dark clouds, mixed rain and snow fell. Chang Yuncheng, wrapped in a large cloak, stepped into the military camp, his shoulders already covered with ice crystals.

“Departing on the first day of the fourth month,” he said to the military officers seated around the room. “The Ministry of War has set the date.”

“Excellent! I’ve been feeling stifled for so long,” a red-clothed military officer laughed.

Chang Yuncheng also smiled slightly, though the smile never reached his eyes.

“My Lord!” came an urgent call from outside. “A carrier pigeon has arrived from home.”

Carrier pigeon. Chang Yuncheng froze, then suddenly lifted the curtain and went out.

Taking the message tube from the kneeling guard and removing the small rolled paper, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but tremble slightly.

No news was good news, so then…

He took a deep breath and opened it, immediately turning deathly pale.

Chapter 222: What to Rely On
When the night grew deep, groans could be heard from the ward.

Hu San entered without good humor.

“What’s all this shouting! Where does it hurt you to death!” he scolded in a low voice.

The injured man on the bed stopped his cries of pain, his eyes slightly confused as he looked at him.

“What are you shouting about? How could it not hurt?” A’Ru lifted the patient’s bedsheet and carefully wiped the wound with white cloth soaked in disinfectant medicine.

This was naturally very painful, but the patient endured it forcefully.

Hu San sat angrily by the other bed, looking at Qi Yue who was still unconscious, his eyes reddening again.

A’Ru seriously completed the disinfection and looked up to see Hu San sitting there wiping away tears.

“Miss,” the patient called out weakly.

A’Ru looked at him.

“Is there anywhere you feel uncomfortable?” she asked softly.

“What exactly happened to me?” the patient asked in a low voice. He couldn’t speak loudly – any exertion would cause pain that could make him faint. “I remember I died…”

“You did die! Someone traded their life for yours!” Hu San couldn’t help but sob and shout.

“You go out,” A’Ru scolded.

Hu San’s mouth trembled, but he finally wiped his tears and went out.

“Miss, what exactly happened?” the injured man murmured, turning his head to look at the woman lying on the bed over there. “Where is this?”

A’Ru sighed and didn’t answer him. Instead, she checked his drainage tube, looked again uncertainly, then pulled out a pile of papers from the table beside her, carefully examining them for a moment before checking again.

The man couldn’t help but let out groans of pain.

“Blood pressure is dropping…” A’Ru’s face showed some panic as she looked at the blood pressure gauge with a trembling voice. She looked toward Qi Yue on the bed beside her, and tears finally couldn’t help but flow down. “Qi…”

She rushed over and grabbed Qi Yue’s arm.

“Qi Yue, Qi Yue,” she called out repeatedly. “Wake up quickly. The blood pressure is dropping, what should we do?”

Liu Pucheng pushed Old Physician An in, and seeing this scene, his eyes felt slightly dry.

“Miss A’Ru, don’t shake Master now,” Old Physician An said.

A’Ru immediately let go and leaned against the bed crying. After crying for a moment, she wiped her tears.

“Over there. The blood pressure dropped…” she pointed at the injured man.

Old Physician An nodded, and Liu Pucheng pushed him over. Old Physician An carefully checked the pulse and examined the patient.

“Use some pain-relieving medicine,” he said.

Liu Pucheng responded yes.

Old Physician An carefully questioned the injured man about how it hurt and where it hurt.

“…Here…” the injured man said breathlessly, pointing to his chest. “It hurts so much, when I breathe, it hurts, hurts to death… it’s like the bones are moving…”

“A rib was removed,” Liu Pucheng said quietly. “The sternum is fixed with wire, could it be… loose?”

What?

The injured man was stunned hearing this. What?

Old Physician An checked the pulse again.

“Get bandages, secure his chest area more firmly, tie him to the bed,” he said. “I’ll prescribe two more doses of medicine, but if it’s really loose… then we really have no solution, we can only wait…”

He turned his head to look at Qi Yue.

Wake up, your treatment isn’t finished yet. How can we manage if you abandon this situation…

Liu Pucheng sighed, then pushed him to Qi Yue’s bedside.

Old Physician An checked her pulse and examined her mouth and nose.

“Use modified Xuefu Zhuyu Decoction,” he said. “Add modified Tongqiao Huoxue Decoction.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Thank goodness you’re here, otherwise…” he said quietly, his voice still hoarse.

Old Physician An said nothing but patted his hand.

The two went out.

In the room, Wang Tongye was waiting anxiously. Seeing them come over, he stood up and without asking, knew the answer from their expressions, so he sat back down.

The room fell into silence.

“Where are the people? Why won’t you let me in? Move aside, I want to see my daughter-in-law, why shouldn’t I be allowed…”

Commotion came from outside, along with Marquis Dingxi’s loud voice.

Wang Tongye felt his anger instantly ignite.

“Chang Rong!” he stepped out and shouted. “Who told you to come? Get out!”

Marquis Dingxi was stunned by the scolding, looked at Wang Tongye, then his face flushed red.

“You old thing, what are you doing here? You’re the one who should get out!” he shouted, remembering that when his daughter-in-law left home, this old man was the first to come pick her up!

“What business is it of yours!” he cursed angrily and spat.

Wang Tongye stood under the eaves, glaring at him angrily.

“You still have the face to come! If not for you, would she be like this?” he shouted, his body trembling with anger.

These words pleased Marquis Dingxi, and his eyes couldn’t help but brighten.

Right, right, if not for this woman not listening to him, how could there be today’s sudden disaster?

See, see, this was all this woman’s fault!

He, Marquis Dingxi, was affectionate and righteous, a big person who didn’t hold grudges against small people…

Seeing Marquis Dingxi’s expression, Wang Tongye could easily guess his thoughts and became even more angry.

“Get out, get out,” he shouted. “Beat him out, beat him out.”

Marquis Dingxi was startled.

“You dare!” he glared and shouted.

Indeed someone dared – Hu San was the first to grab a bench and charge over.

Marquis Dingxi stumbled out of Qianjin Hall in some embarrassment.

“You, you!” he jumped with anger, looking at the pointing and whispering people on the street. “I’m being magnanimous, coming to see her, giving her a chance to return, what are you making a fuss about!”

Wang Tongye followed out and looked at him with a cold smile.

“Chang Rong, I tell you, you no longer have this chance. As soon as Miss Qi wakes up, I’ll arrange her engagement as my eldest grandson’s wife!” he said loudly.

At these words, the onlookers were stunned, and Marquis Dingxi was even more astonished.

So this old thing had this plan all along…

No wonder he protected Yueniang so much back then…

So it wasn’t for his sake, but he had harbored evil intentions from the beginning!

This old thing…

Stealing another man’s wife and daughter! Irreconcilable!

“You shameless old man, I’ll report you!” Marquis Dingxi cursed angrily, pointing at Wang Tongye.

“Report me? You still have the face to report me!” Wang Tongye spat. “You should first think about how to explain to the Emperor! Go back and read the memorial properly! Wake up! Fool!”

Outside the door, the servants of both sides finally pulled the two old men apart, avoiding the embarrassment of a street scene. Both sides left angrily, and quiet finally returned to the front of Qianjin Hall.

The people of Qianjin Hall paid no attention to all the commotion outside. Though their expressions were heavy, they all quietly did what they needed to do.

When dawn broke faintly, a horse galloped on the main road outside the city gate. With a neigh, the horse collapsed to the ground, foaming at the mouth and unable to rise again.

Chang Yuncheng leaped from the horse almost simultaneously, his steps not stopping as he charged straight toward the city gate, his urgent footsteps breaking through the misty morning fog on the street.

“Who goes there?” The door of Qianjin Hall was kicked open, and an early-rising disciple cried out in alarm. Before he could see clearly, a figure ran past him.

A’Ru had just stepped out of the room when she was startled by the person who rushed before her.

“My Lord?” she called out in disbelief, looking at the man before her.

The man’s hair was disheveled, his face unshaven and gaunt. If not for being too familiar, she would hardly recognize him.

Chang Yuncheng ignored her and was about to charge into the room.

A’Ru reached out and hugged his arm, firmly holding him back.

“My Lord, disinfect first,” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng, who had already stepped into the room with A’Ru, stopped and came back out. He looked at A’Ru and opened his mouth, but found he could no longer make a sound.

A’Ru’s tears had already poured out. She turned and led the way to the disinfection room.

When Old Physician An and Liu Pucheng entered the ward again, they saw Chang Yuncheng sitting by Qi Yue’s bedside. Having been instructed not to move her, he was just tightly gripping Qi Yue’s hand that hung at her side.

“My Lord has come,” Old Physician An said without any emotional fluctuation, as if he naturally belonged there.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention, his gaze fixed on the woman’s face, gripping her hand tightly without moving.

“My Lord, it’s good you’re here. I plan to use long needles,” Old Physician An said.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng look at him, but he didn’t speak.

“Because they’ll be inserted entirely into the brain, it’s very dangerous. If it goes well, Master will wake up. If not, she’ll die immediately,” Old Physician An said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him, still not speaking, only gripping Qi Yue’s hand tighter.

“Master is an orphan with no relatives. My Lord had a hundred-year bond with her, so you could be said to be her closest person. You should make the decision,” Old Physician An said.

Hearing these words, Chang Yuncheng’s already bloodshot eyes became even redder. He buried his head beside Qi Yue for a moment.

“Then treat her quickly,” he raised his head and said hoarsely. “This woman has such great courage, how could she fear death?”

Old Physician An looked at him and nodded.

Although they had seen the terrifying and bloody chest and abdominal surgeries, when A’Ru saw Old Physician An inserting thin, long gold needles into Qi Yue’s head one by one, she still turned away, her body trembling as she bit her hand and let tears flow freely.

One needle after another, filling seven different locations, and as Old Physician An gently twisted them, the room became completely silent. Even the injured man suffering from pain forced himself to endure and watched intently.

A quarter-hour later, Old Physician An finally finished one round of needle manipulation but didn’t remove the needles.

“After one hour, I’ll manipulate the needles again,” he said. After saying this, he leaned back in his wheelchair, clearly exhausted.

Liu Pucheng said nothing and hurriedly pushed him out.

When night fell, the room was filled with people, and the outside was also crowded. Everyone watched Qi Yue anxiously and tensely, but she remained motionless.

“If she doesn’t wake up before midnight,” Old Physician An said quietly, “then…”

He didn’t continue, but everyone understood the meaning.

A’Ru was the first to break down emotionally. She cried out loudly and ran out.

Liu Pucheng’s face was also deathly pale. Having remained calm since the incident, he finally couldn’t control his trembling body.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression didn’t change. He just gripped Qi Yue’s hand tightly.

“Yueniang, Yueniang,” he murmured, leaning close to Qi Yue’s ear. “You stinking woman, knocked unconscious by one punch, how embarrassing…”

As night deepened, the people inside and outside the room gradually dispersed. The red lanterns of Qianjin Hall were taken down one by one.

Huang Ziqiao stood outside the door and immediately became anxious when he saw the white lantern being hung by a disciple. He stepped forward and kicked it down.

“Who told you to hang that! Who told you to hang that!” he cursed, tearing the lantern down and stomping on it viciously.

In the room, Chang Yuncheng had talked until his lips cracked and bled, his throat so hoarse it couldn’t be heard, but he still leaned close to Qi Yue’s ear and kept talking, saying words that only he could understand.

A’Ru and A’Hao had prepared clothes and knelt on the ground. The two maids had no more tears left and sat there numbly.

Only Chang Yuncheng’s murmuring voice filled the room. Suddenly, Chang Yuncheng’s voice stopped.

“Chang Yuncheng…” a faint voice sounded.

A’Ru and A’Hao suddenly sat up, looking toward the bed in disbelief.

“Chang Yuncheng…” Qi Yue’s lips moved, making a weak sound, and at the same time, her hand hanging at her side slowly clenched.

A’Ru gasped heavily, staggered to her feet, and backed away.

“Doctor, doctor…” she suddenly rushed out, her heart-wrenching voice piercing the night sky. “She’s awake, she’s awake…”

The courtyard outside immediately erupted, everyone seeming to surge in this direction. Chang Yuncheng couldn’t hear the commotion. He gripped Qi Yue’s hand tightly, buried his head in her shoulder, and finally let out a sound that was half crying, half laughing.

Chapter 223: Fear of Feelings
It was already past midnight, yet Qianjin Hall was as bright as day.

Qi Yue still lay on the bed with her eyes closed, the murmuring from before seeming like an illusion.

“I really saw it!” A’Ru cried, not knowing whether she was trying to convince the crowd or herself. “My Lord, you heard it too, didn’t you? The Young Mistress was calling your name.”

Chang Yuncheng still knelt half-beside the bed, tightly gripping Qi Yue’s hand. He could no longer speak, only staring fixedly at the woman who remained in deep sleep.

She was calling him, she was calling him. He couldn’t have heard wrong.

His mind only repeated this sentence.

At this moment, she was calling his name…

If, if he hadn’t left, how could today’s events have happened…

But there were never any “ifs” in this world.

He had said that when others bullied her, he would be the first to come help her…

But he had never done it. All he had ever done was just talk.

He couldn’t do anything, couldn’t give her anything.

Chang Yuncheng buried his head beside Qi Yue again, his body trembling uncontrollably.

“Master is temporarily out of danger,” Old Physician An finally finished his examination.

With these words, even the man in the adjacent bed felt his heart finally drop from his throat, though his heart still hung in his throat – a reaction he’d had since learning his chest had been split open and a rib removed.

The others in the room also couldn’t help but let out suppressed cheers of joy.

A’Ru and A’Hao cried as they embraced each other.

“Then why isn’t she awake yet?” Liu Pucheng, being a physician, could still maintain his composure to ask.

Temporarily out of danger – but what about later?

When Liu Pucheng asked this question, the happy people immediately became tense again, looking toward Old Physician An.

A’Ru and A’Hao held each other, tears flowing, not daring to move.

“Let’s give her medicine first,” Old Physician An finally said.

A spouted pot was brought over, and Liu Pucheng personally administered the medicine. Whether it was discomfort from force-feeding or the medicine being too bitter, the unconscious Qi Yue frowned and her head moved slightly.

“There’s a reaction! Really a reaction!” Hu San, who was standing close, suddenly cried out, pointing at Qi Yue on the bed, then burst into loud sobs.

“Master, I’ve wronged you! I’m useless!” He slapped himself repeatedly. “I, Hu San, was never really a person to begin with. I pestered and bothered you to call me master, but how could I be worthy? I knew I wasn’t worthy, yet you really treated me as a disciple, closer than a real brother, closer than a real son…”

These words sounded amusing, but at this moment, no one laughed.

“That money you gave me whenever I asked, however much I wanted, you gave it. Those blueprints, those blueprints that even amazed craftsmen – Master, even a real son wouldn’t be treated so kindly! I’m useless, I can’t do anything. I only cause trouble and create chaos. I’m mud that can’t stick to the wall. I fainted during surgery, I fainted when you were beaten. What am I living for? What use is my life!” Hu San beat his chest and stomped his feet, nearly mad with grief.

Liu Pucheng shook his head and signaled two disciples to carry him out.

Old Physician An said the patient needed quiet rest, so everyone reluctantly withdrew.

Throughout all this, Chang Yuncheng remained kneeling by the bed, motionless.

“My Lord, please go rest. Haven’t you been traveling for days…” A’Ru hesitated before saying.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention.

A’Hao wiped her tears and brought a cup of water.

“My Lord, at least drink some water…” she said chokingly. “If you’re like this, the Young Mistress will feel uneasy knowing about it.”

Making her uneasy…

He could give her nothing, hadn’t even said a kind word to her. It was always her who accommodated him, coaxed him…

Making her uneasy – are you, Chang Yuncheng, even human…

Chang Yuncheng raised his head, took the teacup, and drank it in one gulp.

“Food,” his hoarse throat finally managed to utter.

A’Ru quickly nodded.

“Go quickly,” she said.

A’Hao hurried off and soon returned with food. Chang Yuncheng wolfed it down completely.

A’Ru and A’Hao watched and began crying again.

How many days had he been hungry? From the capital to here, had he not stopped along the way, not eating, not drinking, not sleeping…

After eating, Chang Yuncheng seemed more alert.

“You should go rest. I’ll watch over her,” Chang Yuncheng said.

A’Ru and A’Hao shook their heads.

“Go on. Only when you’re rested can you better watch over and protect her. She can only depend on you now,” Chang Yuncheng said hoarsely. “Only you can truly take care of her.”

A’Ru lowered her head to wipe tears, responded yes, then went to check on the patient over there. Following requirements, she took his temperature, checked his blood pressure, and used a stethoscope to listen to his heart and lungs.

The patient looked at A’Ru, and this burly man couldn’t help but redden around the eyes.

“Miss, you’re a good person,” he said.

A’Ru was startled by his words.

“I’ve wronged you all, yet you still take such care of me. Your mistress is in such critical condition, yet you still don’t forget to do these things…” the patient said hoarsely, pointing at the blood pressure monitor and stethoscope in A’Ru’s hands.

A’Ru looked down at the items in her hands.

“If you say I’m working hard…”

He said this and smiled.

“I’m working hard – what am I working hard for? If I can work hard, it’s what I deserve, it’s my honor,” he said, burying his head in the bed again. “Yueniang, I don’t dare to think…”

The patient beside him had never wished so much to be in pain – it would be better to faint from pain.

He was sad, upset, and ashamed, wishing he could die, yet he couldn’t die.

He finally couldn’t help but sob.

“My Lord, it’s I who harmed your wife. My life is worthless, my death wouldn’t be regrettable,” he cried.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up, took several steps to his side, looming over the man on the bed like a mountain of oppressive force.

The man had been through violence and seen all kinds of situations, but in front of this man, he felt momentarily suffocated.

“Your life used to be worthless, but from now on, your life was given by her, so it’s very valuable!” Chang Yuncheng said hoarsely. “If you dare die on me, Guan Qingniu, all one hundred and thirty-six people in your Yanyun Stronghold will accompany you in death.”

The man’s face turned livid.

“You, how do you know I…” he stammered.

“I, Chang Yuncheng, have never kept my word to this woman. I’ve been untrustworthy in front of her,” Chang Yuncheng didn’t answer his question but pointed at Qi Yue. “But I, Chang Yuncheng, consider myself someone who keeps his word to others – once spoken, it’s like four horses can’t catch up, what I say I will do!”

Guan Qingniu said nothing more, only looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“So you live for me. If you die, your people won’t survive either,” Chang Yuncheng said again. After speaking, he no longer looked at him. Because he had been kneeling for too long, his legs were stiff. He slowly moved back to Qi Yue’s side step by step and knelt down again, gripping Qi Yue’s hand tightly.

“Yueniang,” he leaned close to Qi Yue’s face, carefully touching it. “Yueniang.”

But he said nothing more in the end, only repeated this name, over and over.

Guan Qingniu couldn’t help but shed tears, feeling that this man’s calling of that name was the most heart-wrenching thing he’d ever heard. He remembered long ago, watching his own woman and the child in her belly die under bandits’ hooves, that feeling of despair and helplessness, that sense of emptiness in the world, being alone with nowhere to turn, wanting to grasp something but unable to grasp anything…

When dawn broke dimly, Old Physician An came in again for acupuncture. Shortly after this treatment, Qi Yue’s breathing could be felt to have stabilized considerably.

“My Lord, you can rest assured,” Old Physician An said after checking her pulse and carefully examining Qi Yue’s eyes.

At these words, Chang Yuncheng swayed slightly, his free hand supporting himself on the bed.

“When will Miss Qi wake up?” Liu Pucheng asked.

He was a physician, but at this moment he asked questions like an ignorant family member, showing that the saying “doctors can’t treat themselves” was true.

Old Physician An signaled for the spouted pot to administer medicine.

A’Ru personally fed Qi Yue the medicine.

“I estimate around tonight,” Old Physician An finally said.

Tonight…

Chang Yuncheng looked at the quietly sleeping woman’s face, feeling his heart pound so hard he might suffocate.

She would see him…

Let her see him…

What face did he have to let her see him…

Learning this news, everyone came. Seeing Chang Yuncheng, Chang Chunlan and the Second Madam were both shocked.

“Why did you come back?” they exclaimed.

The Second Madam, exhausted from worry, looked completely different and could no longer walk, being carried in a soft sedan chair. She now sat up in shock from the chair.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t answer.

“Please, don’t tell her,” he said, bowing to both of them. “Don’t tell anyone.”

Chang Chunlan looked puzzled, while the Second Madam sighed in relief and slowly leaned back in the soft sedan chair.

“That you can do this shows you truly care for Yueniang,” she said slowly.

Night finally came amid everyone’s wish to pull the moon and shake the hourglass to hurry time. With Old Physician An’s acupuncture treatment again, Qi Yue moved slightly, her eyelids fluttering.

She was about to wake up. Everyone couldn’t help but crowd forward, but at this moment, Chang Yuncheng, who had been tightly gripping Qi Yue’s hand, let go and slowly backed away.

When his hand released, Qi Yue’s hand began to move, seeming to want to grasp something but unable to, and then her eyes opened.

“Mistress,” A’Ru couldn’t help but rush over, kneeling by the bed and crying.

“Yueniang,” the Second Madam also stood up without help, calling out in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue’s gaze moved, looking confusedly at the faces crowding around her.

“…What…happened to me?” she moved her lips and made a sound.

The room immediately filled with both crying and laughter.

Chang Yuncheng had already moved outside the door, hidden in the night shadows behind the window, watching inside. The crowd blocked his view so he could no longer see the woman’s face, but he still stared intently.

“My Lord, we can’t delay any longer. Leaving without permission and not returning on time is the crime of deceiving the sovereign,” a guard said quietly behind him.

Chang Yuncheng closed his eyes and suddenly turned around.

“You four stay behind,” he said, then strode away with large steps, walking step by step into the night.

Chapter 224: Spring Rain
On the third day after Qi Yue awakened, the year’s first spring rain arrived.

“Elevate the head position,” Qi Yue said, then watched as A’Ru adjusted her position properly.

A’Ru helped her get comfortable, then took notes with a pen.

“The salt water is here,” A’Hao said, carrying a covered bowl as she entered with small steps, her shoulders dampened by rainwater.

Qi Yue smiled and opened her mouth, letting A’Ru perform oral care for her.

Just after finishing, they heard groaning from Guan Qingniu’s bed.

“Check how he’s doing,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

A’Ru quickly went over and inquired quietly.

“Still in pain,” she said.

“Brother, chest surgery is the most painful of all surgical procedures,” Qi Yue said, looking over at him. “Try to use abdominal breathing…” She looked at A’Ru again. “You remember, don’t you? When Ziqiao used it…”

A’Ru nodded and pulled out her notebook to check.

“…How is the post-operative coughing up of phlegm?” Qi Yue asked again.

Hearing them chattering about his condition, Guan Qingniu turned his head over.

“Were you injured by my men?” Guan Qingniu asked again.

Talking more could also relieve pain. It seemed that during these days, although the people of Qianjin Hall hadn’t thrown him out to fend for himself, apart from normal care, probably no one was willing to talk to him. Naturally, no one accompanied him in conversation, so he only had a vague understanding of how he ended up lying here, what treatment he received, and how the doctor got injured.

Qi Yue smiled.

“We can’t blame your men entirely,” she said, taking a deep breath. “After all, these things are incredible. It’s normal for everyone to be frightened. People have seen too little of this kind of treatment. Ignorance is not a crime – consider it my bad luck.”

Guan Qingniu looked at her.

“Did you really cut open my chest?” he asked, eyes widening.

“Yes,” Qi Yue said, extending her hand. “Do some limb exercises with me…”

Guan Qingniu looked at her but didn’t dare reach out.

“You must exercise. This can both promote respiratory movement and prevent atelectasis, joint stiffness, arm contracture, and so on,” Qi Yue said, demonstrating the movements again.

Old Physician An entered at this moment and was startled.

“Master, you shouldn’t talk much or move around right now,” he said.

Qi Yue stuck out her tongue and quickly lowered her hands.

Old Physician An examined both patients separately. Medicine was also brought from the pharmacy, and both Guan Qingniu and Qi Yue took their medicine.

“The drainage tube has been normal all along, right?” Qi Yue asked after putting down the medicine bowl.

A’Ru brought over the nursing records from the past few days for her to see.

“Physician An, thank you. This patient actually didn’t develop post-operative complications. How did you do it?” Qi Yue couldn’t help asking.

She had fainted right after surgery and hadn’t had time to do the important post-operative care and observation, hadn’t even mentioned it. She was surprised that Guan Qingniu had actually passed through the dangerous period after such a crude surgery.

Pulmonary infection, cardiac arrhythmia, and blood loss…

She could hardly believe it herself.

Old Physician An was startled by her question.

“Well, how should I put it?” he stroked his beard and pondered for a moment. “Initially there was heat accumulation in the lung meridian, high fever, chest tightness, coughing, shortness of breath, poor appetite…”

Qi Yue looked through the records while listening – A’Ru had noted everything in detail.

“That’s right. This is pulmonary infection,” she said. “Without intravenous drips and antibiotics, how did you cure it?”

Old Physician An smiled.

“It’s nothing special. Although I don’t know how Master did it, this patient had lung damage, qi stagnation and blood stasis, blocked bowel qi. We should clear heat and detoxify, activate blood and dissolve stasis, purge and attack downward to achieve dispersal and descent, regulate water passages. So I used Houpo and Zhishi to move qi, eliminate distention and fullness, then added Chaihu and Chenpi to soothe the liver and regulate qi, harmonize the middle, and Danggui…” he said slowly.

Qi Yue understood almost nothing of what he said, but she listened carefully, not missing a single word.

On the seventh day, Qi Yue could get out of bed. After carefully examining Guan Qingniu’s condition, she prepared to remove the tubes.

Having not witnessed the surgical scene with his own eyes, Old Physician An was very disappointed and refused to miss even the tube removal this time.

A circle of people stood around the bed.

After this coma, Qi Yue deeply felt the importance of imparting knowledge, so she decided that every treatment would be a teaching session, having all the disciples come to observe.

The sheet covering Guan Qingniu was lifted. The nursing, dressing changes, and disinfection had been mainly handled by A’Ru and Hu San, so most disciples were seeing the wound for the first time. Some felt dizzy and turned their heads away.

“Look properly!” Qi Yue scolded sternly.

The disciple was startled and quickly turned back.

“What’s there to fear? This is like going to battle – if you don’t dare look the enemy in the face, how can you talk about winning!” Qi Yue frowned and scolded.

This was the first time Qi Yue had spoken so harshly. The disciples all stood properly and watched seriously, not daring to look away.

Only then did Qi Yue take the stethoscope and listen carefully.

“A’Ru, you listen and tell me how it sounds,” she said.

A’Ru nodded and took it, listening carefully.

“Breathing sounds… breathing sounds are very clear,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded and signaled the next disciple to come.

After four or five disciples had listened, Qi Yue explained the reactions to various symptoms.

“Good man, I’m going to remove your tubes now,” she said to Guan Qingniu.

Guan Qingniu was indeed a good man, but being watched by so many people and thinking about the two tubes in his chest being pulled out, that nervousness and fear was uncontrollable.

“Take a deep breath, then hold it,” Qi Yue said. “Don’t be afraid.”

With these words, everyone present couldn’t help but take a deep breath and hold it too.

“Don’t be nervous. Do the deep breathing when I tell you to,” Qi Yue smiled, reaching out to unwrap the wound dressing. The wound was more exposed now, and seeing the tubes emerging from the skin, some disciples still couldn’t bear it and felt nauseous.

Soon the drainage tube was pulled out.

“Disinfect,” Qi Yue extended her hand.

A’Ru quickly held up the tray.

“Doctor, doctor, my heart is about to jump out…” Guan Qingniu said tremblingly. This man who wouldn’t blink facing an enemy’s blade was now almost ready to cry.

Too… too terrifying…

“It’s fine, just pulled out, it’s due to pressure,” Qi Yue said, quickly disinfecting and covering with medicated cloth, taping it down. She wrapped and secured the chest binding layers by layers.

“All done. Rest a bit, you can get up and move around this afternoon,” she said.

The prison door opened with a clatter. The four men lying on the ground didn’t move. Since arriving here, they hadn’t expected to leave alive. What did it matter if the door opened or closed? They’d just be dragged out for beatings.

“Hey, get up,” the jailer’s voice called, kicking one of them.

The man didn’t move. The jailer said nothing more, just waved his hand. Several people came over, each grabbing one, and dragged them outside.

The four men were dragged along expressionlessly, but noticed they weren’t heading toward the usual interrogation room – instead, the light grew brighter.

They were going to be executed…

Although they’d guessed this day would come, when it actually arrived, fear filled their hearts, and the youngest began to tremble.

“So what if we’re killed? We avenged big brother – it was worth it!” the leader shouted loudly.

Before he finished speaking, he was thrown out with a thud.

When the four men came to their senses, the prison gate was already closed.

What did this mean?

The four men sat on the ground in bewilderment.

Outside Qianjin Hall, things were as usual – people getting medicine and seeking treatment. The difference was a paper posted at the door with writing and drawings, the simplest introduction to surgical procedures. Quite a few people were gathered around pointing and commenting, with dedicated disciples explaining to amazed onlookers.

“Brother, what do we do?” one man asked.

“What do we do? We have to get big brother’s corpse back! Even if we go to prison again, even if we’re dragged off to be beheaded…” the leader said through gritted teeth.

“Right,” the others responded. Taking a deep breath, they charged in with war cries.

The people of Qianjin Hall were startled. Before they could react, the four men had already rushed to the back courtyard entrance, when suddenly someone attacked from the front. The four men hadn’t had time to assume fighting stances before being pinned to the ground.

“Return our big brother’s corpse, or we’ll burn down your shop…” the man shouted with his face pressed to the ground, feeling the foot on his face applying increasing pressure, blood flowing from his nose.

“Linzi,” a voice called out.

The man froze, struggling to lift his head, and immediately widened his eyes.

Two disciples were supporting a man standing in the doorway. Though thin and weak, it was unmistakably their big brother.

Seeing… seeing a ghost…

Qi Yue also stood in the doorway. She paid no attention to these men who had fallen into madness, but looked at the four men who had subdued them.

They wore Qianjin Hall laborer’s clothing, but their faces were unfamiliar. As Qi Yue looked over, they lowered their heads and walked away – one picking up a medicine-drying basket, another taking a frying pan, but they all looked somewhat strange.

“A’Ru, when did we hire more people?” she asked in confusion. “They seem quite capable, with good skills.”

A’Ru looked slightly flustered.

“A few days ago, Physician Liu said we were short-staffed, so we hired some laborers…” she said, looking down.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, touched her neck, and didn’t ask further. At this moment, the men rushed toward her, kneeling and kowtowing with thuds, and she dismissed the thought entirely.

“Don’t kowtow. I just want to ask you one thing,” Qi Yue said.

“Not just one thing – a hundred, a thousand…” the four men shouted chaotically.

“Who told you that I use living people to practice techniques?” Qi Yue interrupted them, asking slowly.

In the evening, Qi Yue stepped out of Qianjin Hall. This was her first time going out in days. Standing at the door, she felt momentarily dazed.

“I feel like I’m reborn,” she smiled.

A’Ru carefully supported her as they got into the carriage.

“You nearly scared me to death,” she said chokingly, wiping tears.

Qi Yue smiled, then fell silent for a moment.

“A’Ru, when I was unconscious, who came to see me?” she asked hesitantly.

A’Ru lowered her head, wiping tears.

“Master Wang and Madam Wang, the Second Madam, Miss Yinglan, the eldest miss, second miss, third miss… oh, there’s someone you probably can’t guess,” she said, looking up.

Qi Yue looked at her, her eyes brightening, her hands on her knees involuntarily clenching as she held her breath.

“The Marquis also came,” A’Ru smiled.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and slowly leaned back.

“But he couldn’t get in – Master Wang scolded him away,” A’Ru continued smiling.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Really?” she said.

A’Ru nodded, telling her about what happened then, and how everyone was frightened.

Qi Yue listened with a smile.

So it was a hallucination from unclear consciousness.

Really, to have hallucinations about Chang Yuncheng…

She’d forgotten what her previous ex-boyfriend looked like, so this ex-boyfriend could also be forgotten before long…

This… was no big deal. She would forget him.

A carrier pigeon fluttered down. A guard removed the message tube and ran quickly toward Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng was about to mount his horse when he saw the guard approaching with the message tube. His face immediately tensed as he reached out to take it.

“Mistress’s consciousness has recovered. The doctor says she’s fine.”

Chang Yuncheng closed his eyes and finally exhaled in relief, only then realizing his palms were completely covered in sweat.

“My Lord, let’s go,” someone called from ahead.

Chang Yuncheng put away the letter and looked up. Due to the continuous travel without sleep or rest from days before, he looked like he’d shed a layer of skin and was almost unrecognizable at first glance.

He quietly looked toward the southern horizon for a moment, then mounted his horse.

Chapter 225: Progress
When Qi Yue arrived home, there was another scene of jubilation – some crying, some laughing, and it took a while to calm down.

The Second Madam came personally and began crying as soon as she entered.

After just a few days, the Second Madam’s condition had worsened. Qi Yue was frightened and wanted to call for Old Physician An, not knowing how to check her pulse or having various data tests.

“I’m fine. I know my own illness. You’re the one who’s lost weight…” the Second Madam held her hand and said through tears, staring at her intently, causing the tears that had just stopped to flow again.

“Aunt, I haven’t lost weight. It’s just cranial trauma – I’ll be fine with some rest,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “I’m a doctor, I know my own condition.”

Only then did the Second Madam feel relieved, holding Qi Yue’s hand and reluctant to let go.

“You should go back quickly. Your body can’t handle going out, can’t be exposed to wind, can’t get agitated. If something happens to you, what would I do?” Qi Yue said.

This phrase “what would I do” instantly added light to the Second Madam’s previously dim eyes.

“Don’t worry, for your sake, I must hold on until…” she said, then stopped. “Yueniang, come to the capital with me.”

The capital again.

“Aunt, you absolutely cannot go out now!” Qi Yue refused without hesitation. “Really, I’m not good at treating illnesses. If it’s surgery, I’m fine, but what truly helps patients recover is doctors like Old Physician An. If you’re really worried about your sister-in-law’s illness, you need to find a good imperial physician or something.”

The Second Madam looked at her with some anxiety and wanted to persuade her further.

“Aunt, even if we must go, we have to wait until your health improves and the doctor says you can travel. Then I’ll accompany you,” Qi Yue said, gripping her hand with some hope. “I want to travel too. I’ve never been to the capital. Aunt, the capital must be very grand, right?”

The Second Madam’s expression carried a sense of tragic determination.

“Yes, the capital is very grand,” she said slowly, gripping Qi Yue’s hand tightly with determined eyes. “Aunt will definitely take you there.”

After resting at home for a day, Qi Yue went back to work.

“Resting at home isn’t as good as being at Qianjin Hall. With a doctor watching over me, wouldn’t that be better?” Qi Yue laughed.

Only then did A’Ru and A’Hao stop talking, carefully helping her into the carriage to go to Qianjin Hall.

Arriving at the ward, Old Physician An was checking the patient’s pulse, with two men accompanying him.

Seeing Qi Yue enter, the two men immediately knelt down and kowtowed without saying a word.

“Enough, stop all this kneeling,” Qi Yue waved her hand. She stood beside Old Physician An, carefully watching him check the pulse, examine the patient, and adjust the prescription.

After examining the patient, Old Physician An turned to check Qi Yue’s pulse.

“Old Physician An, I should be fine now. You should go back quickly,” Qi Yue said. Old Physician An had already been here for nearly half a month. “This patient can be discharged in four more days.”

Saying this, she couldn’t help but bow in gratitude.

“Thank you, Physician An, for saving my life,” she said.

Old Physician An quickly helped her up.

“Serving Master is a disciple’s duty,” he said with a smile.

“Oh, Physician An,” Qi Yue couldn’t help but stamp her foot. “Please don’t embarrass me. Without you this time, both I and he would have died! What master and what disciple – it would just be a laughable story in the history books.”

Something like: “A certain madwoman split open chests and cut abdomens to treat diseases, resulting in both deaths – let this be a cautionary tale” – that sort of amusing anecdote.

Old Physician An was amused by her.

“Without you, he would have certainly died,” he said seriously. “Master, such divine skill must be blessed by heaven.”

Liu Pucheng entered at this moment and smiled hearing their conversation.

“Stop being so modest, everyone. Be teachers to each other,” he said.

“Yes, Teacher,” Qi Yue also smiled and said respectfully.

“Look how confused the generational hierarchy has become,” Liu Pucheng said to Old Physician An with a smile.

Amid the laughter, they saw off Old Physician An. Even after his carriage disappeared from view, Qi Yue and the others stood at the door watching for a long time.

“Your body hasn’t recovered yet. Go inside and sit,” Liu Pucheng said to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue nodded and went inside to visit the patient in the ward.

“Don’t be afraid, walk around more,” Qi Yue said, instructing the two men to help the patient walk slowly in the room. “Do some shoulder shrugs…”

“Doctor, big brother’s chest really has…” one man couldn’t help but point at the patient’s chest and ask, “wire tied inside?”

Qi Yue nodded.

“It doesn’t need to be removed. It will grow together with the bone,” she said with a smile.

The men looked horrified.

“Big brother, you’re really made of iron now…” the younger one murmured.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Do you live far away?” she asked again. “Although you’ll be discharged, you need to take the medicine Old Physician An prescribed when you go back, but you still need regular wound disinfection. Will you come personally, or should I teach you?”

All three men nodded simultaneously.

“We’ll come, we’ll come. No matter how far, we’ll come,” they said in unison.

Are you kidding? They were scared to death – they wouldn’t dare do it themselves.

As they spoke, Hu San entered, followed by two disciples carrying trays.

“Time for medicine and dressing change,” Hu San said. He never showed a good face to these men.

The patient took his medicine first, then lay down while one of the disciples changed the dressing and disinfected the wound under Qi Yue’s personal supervision and guidance.

“Master, you should take your medicine too,” Hu San turned to Qi Yue and said respectfully with a smile.

Qi Yue agreed, gave a few more instructions to the patient not to be afraid and to continue moving, then left.

“Shouldn’t the hospital fees be paid?” After Qi Yue left, Hu San looked coldly at the men. “Also, about injuring my master – my master is magnanimous and won’t pursue it, but how do you plan to explain yourselves?”

In the office, Qi Yue drank her medicine while Liu Pucheng looked through several papers.

“…Not bad, simple and easy to understand… letting everyone know that although surgery looks frightening, it’s truly treating illness…” he said nodding.

“I’ve thought it through. First distribute these advertisement papers, then print some booklets about disease prevention and basic health knowledge,” Qi Yue said, putting down the medicine bowl and sticking out her tongue at the bitterness.

Hu San entered and heard this, startled.

“Master, that’s not just common knowledge! Those are secret formulas!” he said hurriedly. “Priceless secret formulas!”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“When more people know about it, it’s no longer a secret formula,” she laughed. “Besides, I’m not counting on making money from this.”

Money had little meaning to her now.

“These basic health tips – I’ve read them, Xiao Qi. That you can do this is a blessing for the people,” Liu Pucheng said seriously.

“It’s just a small effort, nothing special,” Qi Yue said with a smile, feeling somewhat embarrassed by his praise.

“Fine then,” Hu San stopped arguing. “At least we can still make money from surgeries.”

He smiled saying this.

“Master, that Guan Qingniu insisted on paying hospital and surgery fees. We couldn’t stop him – he gave a full fifty gold pieces,” he said with a smile.

Fifty gold pieces!

Both Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng were shocked.

“Too… too much!” Qi Yue said.

“What’s too much? Just the ginseng used for Master was frighteningly expensive,” Hu San said. “Shouldn’t they pay for it?”

Oh, right – she had to pay for taking Qianjin Hall’s medicine too…

“Alright then,” Qi Yue smiled. “Consider it compensation for emotional distress.”

Only then did Hu San nod satisfactorily, folding up the papers.

“I’ll go print these and have them distributed,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded. A’Ru came to ask her to rest. Watching Qi Yue leave, Hu San sighed.

“Things are different now,” he said sadly.

“What’s different?” Liu Pucheng asked.

“Master, do you remember before, that time with the hunters? Master was so fierce, scolding and threatening them. But look at this time – Master didn’t react at all. Instead, she was so gentle with them, and they nearly beat her to death! She didn’t even dare charge them much money…” Hu San said anxiously, his eyes reddening. “After the divorce, a woman alone has lost her support… My heart really…”

He raised his hand, unable to help wanting to wipe his tears.

Liu Pucheng smiled.

“What are you talking about?” he shook his head. “It’s not because of that.”

“Then what’s it because of? Because the one who got hurt wasn’t her? She doesn’t care when she’s injured herself?” Hu San said chokingly, looking puzzled.

This woman seemed to truly not care about herself…

Liu Pucheng was slightly stunned.

“No,” he said, coming to his senses. “Miss Qi has made progress.”

“Progress? What progress? Getting beaten is progress?” Hu San was more confused.

“As a physician, one must have a benevolent heart. This benevolence isn’t just compassion for patients’ pain and suffering, but also understanding their hearts, putting oneself in their position – only then can one truly achieve benevolence,” Liu Pucheng said slowly. “This time, Miss Qi thought from the patients’ perspective, so she was gentle. The ignorant are not to blame, but the knowing are evil.”

Hu San listened in confusion.

“What makes a great physician?” Liu Pucheng asked him solemnly.

These were words disciples had to memorize before entering the profession.

“All great physicians treating illness must calm their spirits and steady their will, without desire or demand, first developing great compassion and pity, vowing to universally save the suffering of all beings. If someone with illness comes seeking help, do not ask about their noble or lowly status, rich or poor, old or young, beautiful or ugly, enemy or friend, Chinese or foreign, foolish or wise – treat all equally as if they were beloved relatives. Also do not look ahead and behind, worrying about fortune and misfortune, protecting and cherishing one’s own life. Seeing their suffering as if it were your own, with deep heartfelt sorrow. Do not avoid danger, day or night, cold or heat, hunger or thirst, fatigue – wholeheartedly rush to rescue without thought of merit or appearance. Thus one can be a great physician for all people. The opposite makes one a great thief among living beings,” Hu San immediately recited.

It started as an unconscious response, but by the end his voice became smooth and his mind clear.

After finishing, Hu San bowed to Liu Pucheng and called him Master.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“So hurry and distribute these, let everyone know what surgery is, what saving lives means. Next time if anyone dares treat Miss Qi this way, you’ll see – Miss Qi definitely won’t let them off,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile, tapping the table.

Hu San made an “oh” sound and left with the papers.

With the patient’s discharge, this incident came to an end. Though the process was dangerous, fortunately the outcome was good.

Several people suddenly burst into a pharmacy, immediately causing chaos without explanation, frightening away those seeking consultations and medicine.

“What did I do wrong? What’s my fault?” the chubby shopkeeper who was grabbed had a flushed face. “If you don’t believe me, go ask – didn’t that Coffin Boy do such things? Go ask those doctors – didn’t they buy corpses from him? What’s wrong with me speculating? I was just speculating. Who told you to believe it…”

This made sense. The leader looked around and released the fat shopkeeper.

“If you mislead my brothers again, I’ll beat you to death!” he said harshly, then waved and left with his men.

“Mislead? How is this misleading? I was clearly giving a well-meaning warning,” the fat shopkeeper said angrily, straightening his disheveled clothes. “These days, it’s really like a dog biting Lü Dongbin – not recognizing a good person’s heart!”

He had just lowered his head when he heard footsteps. Several people rushed in from outside.

“Customer…” He looked up before seeing who it was, when a sack was thrown over him, followed by a rain of fists and clubs.

“Help! They’re beating someone…”

Pig-like screams echoed from the pharmacy.

Chapter 226: Open Retaliation
Seeing that another fight was about to break out, the several shop assistants in the apothecary immediately scrambled under the tables, not daring to come out at all. Fortunately, these people were very principled and moral – they only beat the fat shopkeeper and didn’t harm innocent bystanders.

Only after beating the fat shopkeeper until he couldn’t move on the ground did these people finally stop.

“Bah! You bastard, you came at us in the shadows, so we’ll come at you in the open. We beat you fair and square. Don’t think nobody knows about your guilty conscience – Heaven has eyes! This isn’t over, we’ll see how this plays out!” Hu San cursed, spitting on the fat shopkeeper’s body. With a wave of his hand, he led several disciples carrying sticks and left.

The crowd of onlookers outside dispersed with a commotion.

“Help! Violence! Violence! Quick, report to the officials…” the fat shopkeeper moaned, struggling to call out with the help of several assistants who removed the burlap sack from him. As soon as he stepped outside, he saw several constables drinking tea and chatting in the teahouse across the street.

“Officers, officers…” the fat shopkeeper hurriedly called out, supported by his assistants as he stumbled forward. “Someone committed assault…”

The constables looked over casually.

“What assault? In broad daylight, where’s there any assault?” one of them said lazily.

With such a big commotion, how could you not have heard it! The fat shopkeeper trembled with both anger and pain.

“Just now, these people, all these people saw it…” he pointed around at the surroundings.

Hearing this, the constables walked over, drawing the knives from their hands and tapping them against their palms.

“Who among you saw anything?” he asked coldly with a stern face.

The surrounding people were startled. Seeing the constables’ expressions – as if they would immediately strike anyone who dared say they saw anything – they immediately dispersed with a commotion.

“Didn’t see anything, didn’t see anything,” everyone shouted in unison.

Are you all blind…

The fat shopkeeper was thunderstruck.

Those men had swaggered about so brazenly in broad daylight with such a big commotion, and you were all watching the excitement just now – how is it that now you didn’t see anything?

Truly the world is declining and people’s hearts are not what they used to be!

“Have you no conscience!” the fat shopkeeper cried out in anguish. “Have you no humanity!”

“Enough with the howling like a ghost. Disperse, disperse,” the constables waved their hands and shouted.

The street quickly emptied of onlookers. Only the fat shopkeeper remained standing in the street with his bruised face, crooked mouth, and swollen eyes.

“It was Qianjin Hall who did this! I know…” he couldn’t help but shout.

Before his words finished, he saw the constables charging toward him.

“What did you say?” one of them said, his eyes cold and menacing. The other three also surrounded him, trapping the fat shopkeeper in the middle.

The fat shopkeeper shuddered.

He’d heard that the prefect’s son personally threw those troublemaking burly men into prison, and that when this Lady Qi called out, all the young masters in the city would follow her to fight…

If she called out, then his apothecary…

He looked toward his own shop, seeming to already see a pile of rubble before him.

Thinking of it this way, getting a beating was actually the lighter punishment…

“Nothing, nothing. I drank too much and got confused, having delusions. No one beat me. In this broad daylight, all is peaceful and harmonious…” the fat shopkeeper said tremblingly, forcing a smile on his swollen face.

On this side, Hu San had already swaggered back to Qianjin Hall with his men.

“Where did you all go?” Liu Pucheng asked.

“Nothing, nothing,” Hu San said with a grin.

Liu Pucheng was busy and didn’t have time to ask further. He glanced at him and walked away.

Hu San slipped into Qi Yue’s office.

“Master, we beat that bastard as you said. The bastard is like a mute eating bitter herbs – suffering in silence,” he said in a low voice with a laugh.

Qi Yue was writing medical records and snorted with laughter at his words.

“Serves him right,” she said.

Hu San chuckled.

“Master, I thought you’d gone soft…” he said.

Qi Yue spat and laughed.

“I haven’t done anything wrong, why would I go soft?” she laughed. “After bullying me, did he think it would just pass so easily? Does he think I’m someone anyone can step on?”

In the capital, near the imperial palace where idle people were forbidden to approach, government offices were scattered everywhere. Among them, an unremarkable building on the east side bore the three characters “Imperial Medical Academy.”

At this moment, a minor official in government robes walked out. A young servant crouching by the wall corner immediately ran forward.

“Sir, a letter,” he said respectfully.

The minor official tore it open and read it quickly, his expression turning grim.

“You may go,” he said, crumpling the letter in his palm. With that, he turned and went back inside.

“Little Wang!” A man in official robes carrying a medicine box called out when he saw him. “Hurry up and deliver the medicine that the Imperial Incense Bureau requested.”

Wang Qingchun’s face showed no trace of grimness, but was instead humble and amiable as he smiled and bowed respectfully.

“Yes, sir,” he said.

After the man passed, he straightened up and looked again at the crumpled letter in his hand.

Consider yourself lucky this time that you weren’t beaten to death. But he didn’t believe you could be so fortunate every time.

Wang Qingchun looked up at the southern horizon, clenched the letter once more, and walked away.

Days passed in a flash, and spring had already covered Yongqing Prefecture.

“Stop medication, cheerful mood, safe and sound.”

After writing this sentence, the small paper slip was rolled up and placed in a bamboo tube. The back window was opened, and a pigeon soared into the sky.

“Qingzi!”

A shout came from outside the door.

The laborer quickly closed the window and ran out in response.

“The medicine drying over there should be collected now!” a disciple in a light blue outer garment shouted to him.

The laborer called Qingzi responded yes, grabbed the black outer garment draped over his arm that identified him as a pharmacy laborer, and hurried off.

In the room with the “Outpatient Clinic” sign, Qi Yue was examining a patient who had come for a follow-up.

“The recovery is quite good,” she said with a smile, straightening up.

“It’s because of your superb medical skills, Lady,” the man said gratefully.

Qi Yue put the stethoscope into the strap on her clothes, took a piece of paper from the table, wrote a line, and handed it to the patient.

“Go on, go to the nursing station for dressing change,” she said.

Nursing station?

Though the man was puzzled, he obediently followed along. Since the doctors at this medical hall could split bones and cut into bodies, naturally their practices would be different from other establishments.

The expanded and bright hall had the most crowded counter prominently displaying the three characters “Nursing Station.”

“A’Ru,” Qi Yue called out.

A’Ru, wearing a white outer garment with her hair wrapped in a headscarf, was bandaging a child who had broken his arm from a fall. Hearing the call, she immediately responded yes, but didn’t stop her work until she finished what she was doing.

“Do a dressing change for this one,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru responded yes and looked at the man with a smile.

“Give me the slip,” she extended her hand.

The doctor had already come personally and explained – what slip was still needed?

The man paused, then handed over the slip in his hand.

A’Ru looked down at it briefly, then smiled and led the way.

“This way,” she said.

Qi Yue stood in the hall, seeing someone outside peeking in, seeming to want to enter but afraid of going to the wrong place.

“Hello, may I help you with something?”

The Qianjin Hall staff member responsible for guidance immediately stepped forward to ask.

Hello? Really…

“For medical consultation, please go to the left to the outpatient clinic,” the staff member pointed the way. “For filling prescriptions, please go this way to the pharmacy.”

The person nodded and timidly stepped inside.

“I, I, hurt my foot, and that notice said something about disinfection and anti-inflammation. Nothing else is wrong, I just came to ask…” he stuttered, pointing to his foot.

In the past, when injured, people would just grab some dirt and ash to sprinkle on it without caring. But a few days ago, the literate village chief had taken a piece of paper and read it under the big tree, talking about daily treatment methods for various external injuries – something about washing surface abrasions with light salt water, using clean cloth to press on torn wounds, and especially not to sprinkle ash and dirt.

Otherwise it would become infected and fester. Don’t underestimate small wounds – they could very well cost you your life, the village chief had said gravely at the end.

He had been frightened. But they had always handled it this way for small scrapes. It wasn’t some serious illness that would leave you bedridden – going to a medical hall might be too dramatic, right? But when the moment came, thinking of the village chief’s words about rotten legs and amputations, he hesitated for a long time with dirt in his hand but couldn’t bring himself to sprinkle it. So he gritted his teeth and came here anxiously.

If the villagers knew he had delayed half a day’s work to run to the city just for a broken scrape on his foot, they would surely laugh him to death.

“This, ah,” the staff member said, then called out, “Someone here has an external wound that needs treatment.”

The nursing station heard and someone came over.

“Please follow me,” the disciple in white robes said kindly.

Everyone here is so polite – could it be that their medical skills aren’t good, so they lack confidence…

The villager thought to himself, also feeling somewhat timid.

“Um, how much does it cost?” he asked.

The staff member pointed to a large screen hanging on the wall, which didn’t have landscape paintings or calligraphy, but neat small grids with services and prices written on them.

“For what you need – simple external wound cleaning and disinfection – no consultation required, no charge,” he said after looking carefully.

No charge? The villager immediately perked up.

“Good, good,” he followed the disciple happily.

Seeing this, Qi Yue’s smile grew even broader. She looked around the hall once more, then turned and walked back to her consultation room. When it wasn’t serious trauma cases, she was quite relaxed. Sitting down, she picked up a traditional Chinese medicine book to read seriously, spreading out her notes and jotting down anything she didn’t understand to ask Liu Pucheng about after he finished work.

In the evening, when the bustling Qianjin Hall quieted down, Qi Yue and A’Ru walked out the door.

“Oh right, Yan’er should come for her follow-up. Find a way to notify eldest sister,” she said, remembering something.

A’Ru nodded.

Qi Yue stretched her arms.

“I’m so tired today,” she said. “How about we get some wine to go back and drink?”

A’Ru pursed her lips and glanced at her.

“The doctor said you’re not allowed to drink,” she said.

“Which doctor said that?” Qi Yue said with a grin, linking arms with A’Ru. “I’m also a doctor – I say it’s fine.”

“Your word doesn’t count. If you can read pulse, then I’ll listen to you,” A’Ru said with a huff.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Don’t underestimate me – I’ll learn it soon,” she laughed, shaking A’Ru’s arm again. “Just a little bit.”

A’Ru was completely unmoved.

“Don’t even think about it,” she said. “Go back and drink the fish soup A’Hao made.”

Qi Yue covered her eyes with her hand.

“Oh God, A’Ru, even delicacies get boring if you eat them all the time, let alone fish brains…” she wailed.

A’Ru pulled her forward while laughing.

“You are what you eat,” she laughed.

“Fish only have seven seconds of memory, dear. What does that supplement?” Qi Yue laughed.

Seven seconds? What does that mean?

“Anyway, don’t think about drinking,” A’Ru said, brooking no argument.

Qi Yue put on a dejected expression.

“Pay up, pay up!”

Suddenly children’s voices rang out in the street.

“Eat my scallion pancake, pay up!”

“What payment? I’m just tasting whether your pancake is edible or not – what payment?” two idlers said, throwing down a pancake that had only one bite left, spitting. “Tastes awful.”

As he said this, he pushed away the child who was tugging at his sleeve.

“Get lost.”

The child was pushed to the ground, and the basket on her arm tipped over, several pancakes sliding out.

Passersby showed some indignation in their eyes, but seeing the idlers’ demeanor, they all lowered their heads and pretended not to see.

The child cried as she frantically picked up the pancakes.

“Little brat, even wearing a face covering, thinks she’s some courtesan,” the idler laughed. One of them simply reached out to pull off the child’s face covering.

The girl was startled and cried as she tried to dodge, hurriedly covering her mouth, but it was too late. The idler let out a yell.

“Good heavens, such a big scar on her mouth!” he shouted dramatically, grabbing the girl who was covering her mouth. “Look, look, like an earthworm…”

The girl cried loudly, desperately covering her mouth and trying to break free, but how could she match an adult’s strength? Passersby also looked over.

“Yan’er?”

A woman’s voice suddenly rang out.

Yan’er shuddered and saw a woman standing in front of her, looking at her with disbelief.

“What are you doing here?” Qi Yue asked, thinking she was seeing things.

Chapter 227: Setting an Example
The young girl before her no longer had any trace of a young lady from the Marquis’s mansion. She wore the most ordinary little floral jacket, her hair tied with just two red ribbons – just like those children from poor families running around the streets.

“I, I sell pancakes,” Yan’er stammered in reply.

“I’m asking why you came out to sell pancakes!” Qi Yue shouted, stepping forward to grab Yan’er and look her over from left to right.

The street idlers, annoyed at having their fun interrupted, were about to make lewd remarks when they saw how beautiful this woman was. But then they heard passersby whisper “It’s Lady Qi, it’s Lady Qi from Qianjin Hall, it’s that divine physician…”

The two idlers immediately shuddered.

Though they had never seen her, the name Lady Qi was now quite famous throughout Yongqing Prefecture.

From beggar to young lady of the Marquis’s mansion, then divorced by imperial decree, skilled in abdominal surgery, daring to lead people into fights, and all the young masters in the city were her followers – if she just called out, there would surely be a large crowd following her, attacking wherever she pointed…

The idlers turned around and tiptoed away hurriedly.

“Stop right there,” came a woman’s stern voice from behind.

Since she said stop, the two idlers really didn’t dare to leave.

“Lady…” they turned around, bowing with forced smiles, “We… we didn’t know…”

“Money for the pancakes,” Qi Yue said with a stern face.

The idlers hurriedly pulled out a handful of coins from their bodies and stuffed them into Yan’er’s hands before rushing away.

Following Yan’er to an alley near the city gate, after many twists and turns, they stopped at a doorway.

The door was half open, and two women in the courtyard were talking.

“Lady Chang, these clothes need to be starched and washed quickly – they’re needed urgently,” one woman said.

Chang Chunlan, wearing a plain shirt and skirt, nodded.

“Don’t worry, Sister Wang,” she said with a grateful smile, using her hand to smooth back her drooping hair. “I’ll wash them well.”

Only then did the woman nod and walk outside.

“Thank you, sister, for introducing me to this work,” Chang Chunlan followed behind, repeatedly expressing gratitude. When she looked up again, she froze.

Qi Yue stood at the doorway holding Yan’er’s hand, looking at her, while A’Ru beside her also looked completely astonished.

The small courtyard was somewhat messy, with drying clothes taking up all the open space.

“Yan’er and I moved out of the Marquis’s mansion,” Chang Chunlan brought out two small stools, wiping her hands on her clothes as she spoke. “Please sit. It’s rather messy here, so I won’t invite you into the house, and there’s no tea…”

“I didn’t come to hear about that,” Qi Yue interrupted, not sitting down. “What are you doing? Why did you move out when things were fine? Did they drive you out?”

“No, it was Yan’er who wanted to come out. Yan’er originally wanted to go live with her aunt, but mother wouldn’t let her…” Yan’er said hurriedly.

Chang Chunlan pulled her back.

“Go boil some water,” she said.

Though reluctant, Yan’er obediently went.

“Elder sister, what happened exactly?” Qi Yue didn’t believe this at all and asked directly.

Chang Chunlan smiled, smoothing her hair with hands that were swollen and pale from soaking.

“Learning from you,” she said.

Qi Yue slapped her forehead.

“Why are you learning from me!” she said with a sigh. “How can you be like me?”

Chang Chunlan still smiled.

“Yes, I’m not as capable as you,” she said.

Qi Yue stamped her foot.

“This isn’t about being capable or not,” she said urgently. “I, I…”

I’m different from you. I’m used to supporting myself, but you’re a native ancient person who sees father and husband as your whole world – that’s completely different.

This is terrible. Just running out like this – how can it work? Public opinion alone could drown her.

“But didn’t you do it?” Chang Chunlan asked.

“I, I have skills. Even if I came out, I could live well on my own,” Qi Yue said, widening her eyes.

“Though I don’t have your kind of skills, I also have hands,” Chang Chunlan said with a smile, extending her hands to look at them. “Look, these hands can also support Yan’er and me. It turns out that as long as you want to live, you really can live however you want.”

Is this also one of my butterfly effects?

Qi Yue looked at Chang Chunlan somewhat speechlessly. If she hadn’t set an example, Chang Chunlan would never have dared to do this, right?

But damn it, this wasn’t any kind of example at all – for her, this was the most normal thing in the world!

“Well then, since you’re learning from me, come with me,” Qi Yue finally said.

“If I wanted to depend on you, I would have gone from the beginning,” Chang Chunlan said, shaking her head. “Besides, who did you go to depend on? Don’t you also rely on yourself?”

“Bullshit,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Chunlan was stunned, and Yan’er, who was walking over, found it interesting.

“Bullshit,” she repeated after her.

Qi Yue hurriedly covered her mouth with her hand, looking somewhat embarrassed.

“Don’t learn my bad habits,” she threatened.

Yan’er laughed heartily.

Chang Chunlan also laughed.

“How am I depending on myself? Didn’t I move out with half of the Marquis’s mansion’s belongings? Those are your grandmother’s belongings, so of course you can enjoy them too,” Qi Yue said, taking Yan’er’s hand. “Our Yan’er has already suffered so much, she’s suffered enough. From now on, it’s time for happiness and joy, to make up for all the laughter and happiness that was missing before.”

As she said this, she crouched down to look at Yan’er.

“Hardship isn’t necessarily all of life. Some lives don’t need hardship and can still achieve things. Our Yan’er has already gone through adversity, so from now on, just enjoying good times is enough,” she said, also looking up at Chang Chunlan. “Elder sister, since you’re learning from me, then learn to live well like me. We only live good lives, don’t suffer or take abuse, and do whatever we want.”

Yan’er looked at Qi Yue and smiled even more happily.

Chang Chunlan’s eyes grew slightly red, but this time she didn’t shed tears. Instead, she nodded.

The next day when Qi Yue came to work, there was a little tail following behind her.

“I’m Lady Qi’s assistant,” Yan’er introduced herself openly to the curious disciples.

Everyone naturally recognized her. At this moment, Yan’er no longer wore a face covering, letting the scar on her mouth show openly.

“The wound is healing so well,” the disciples all said.

Though both involved people seeing and discussing her scar, the discussion here made Yan’er feel completely comfortable.

“Yes, in a few more days, it will definitely be even better,” everyone said.

Qi Yue then asked Liu Pucheng about traditional Chinese medicine for removing scars.

“I could use scar excision surgery, but she’s too young now and it hasn’t been long enough, so I’m wondering if there are any traditional medicine methods, like ointments or something,” she asked.

As she spoke, she chuckled. In modern times, doing cosmetic surgery for Yan’er would be a matter of minutes.

“Besides scar excision, there’s also dermabrasion,” she said. “You know, we can even grind down bones, sharpen chins, create double eyelids, install artificial dimples – basically transform an ugly duckling into a fairy.”

Scary, right? Qi Yue waited to see Liu Pucheng’s amazement.

“Skin abrasion technique,” Liu Pucheng nodded, his expression surprised, but not about what she expected. “Little Qi, you know about this too?”

Ah? Qi Yue was astonished.

What do you mean I know about it too?

“When I was studying under my master, I was fortunate enough to see the ‘Comprehensive Records of Sacred Healing,’ which contained prescriptions for using jade grinding to treat facial scars,” Liu Pucheng looked at Qi Yue with a slight smile that carried traces of reminiscence and emotion. “This book only exists in the Imperial Medical Academy. I thought it wasn’t some closely guarded secret after all.”

But thinking about it, Lady Qi had such divine skills – what books couldn’t her master have seen? The secret prescriptions she knew were probably not even preserved in the Imperial Medical Academy.

Qi Yue’s mouth was already wide open.

“The ancients were truly divine…” she finally murmured, looking at Liu Pucheng with some eagerness. “Teacher, teacher, please teach me everything you know.”

This Lady Qi always seemed unaware of how amazing her own skills were, instead expressing amazement at many things that were commonplace here, as if she came from another world…

As this thought flashed through his mind, Liu Pucheng was also stunned. Another world – like the immortal lands of Penglai Island?

He was amused by his own thoughts. Gods and ghosts – physicians don’t discuss or dwell on such things.

Because there were few doctors in the clinic, Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng each worked one night shift. The ward section had no patients, since hospitalization was still an unprecedented concept – the poor couldn’t afford it, and the rich wouldn’t stay.

The disciples on night duty extinguished the lights in the ward section, and the courtyard became quiet.

After reading for a while, Qi Yue walked out of her room. In the courtyard, some laborer disciples were sitting around chatting and laughing, the aroma of food and wine spreading. Seeing Qi Yue come out, they all stood up to greet her.

Qi Yue told them to continue and walked to the other side, where the storage room was built in a square shape with a roof that was flatter than the others, conveniently used for drying large surgical sheets and such. She climbed up using the ladder.

The low flat buildings naturally couldn’t compare to modern high-rises, but fortunately, all the surrounding buildings were also low and flat, so the view was quite open. Yongqing Prefecture’s night market was still quite lively – she could see scattered lights and hear peddlers’ calls and the faint sounds of silk, bamboo, and stringed instruments.

Qi Yue stood there staring blankly, then pulled out a small wine flask from her pocket.

“…Moon, here, please have some beer…”

Looking up again, the scene before her seemed to change – high-rise buildings, brilliant lights.

Two senior colleagues from the same department walked over, one of them tossing her a can of beer.

“Ha, you’re on night duty tonight and you dare to drink!” Qi Yue laughed, catching the beer.

“Ah, it’s fine. If I drink too much, you’re still here,” the senior colleague laughed.

Next, they would lean against the railing, talking about everything under the sun, from TV dramas to movies, and of course, all the gossip from the hospital.

Qi Yue raised her head and put the small wine flask to her lips, drinking.

“Cheers!” she said, raising the flask toward the night sky, then took another sip and raised it again.

“Cheers, Chang Yuncheng.”

In the corner, a patch that had blended with the night suddenly moved, fortunately steadying itself in time.

“Miss? Miss?” came A’Ru’s voice from the courtyard.

Qi Yue quickly threw the wine flask away and vigorously waved her hands at the air while responding.

A’Ru had already climbed up with quick steps.

“Don’t climb so high – what if you get dizzy?” she said, sniffing the air. “What’s that smell? Have you been drinking?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily, waving her hands.

“What do you mean I’ve been drinking? It’s them drinking,” she pointed to the courtyard where several disciples were still sitting, eating, drinking, and chatting. Qi Yue had introduced barbecue, and everyone quickly became fascinated. After a tiring day, sitting down to eat and chat was very pleasant – this had almost become a regular part of every night shift. However, there was one rule: alcohol was limited to just one small flask each time, shared among seven or eight people, barely enough for two small cups each.

Qi Yue pointed to the courtyard and laughed.

“The wine smell is really strong…” she said.

A’Ru didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“Alright, come down quickly. It’s not busy tonight – rest early,” she said, pushing Qi Yue.

The two went down chatting and laughing. The rooftop returned to quiet. After a long while, when all the people eating and drinking in the courtyard had dispersed and the lights were extinguished, a corner of the roof moved. A person actually emerged from the night, quickly descended from the roof, slipped into a room, sat down, and took out a small piece of paper to begin writing.

Chapter 228: Commotion
Compared to the spring-rich south, the northern desert remained desolate. At the high ground of the camp, four or five men were pointing ahead and discussing something when a pigeon came fluttering through the air.

“Master Chang, another letter from your family,” a burly man called out when he saw it.

Chang Yuncheng, wrapped in a dark red cloak and wearing a tiger-and-leopard-patterned military officer’s uniform with a layer of stubble on his chin, stopped talking. His usually composed expression wavered slightly, seeming somewhat anxious.

He apologized and stepped aside a few paces, where an attendant had already taken the message tube from the carrier pigeon and handed it to him.

“What’s with little Chang? Letters from home so frequently?” the people behind asked curiously.

“Mind your own business. You think everyone’s like you, with a heart of stone, abandoning wife and children for four or five years without a care,” someone nearby laughed.

The previous speaker laughed and cursed, then nodded in realization.

“Little Chang has been restless since his last trip home – must have planted a son,” he chuckled. “That’s why he’s both happy and scared when he gets letters. I was the same way when my wife was giving birth.”

As they spoke, they looked toward Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng had already opened the letter and was reading. Suddenly his body stiffened, then shook violently, and he couldn’t help but let out a howl, startling the others.

Then they saw Chang Yuncheng clutch the letter tightly and walk away quickly.

“Looks like she gave birth,” everyone laughed.

“And it must be a son,” someone added.

The atmosphere became joyful.

“Come on, come on, extra meal tonight! The commander of Xuanfu just sent good wine – let’s have a proper drink,” the leading man said loudly.

The military also had strict rules, especially during this transition between winter and summer when the eastern barbarians were most likely to attack – drinking was strictly forbidden. These rough men guarding this place had no other entertainment, their greatest pleasure being a good drink. Hearing this, they cheered and all rushed toward the camp.

Chang Yuncheng’s stationed location was a border town called Bao’an Prefecture. Border towns naturally couldn’t compare to the prosperity of the interior – everything visible was dilapidated.

The military camp was beside the prefecture city, while Chang Yuncheng and other officers lived within the city.

When night fell, the atmosphere in the officers’ hall was heated.

The hall was also run-down, with mismatched tables and chairs, but now filled with the aromas of food and wine.

More than ten tables were set up inside and outside, laden with large bowls of meat dishes and large bowls of wine. Everyone ate ravenously and drank until wine spilled all over their bodies.

Though the court didn’t delay military pay, it still couldn’t compare to eating well in the interior. With this rare treat from a superior, everyone ate and drank with abandon.

“Drink, drink! This is a happy occasion – having a son is the happiest thing!” several people surrounded Chang Yuncheng, forcing wine on him.

Chang Yuncheng refused no one, laughing heartily as he drank bowl after bowl, soon becoming unsteady on his feet.

“No son was born,” he said with a laugh.

No birth? Everyone paused, but who cared about that now? Just eat meat and drink wine.

“Then she’s pregnant – she’ll give birth sooner or later,” someone shouted, forcibly raising another bowl of wine.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily as he took it and drained it in one gulp. He laughed so hard that tears seemed to come out. Finally, he stumbled and fell face-first onto the table, only laughing but unable to get up.

“Really, how much has he drunk? How did he get so drunk?” everyone clamored. “Master Chang usually has a capacity of a thousand cups without getting drunk.”

“Knowing he’s going to have a son, he’s happy! When people are happy, they… what’s that saying about getting drunk by yourself?” someone said, trying to show off his education but failing.

“Wine doesn’t intoxicate – people intoxicate themselves,” a clerk quickly added.

“Right, right,” everyone laughed. Seeing Chang Yuncheng’s condition, they couldn’t keep pressing him to drink, so they had attendants help him inside.

Chang Yuncheng was helped up from the table but refused to leave, reaching for a wine bowl and clutching it tightly.

“Cheers!” he shouted loudly, trembling as he raised it, his hand already unsteady and spilling half.

Everyone laughed and raised their wine bowls.

“Cheers!” they all shouted, each draining their cups.

Chang Yuncheng also drank, then laughed heartily and smashed the wine bowl on the ground, falling face-first onto the table again.

“Cheers…” he murmured once more and passed out completely.

Since learning that treating minor injuries cost nothing, the number of people coming to Qianjin Hall suddenly increased. After arriving, they discovered there was also a female doctor, so women who found it inconvenient to discuss certain matters with male doctors also increased. Because she couldn’t read pulse and had no various tests to perform, Qi Yue initially felt somewhat flustered.

“Prescriptions and pulse reading are very important, but as a doctor, besides these, there’s another essential ingredient that must be added,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile to Qi Yue, who desperately wanted to learn everything overnight.

“What?” Qi Yue asked.

“Heart,” Liu Pucheng said, patting his chest.

Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng and wanted to laugh.

“You’re becoming more and more like my dad,” she muttered. He always loved giving her ideological lessons – she wanted to learn surgery from him, but he always rambled about other things.

However, now she couldn’t hear that rambling even if she wanted to.

“Lady Qi, I feel you have great interest in diseases,” Liu Pucheng said again.

Isn’t that right?

Qi Yue looked at him puzzledly. To treat illness, shouldn’t she be interested in diseases?

“I mean, just looking at the disease alone, not the person,” Liu Pucheng said.

What does that mean?

Qi Yue was even more puzzled.

“When patients have physical illness, they become mentally anxious. Mental anxiety and worry lead to depression and irritability, which damages liver and kidney function. That’s why the old saying goes ‘illness comes from the heart,'” Liu Pucheng said with a smile. “As a physician whom patients trust and depend on, besides prescribing appropriate medicine, you must also relieve their worries and give them hope of recovery. Sometimes this is more effective than medicine. When they come to you, talk with them more. Medical techniques include observation, listening, questioning, and pulse-taking – besides pulse-taking, there’s also observation, listening, and questioning.”

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding and seriously considered his words.

In modern hospitals, patients waiting for treatment queued to the front door. Each person came in for two or three questions, got a prescription, then went for tests or hospitalization. Chat with patients? What a joke.

Qi Yue remembered the old director at the rural clinic, holding his large enamel tea mug, chatting with patients for half the day – from when this leg started hurting to how the family’s piglets were stolen but they didn’t dare tell anyone, going sleepless for days while pretending nothing was wrong. In that same time, she had already seen ten patients.

Regarding the old director’s approach, she found it simply incomprehensible. Why discuss these completely unrelated matters? She directly attributed it to the slow pace of rural life – with limited medical resources anyway, there was no fear of waste.

“Ah, the reason his leg hurts is probably rooted in this heart disease. Going sleepless for days, forcing smiles, blocked heart meridians naturally cause poor circulation,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile after she hesitantly asked about it. “He can’t easily tell familiar people about these things. Letting him speak relieves the blockage, which naturally benefits the illness.”

This works too?

“Use your heart,” Liu Pucheng finally said with a smile. “Benevolent heart, benevolent virtue.”

Qi Yue couldn’t say what she felt inside. On one hand, she felt Liu Pucheng was right, but on the other hand, it felt different from her habits. When a woman next came to her for consultation, Qi Yue tried it out.

“So your rapid heartbeat started three years ago – how did it begin then?” she asked.

The woman in her thirties sighed.

“That’s when my husband had just died, and my youngest had just learned to crawl…” she said.

“My goodness, your life must have been very difficult,” Qi Yue said with sympathy and concern.

The woman nodded, raising her hand to wipe tears.

“Yes, I wanted to follow him at the time,” she sobbed. “Doctor, you don’t know…”

She began recounting her childhood sweethearts and young marriage with her husband, their mutual support and dependence through life’s bittersweet experiences. Qi Yue listened attentively without interrupting or showing impatience, even getting up to pour her tea.

“…How could I not miss him? After all these years, I still can’t close my eyes at night. When I close them, I seem to still see him…” the woman said.

By this point, Qi Yue basically understood.

“Sister, your illness isn’t serious. It’s because you’re too heartbroken. After all these years, you still haven’t moved on, so your emotions fluctuate severely, causing unstable blood pressure and irregular heartbeat,” she sighed, holding the woman’s hand and patting it. “You need to take medicine, but you also need to think more positively. Sister, think about it – if you’re like this, your husband won’t rest peacefully underground either.”

Watching the woman leave with light steps, prescription in hand to get medicine, Liu Pucheng standing outside the door smiled and nodded approvingly.

“Master, outside the door…” Just then, a disciple ran over hurriedly, his face slightly panicked.

“What about outside the door?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Before he finished speaking, they heard commotion outside.

“…Physicians should have benevolent hearts and virtue. How can such a woman of poor character be a physician?” an elderly voice said outside.

Liu Pucheng was about to step forward when Qi Yue had already swept past him like a gust of wind.

“This old bastard is asking for trouble again,” she said.

Outside, Old Master Liu wore a long robe, his hair and sideburns still neat as before, not even the wind could disturb his clothing. He looked at Qianjin Hall with a stern expression as he spoke.

More and more people were gathering around.

It’s Qianjin Hall again – there’s always excitement at Qianjin Hall. The children selling from baskets on the street immediately ran over.

“…Fresh apricots…”

“…Egg pancakes, egg pancakes…”

“…Almond tea soup, sister, have a bowl… good for cooling down while watching the excitement…”

The street immediately became lively.

“…The abandoned woman of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion actually practices medicine brazenly. With such poor character, how can she talk about saving people?” Old Master Liu said, looking at a woman who had just stepped out of Qianjin Hall with a child. “In the past, Mencius’s mother moved three times for her son’s sake – for what reason? You actually bring your child to such a woman’s clinic – you’re unworthy of being a mother.”

The woman was stunned by his words. Seeing that the old man was clearly a scholar, and everyone held great reverence for scholars, she immediately became frightened. Her face alternated between red and white, as if she really was unworthy of being a mother.

“Enough, Old Liu, stop pretending to be a good person here,” Qi Yue’s voice came from inside the door.

Hearing this voice, Old Master Liu immediately became excited, and the surrounding people also became excited.

A show needs opposing sides to be called a show.

Chapter 229: Revelation
“Evil woman, you dare to show your face?” Old Master Liu’s thick eyebrows stood on end as he shouted sternly.

“I’m not like you, who can even harm your own flesh and blood. What’s there to be afraid of showing my face?” Qi Yue laughed, standing on the threshold looking down at him.

This statement made the surroundings even more lively, causing a buzz of discussion.

“Evil woman, stop talking nonsense!” Old Master Liu knew how sharp-tongued this woman was, shameless and full of schemes, so he hurriedly retorted loudly. “Your own household is unclean – don’t go talking about others.”

“So why are you talking about me?” Qi Yue nodded.

“The world is declining – naturally I must speak,” Old Master Liu snorted. “Marquis Dingxi is immoral, defying and resisting imperial orders. I have already submitted a letter to the authorities…”

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted with hearty laughter.

“Hey, old master, are you saying Marquis Dingxi shouldn’t have divorced me, or that I deserved to be divorced?” she laughed. “Are you speaking for me or for the Marquis’s mansion? Think it through before speaking – at least let one of us owe you a favor. Don’t end up like Pig Bajie looking in a mirror – not being human inside or out.”

The crowd burst into laughter. Though they didn’t know what “Pig Bajie looking in a mirror” meant, it sounded very amusing. Laughter erupted everywhere, drowning out Old Master Liu’s remaining words.

When the laughter finally died down, Old Master Liu had to shout at the top of his voice.

“Should have been divorced long ago – never should have married in the first place!”

“Alright, old master, I’m very busy here. If you have nothing else, please go home and stop making trouble,” Qi Yue said, shaking her head with some impatience and waving her hand dismissively.

This childish dismissal finally made Old Master Liu lose control of his temper.

“How can such an inauspicious evil woman treat illness and save people? Beware that Heaven will not tolerate it,” he shouted tremblingly, pointing at the sky.

Qi Yue took a deep breath and stepped forward.

“Old Master Liu, can you please stop putting ‘inauspicious’ and ‘ominous’ on your lips all the time?” she said sternly. “There are no inauspicious or ominous things – only inauspicious and ominous human hearts! What kind of person sees what kind of things!”

At this point, she turned and called out for Yan’er.

Yan’er, who had been standing behind people by the door, immediately ran out.

“Yan’er, do you mind if everyone knows about your situation?” Qi Yue bent down and asked quietly.

Yan’er shook her head. Never mind telling about her situation – even if asked to die, this child wouldn’t hesitate.

Seeing Yan’er come out, Old Master Liu, who was about to say something, froze. If not for the name, he would hardly recognize her.

After all, he had never really seen what his granddaughter looked like, let alone now that she had changed appearance.

Changed appearance…

Old Master Liu looked at this little girl with some disbelief.

Large eyes, small nose, pointed cheeks, wearing the small nurse uniform that Qi Yue had specially made for her – she looked quite adorable, though the scar beside her mouth was somewhat regrettable.

Adorable…

Old Master Liu had never thought he would use this word for this child.

“This child originally had a cleft lip, what you commonly call a ‘rabbit mouth,'” Qi Yue said to the crowd, holding Yan’er’s hand.

At these words, the people on the street immediately turned pale with shock. Some wanted to avoid her while others crowded forward to look.

“Just because of this, when she was born, she was to be drowned by her own grandfather. Only through her mother’s desperate pleading was her life barely spared. Growing up under cold stares until now, she was again forced by her grandfather to be driven from home to a temple to die,” Qi Yue said.

Facing the surging crowd, Yan’er showed no retreat or fear. Instead, she stepped forward, straightening her back to let everyone see more clearly.

Look! She was no longer an ugly duckling – she was already a swan, though not yet beautiful enough, she would definitely become more beautiful.

“Inauspicious? Bad luck?” Qi Yue continued. “No, not at all. This is just a disease.”

Hearing this, the onlookers’ faces showed less fear and more curiosity, so even more people crowded forward, pushing Old Master Liu until he could barely stand.

“Since it’s a disease, it can be treated, so I treated her. Though she can’t be completely like a normal person, she’s no longer so frightening,” Qi Yue continued.

The onlookers looked at Yan’er seriously, pointing and exclaiming in amazement.

“You think sewing it up means she’s no longer rabbit-lipped?” Old Master Liu snorted. “No one can change the fact that she’s rabbit-lipped! Can’t change the fact that she’s inauspicious! Can’t change the fact that you’re both ominous!”

“Yes, that’s right, it can’t be changed – but it’s not us, it’s you!” Qi Yue raised her eyebrows and shouted. “Liu, this disease is hereditary. Marquis Dingxi’s mansion has never had this kind, so it must be from your family. I dare bet your family definitely has other rabbit-lipped children! If I lose this bet, I’ll kneel to you in the street!”

This Lady Qi loved betting with people most. Unfortunately, last time Wang Qingchun acted like a coward and ran away, so everyone didn’t get to see the kneeling spectacle. This time they should be able to see it, right?

For a moment, everyone’s attention shifted from Yan’er to Old Master Liu.

Earlier, as the focus of everyone’s attention, Old Master Liu had been pleased, but now he felt like he was on a grilling pan, uncomfortable all over.

“Liu, do you dare swear before your sage teacher whether I’ve lost or not! If you dare say it, I dare kneel!” Qi Yue stepped forward again, looking at Old Master Liu and shouting sternly.

Old Master Liu’s face turned pale, sweat beading on his forehead, his facial muscles twitching. Whether from sweat or the earlier crowding, his beard and clothes were somewhat disheveled – where was his earlier imposing manner?

“Say it quickly – what’s there to be afraid of?” the idle onlookers jeered.

At this moment, Qi Yue was actually no better off than Old Master Liu. Her palms were also sweating nervously – this was really a gamble…

“Yan’er,” came an old woman’s voice.

A short, fat old woman pushed through the crowd, looking at Yan’er with astonishment.

Yan’er also saw her, her expression hesitant, neither moving nor speaking.

“Are you Yan’er?” The old woman pushed away the person supporting her and rushed over in a few steps, looking at Yan’er with disbelief, grabbing her face and staring at her mouth and nose. “Your… your… how is it healed?”

“Grandmother,” Yan’er finally spoke.

At this, the old woman was even more surprised.

“You… your speech is also better?” she asked stammering again, her expression extremely shocked.

This past month, Yan’er had strictly followed Qi Yue’s requirements for voice and speech practice. Though delayed, children progress rapidly, and aside from individual pronunciations, her daily conversation had been corrected quite well.

“It was aunt who cured me,” Yan’er nodded and said loudly.

The old woman tremblingly rubbed her face.

“Cured? Cured?” she repeated. “It can be cured?”

“Of course it can be cured,” Qi Yue said. “And the earlier the treatment, the better. Yan’er’s was already late – if it had been done when she was a few months old, her recovery would be much better now.”

As she spoke, she reached out to pat Yan’er’s head.

“It can be cured…” the old woman murmured, her body suddenly going soft and nearly collapsing.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to support her.

“What are you doing here? Who let you leave the house!” Old Master Liu shouted from the side.

As soon as his words fell, the old woman pushed Qi Yue away and rushed toward Old Master Liu.

“Is that your grandmother?” Qi Yue asked Yan’er quietly.

Yan’er nodded, but before she could speak, they heard a commotion from over there, accompanied by the old woman’s crying and shouting.

“Give me back my daughter!”

Qi Yue and Yan’er looked over in astonishment to see the old woman had actually grabbed Old Master Liu’s beard with one hand while wildly beating him with the other.

The old woman’s actions were unexpected to everyone, even Old Master Liu hadn’t anticipated it, and he was immediately in a sorry state.

“What are you doing? How dare you!” he shouted angrily.

But it was useless. The old woman seemed to use all her life’s strength, clutching the old master’s beard tightly and beating him fiercely.

“Give me back my daughter! You said she was a demon! You said rabbit lip was inauspicious, you said she couldn’t live! You made me drown her with my own hands!” the old woman screamed, her voice hoarse. “My daughter! She was just so tiny! My daughter! I drowned her!”

By the end she was hysterical, unable to stand, and collapsed softly, her hand still tightly clutching Old Master Liu’s beard, actually tearing out a tuft.

The people on the street were in uproar.

Qi Yue was also stunned. Indeed… she had guessed right…

Last time at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, when she mentioned heredity, she had noticed Old Master Liu’s expression was wrong. Such a sharp-tongued old man had surprisingly not refuted at that moment, and when his son refuted, he didn’t support him either. If not guilty conscience, what was it? There must have been such patients among their ancestors.

So she had gambled, also invoking scholars’ reverence for sages. What if the old Liu head betrayed the sages for the sake of face and refused to admit it? Would she kneel?

Just kidding – was she, Qi Yue, that kind of person? She hadn’t said whether the Liu family’s other cleft lip children were in the past or future. If not in the past, who could guarantee there wouldn’t be any in the future?

When it was confirmed there really were none in the future, it wouldn’t be too late to kneel. As for when that would be, who knows…

Now it was good – even if Old Master Liu didn’t admit it, someone else would testify for him.

Old Master Liu’s face was deathly pale, his soul lost.

“…My daughter…” the old woman sat collapsed on the ground, tears streaming down her face, gesturing and swaying in front of her, “…she was just so tiny… you said my mother had ill intentions feeding me rabbit meat… I cut off relations with my family… you said I gave birth to a rabbit-lipped child because I was inauspicious, and I couldn’t hold my head up in your house for decades… but it turns out…”

She couldn’t continue, looking down at her empty hands.

For decades, whenever she woke in the middle of the night, she could still see that baby.

She never gave birth to another daughter in her lifetime – this was Heaven’s punishment for her…

When Yan’er was born, she fainted from shock.

That was her daughter coming back for revenge…

The commotion on the street stopped. Looking at this old woman sitting on the ground, lost and dispirited, everyone around couldn’t help but redden their eyes.

Killing one’s own child with one’s own hands – for a mother, was there anything more painful and worse than death than this?

Qi Yue quickly pulled Yan’er over.

This old person was advanced in years, and her emotions were too agitated – she mustn’t have an incident.

“Grandmother, don’t cry,” Yan’er said, taking the old woman’s hand.

Previously she had hardly interacted with this grandmother, but seeing the old woman cry like this, the little girl’s nature couldn’t help but offer comfort.

Old Lady Liu looked at Yan’er, her eyes blank and lifeless for a moment.

“…Chenghui…” she murmured, grabbing Yan’er’s hand. “Chenghui… my daughter!”

She finally burst into loud sobs, hugging Yan’er tightly.

Yan’er was frightened and tried to struggle, but Qi Yue quickly shook her head.

“Let your grandmother cry it out. She’ll be better after crying,” she said.

Yan’er naturally obeyed Qi Yue’s words, so she let the old woman hold her, even reaching out her little hand to pat the old woman’s back in imitation, making soothing sounds like her mother used to comfort her.

Old Lady Liu wailed loudly.

Chapter 230: Standing Up
The people on the street had all dispersed. In Qi Yue’s office, A’Ru brought a cup of tea to the old woman.

The old woman’s hand still tightly held Yan’er’s, reluctant to let go for even a moment.

“Young lady, your guess was right,” she said, her breathing still somewhat unsteady as she looked at Qi Yue. “The Liu family has indeed had such children – the one I bore, no, the daughter that old bastard fathered!”

Qi Yue didn’t know what to say and gave an awkward laugh.

“Just call me Qi Yue,” she said. “I’m no longer a young lady.”

The old woman looked at her.

“You silly child, why would you let them off so easily? They made you unhappy, so why should you make them happy? Just don’t leave – let’s see who disgusts whom,” she said.

Qi Yue’s mouth twitched. This old woman really was…

“Don’t worry, leave it to me. Isn’t it just because you have no family to back you up? I’ll stand up for you. I’ll go to Marquis Dingxi’s mansion right now to scold them. If they don’t let you through the door, I’ll make that old bastard write things to humiliate Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. That old thing – this is about all he’s good for,” the old woman said hatefully.

“No need, no need,” Qi Yue said awkwardly.

The old woman let out a long breath, then turned to look at Yan’er with a doting expression.

“I want to take Yan’er home,” she said. At this point, she suddenly raised her eyebrows fiercely. “This Marquis Dingxi’s mansion actually drove out a widow and orphan. She may not care about her status as a young lady of the marquis’s mansion, but she’s still our Liu family’s daughter-in-law. Our Liu family’s daughter-in-law was driven out – there’s no such easy thing!”

Liu family’s daughter-in-law – actually, the divorce papers had already been written long ago…

Qi Yue thought to herself, but naturally wouldn’t say it out loud at this moment.

“It’s just that Yan’er…” she said.

Old Lady Liu interrupted her.

“Yan’er is a child of our Liu family. Naturally I must take her home,” she said, brooking no refusal, while looking toward the door and gripping Yan’er’s hand tightly. “Everything the Liu family owes Yan’er must be paid back!”

They owe you, don’t they… Qi Yue wiped sweat again.

Indeed, the more suppressed, the more twisted. This seemingly submissive old woman, when she erupted, was actually this fierce.

Now Old Master Liu would probably suffer for it.

However, this was truly cause for great celebration. Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh.

That’s right – what’s owed must be repaid eventually.

Chang Chunlan and her daughter were ultimately taken away by Old Lady Liu.

Yan’er made a fuss about not wanting to leave Qi Yue, shouting that she wanted to study medicine.

“Study whatever you want to study,” Old Lady Liu replied without hesitation, holding Yan’er’s hand and looking at her as if she were a precious treasure. “Whenever you want to come, grandmother will harness the carriage to send you. Whatever you want to learn, we’ll learn. Wherever you want to go, we’ll go. From now on, you can walk sideways in our house. If anyone dares say a word about you, grandmother will tear their mouth apart.”

These words made even Chang Chunlan unable to listen anymore.

“Young lady, just wait – I’ll go to Marquis Dingxi’s mansion right now to scold them for bullying you…” the old woman said again.

This frightened Qi Yue into quickly waving her hands, urging Chang Chunlan to hurry up and take the woman away.

Watching the carriage disappear in the distance, Qi Yue stood at the door for a long time without moving.

This was the best outcome.

Divorced women really had a hard time in this era. After all, they were different from herself.

“How are they different? Aren’t you also a woman?” A’Ru didn’t like hearing this and said so.

Qi Yue laughed heartily but didn’t say anything.

“You miss the prince too, don’t you?” A’Ru hesitated, then asked quietly.

Qi Yue quickly waved her hands.

“Hey, don’t talk nonsense. You can think whatever you want, but don’t put it on me,” she said hurriedly.

Stubborn, aren’t you?

“If you don’t miss him, why do you call his name?” A’Ru blurted out.

Qi Yue reacted like a cat whose tail had been stepped on.

“What nonsense are you talking about? Who… who called his name… I don’t talk in my sleep… you’re trying to trick me… you were eavesdropping again…” she stammered.

“The prince has feelings for you too. There must be a way, young lady…” A’Ru looked at her with some eagerness.

This actually made Qi Yue calm down.

“There’s no turning back once the arrow is released, A’Ru. Don’t think nonsense,” she smiled, patting A’Ru’s shoulder. “It’s black and white on paper – the matter is settled. If I turn back, wouldn’t everything I did before become a joke? Alright, stop thinking wildly. If you really want what’s best for me, if you really want me to be happier, then…”

A’Ru looked up at her.

Qi Yue touched her nose.

“Tonight, make a few more dishes and bring a small jug of wine…” she smiled.

A’Ru snorted and went inside first.

Despite Qi Yue and Chang Chunlan’s repeated attempts to dissuade her, Old Lady Liu still went to Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to make a scene afterward. Compared to Old Master Liu’s venomous tongue, Old Lady Liu’s shrew-like behavior was even more unbearable for Marquis Dingxi.

Old Lady Liu rarely appeared in public. In seven or eight years of being in-laws, Madam Xie and Marquis Dingxi were seeing this old lady for the first time. They had thought the old lady who hardly showed her face would be meek as mud, but unexpectedly she was a firecracker.

It was truly strange – how could a firecracker remain silent for half a lifetime? And why did she suddenly explode? Moreover, why did she explode at their Marquis Dingxi’s mansion?

“You drove out my daughter-in-law, fine. But you also drove out such a good daughter-in-law from your own family. Truly, having a stepmother means having a stepfather,” Old Lady Liu sat in the main hall, saying with a cold laugh.

Now Marquis Dingxi had returned to his old way of dealing with troublemakers – one simple word: hide.

Out of sight, out of mind.

Naturally, Madam Xie accompanied the female visitor. What Madam Xie most taboo was the word “stepmother” – her already iron-blue face became even more iron-blue.

The saying goes “don’t hit the face when fighting, don’t expose shortcomings when scolding,” but this Old Lady Liu completely ignored this basic social principle. No, she should be said to completely follow this principle, just in reverse.

“Our family’s affairs are not your business. Mind your own family’s business,” Madam Xie said coldly.

“The world’s affairs are everyone’s business – why can’t others interfere? If you dare to do it, you should dare to let people talk about it! When the emperor first ascended the throne, he quarreled with the empress and wanted to depose her. All the court ministers submitted memorials criticizing the emperor. The emperor and empress’s affairs were also family matters, weren’t they? So what, did those interfering ministers become busybodies? Are your family’s affairs more important than the emperor’s?” Old Lady Liu snorted.

Madam Xie stood up abruptly. This woman! This old woman! What nonsense was she spouting! How did she drag the emperor’s family into this!

One pedantically nauseating, the other crudely disgusting – they really were a matched pair!

Madam Xie trembled with anger. She finally understood why Marquis Dingxi had avoided Old Master Liu like a snake or scorpion.

Then she thought of that time when Old Master Liu had scolded Marquis Dingxi and Qi Yueniang in the main hall, while she had listened happily from the back hall. Now that woman would surely be laughing just as happily.

If not for that woman! How would this old hag have come to make trouble!

Wretched servant!

Madam Xie clenched her fists.

“Enough. You’re just here because you owe someone a favor, having eaten their food and taken their money, so you came to bark a few times to curry favor,” she said coldly. “Don’t wave big banners here.”

“I repay favors when I receive them – that’s natural law. People would pat their chests and praise me for being loyal and righteous. How about that? I’m still better than you – disloyal, unfilial, heartless, and unjust,” Old Lady Liu said with a curl of her lip.

Madam Xie trembled with anger.

“You…” she pointed at Old Lady Liu.

“You – I’m talking about you,” Old Lady Liu seized the initiative, also standing up from her chair. “Don’t be foolish. If you’re smart, bow your head and say some soft words, invite Lady Qi back, and this matter will be over. If you keep making trouble, everything will be ruined. With your kind of family, who would want to marry their daughter to you? Don’t wait until you’re old and don’t even have a filial daughter-in-law to wear mourning clothes for you…”

Madam Xie’s body swayed, fortunately Nanny Su was quick to support her.

“That’s none of your concern. Our family is about to arrange a marriage,” Madam Xie took a deep breath and said with a pale face. “Soon there will be a new daughter-in-law entering the door. Tell that woman to give up hope in this lifetime. If she wants to wear mourning clothes for me, she should try again in the next life.”

What?

“Arrange a marriage? What marriage are you arranging?” Old Lady Liu was stunned and asked.

This wasn’t right – it seemed different from her intended purpose for coming…

Madam Xie took several deep breaths, straightened her spine, and looked at her with a cold smile.

“Didn’t that woman tell you why the emperor gave her the divorce decree?” she said with a cold laugh. “It’s because the emperor wants to arrange a new wife for our Yuncheng.”

Old Lady Liu’s eyes widened. That couldn’t be possible…

“Go tell that woman to stop jumping around and making trouble. She should never dream of entering our family’s door again in this lifetime,” Madam Xie raised her chin and said with mockery, looking down at her.

“Oh my, as if anyone wants to enter,” Old Lady Liu recovered and immediately snorted without backing down. “With you as a stepmother mother-in-law, who would want to serve you! If you want a good daughter-in-law like Lady Qi, you should try again in the next life.”

Madam Xie was so angry she nearly fainted.

Old Lady Liu swaggered out of the marquis’s mansion gate, but as soon as she got into the carriage, she immediately lost her triumphant expression and began sighing heavily.

“Terrible, terrible. This time I helped the wrong way,” she said, slapping her leg. “I originally wanted to back up Lady Qi and make the marquis’s mansion invite her back, but I only focused on my own satisfaction. How did I force that stepmother mother-in-law to talk about marrying someone else? This is terrible now…”

She blamed herself repeatedly, sighing heavily.

“Old lady, should we still go to Qianjin Hall?” the servant woman asked.

“Go for what?” Old Lady Liu glared. “How can I go claim credit now? Hurry up and go home.”

So Lady Qi inexplicably took the blame for you…

The servant woman thought to herself.

Old Lady Liu obviously also thought of this, her expression embarrassed.

“Lady Qi is so good – finding another good family wouldn’t be certain anyway,” she said.

As if…

The servant woman thought to herself, but smiled and agreed on the surface.

“Hurry up, hurry up,” Old Lady Liu quickly lowered the carriage curtain and urged.

The carriage disappeared from Yongqing Prefecture in a flash.

Chapter 231: Throwing a Tantrum
On this side, Madam Xie was burning with anger and went to find Marquis Dingxi to vent her fury.

“That despicable servant is like a piece of rat droppings—as long as she’s here, she ruins our entire pot of soup at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion!” Madam Xie said through gritted teeth.

Marquis Dingxi sat surrounded by a circle of calligraphy and paintings, seemingly immersed in the beautiful scenery depicted on these works.

“Then go kill her,” he said offhandedly with a casual “oh.”

Madam Xie angrily slammed the table.

“Marquis, I’m being serious here,” she said, raising her voice.

Marquis Dingxi made another “oh” sound and finally looked up at her.

“Marquis, with that woman around, she’s ruining our mansion’s reputation,” Madam Xie said.

“Then what should we do?” Marquis Dingxi asked.

Yes, that was right. This woman was like a thorn stuck in flesh—until it was pulled out, it would remind him daily of all the humiliation he had suffered.

He had been played by the Emperor! He had become everyone’s laughingstock!

“Drive her away!” Madam Xie said.

“How do we drive her away? The Yongqing Mansion isn’t our home. Do you think we can just drive her away if we want to?” Marquis Dingxi shook his head.

What kind of woman was she? Didn’t they already know clearly?

Drive her away? When the time came, who knew who would end up driving whom away…

And then there were those shameless people from the Wang family! They actually dared to say they wanted to…

“Drive her away!” Marquis Dingxi suddenly sat up straight and shouted, his face flushed red.

She was their Dingxi Marquis family’s daughter-in-law! Even if she became a cast-off wife in this lifetime, she could only be their family’s cast-off wife!

Madam Xie was startled by his sudden shout.

“What does she have now? She’s just a physician—a lowly physician of the bottom three classes,” Madam Xie sneered. “A base person who can’t be brought to the table. I refuse to believe that we, a dignified marquis mansion, can’t handle her!”

Marquis Dingxi lost his energy again and retreated back into his calligraphy and paintings.

“Also, I want to continue arranging Yuncheng’s marriage,” Madam Xie continued.

“How can you arrange it?” Marquis Dingxi asked. “Didn’t he refuse to agree?”

Madam Xie clenched her fists.

“Back then, when your mother had Yuncheng marry that despicable servant, didn’t he also refuse to agree?” she said lightly.

Since his unwillingness back then could turn into today’s reluctance to let go, then why couldn’t it work with Miss Rao?

Could it be that Miss Rao from the Rao family was inferior to a beggar?

People were laughing at their marquis mansion, weren’t they laughing at their complete failure? As long as they married a new wife, everything would be settled. Then people would see clearly who had truly failed, who deserved their fate, and who had brought it upon themselves!

“Nanny Su, please invite Madam Yang over,” Madam Xie turned around and called out loudly.

Qi Yue didn’t know about Old Madam Liu’s bungled attempt that had made her take the blame. She was touched by the incidents involving Yan’er and Old Madam Liu and began drawing a diagram.

A’Ru and Hu San were both watching from the side.

“There are so many types of cleft lip?” A’Ru asked curiously.

Qi Yue nodded and began to write.

“…Give children a chance, give life a chance… Qianjin Hall free cleft lip and palate surgery treatment…”

Hu San read aloud, his expression hesitant.

“Free?” he said.

Qi Yue finished writing the last stroke.

“Yes. The poorer people are, the more reluctant they are to seek medical treatment. If it’s not free, they might not spend their limited money on something they don’t think is worthwhile,” she said, sighing. “This has nothing to do with human nature—it’s the helplessness of reality.”

Hu San made an “oh” sound.

“Go ahead. Print these out and distribute them, especially to remote areas,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San responded affirmatively, took the drawing, and tugged at A’Ru’s sleeve. A’Ru glared at him but still followed him out.

“What is it?” she asked.

“This medical clinic has already cost Miss Qi a lot of money. She’s also raised the disciples’ wages, plus the daily medicine, cloth…” Hu San counted on his fingers, “…meal expenses… Right now we’re operating at a complete loss. No matter how rich Master is, she can’t withstand this kind of spending.”

A’Ru frowned.

“I understand. I’ll talk to her about it. You go ahead,” she said.

Only then did Hu San leave.

On the way home in the evening, A’Ru tactfully brought up this matter.

“Money? I really don’t have much feeling about that,” Qi Yue laughed. She always liked to pass through the liveliest street when going home. “Because it wasn’t originally mine anyway.”

“But don’t you want to live a better life?” A’Ru asked.

Thinking of the simple furnishings at home, the simple three meals a day, and comparing it to the days at the marquis mansion—there really was no comparison.

“Better?” Qi Yue laughed. “What does ‘better’ mean? This is already very good.”

She looked up at the sky where night was gradually spreading.

“A’Ru, what I’ve enjoyed is something you all couldn’t even imagine in your entire lives. Yet my ability to enjoy that kind of life was thanks to all of you,” she said, smiling at A’Ru.

Huh? A’Ru didn’t understand.

The accumulated deposits of thousands of years of social evolution had created the civilization of modern society. As someone who had enjoyed the comfortable life brought by civilization from birth, she had never thought to be grateful—everything had become taken for granted. Now, with this comparison, she realized how precious those things she had once ignored were.

“So, having enjoyed such a good life, I should now do something for all of you,” Qi Yue smiled. “This is my honor. Don’t worry about me—money is meant to be spent.”

“But…” A’Ru was about to say something else when Qi Yue reached out and patted her shoulder.

“Let’s go. No more ‘buts.’ A good life is when you have hands and feet and can do whatever you want—that’s the best life in the world,” she laughed and strode ahead.

April 18th was the day Qianjin Hall provided free medical care to beggars, and also the day of the Great Buddha Temple’s grand incense ceremony.

Early in the morning, carriages and horses lined up outside the temple. Servants from wealthy families held sticks to ward off beggars who tried to rush forward seeking alms. Well-dressed women with jewels and rouge covering their faces with fans walked gracefully into the temple, their perfume and cosmetic scents almost overwhelming the incense smoke.

When Madam Xie got out of her carriage, she happened to see Madam Yang’s carriage and horses. She hurried over as Madam Yang was helping a young maid down from the carriage. Seeing her, Madam Yang smiled.

“…The young ladies and young master came too,” Madam Yang said, smiling at the three daughters and one son behind Madam Xie.

Chang Shulan, Chang Huilan, and Chang Yunhong bowed to Madam Yang, while Chang Yalan, held in a wet nurse’s arms, also performed a proper courtesy.

“Why don’t I see your family’s scholar master?” Madam Yang laughed.

Chang Yunqi had passed the county and prefectural examinations and was the top candidate.

“Don’t talk nonsense—what scholar master? He’s just a child. Our family doesn’t care about such things, it’s just that the children’s diligence is truly rare,” Madam Xie smiled, walking side by side with Madam Yang. “He’s at home preparing for the exams. He won’t be going out until after the palace examination in June.”

“That’s natural. Third Young Master will surely bring back a Triple Crown,” Madam Yang laughed. “Several families have asked me to arrange matches. Would you like to choose? Once Third Young Master finishes his exams, we can arrange the marriage.”

Madam Xie smiled without speaking.

“What did they say from Shandong?” she suddenly asked.

Madam Yang was stunned for a moment but kept smiling.

“The journey is long, and it’s been raining for several days, so they’re delayed. Just wait a bit longer,” she said vaguely.

“They’d better hurry. If it weren’t for their family, I would have already announced Yuncheng’s marriage arrangements. So many families are waiting for me to choose,” Madam Xie said matter-of-factly.

Madam Yang’s smile became more forced.

Suddenly, people ahead began running chaotically. The servants clearing the way were knocked about, shouting angrily while raising their sticks to strike randomly. The scene immediately became chaotic.

Both Madam Xie and Madam Yang were startled and stopped in their tracks.

They watched as beggars pushed and crawled about.

“Give them some money,” Madam Xie said lightly.

This had become Madam Xie’s habit. Hearing the order, a servant woman quickly grabbed a pre-prepared money pouch and threw it out.

Accompanied by the lady’s merciful voice, the beggars surged forward chasing the money pouch to fight over it, with continuous screams from those being trampled and squeezed.

This was the favorite game of wealthy ladies. Madam Xie watched the scramble with a smile.

“The Marchioness is so kind-hearted,” Madam Yang smiled.

Madam Xie very much enjoyed this flattery and accepted it with a smile.

Naturally, Madam Yang didn’t want to be outdone. With a word of command, her servant also threw out several money pouches.

After watching the excitement for a while, they grew bored and headed toward the temple.

“…Carry him out… slowly, don’t move him…”

Behind them came voices different from the usual begging for alms and fighting over money. The two ladies, who were about to step over the threshold, couldn’t help but look back.

They saw that the scrambling beggars had been separated, and several men in identical clothing were carefully lifting out a small beggar whose head had been trampled and bloodied.

“Over here,” Qi Yue called out.

Right by the roadside, a banner was hung with the simple words “Free Medical Care.” Behind the banner stood disciples from Qianjin Hall, all busy at work.

Two disciples stood beside Qi Yue, seemingly helping but actually forming a protective circle around her.

“Free medical care means no charge?”

“I heard that the physicians at Qianjin Hall received kindness from beggars in their ancestry, so every April 18th they hold free medical consultations, examining patients and giving medicine.” Passersby who saw this discussed in low voices. Compared to beggars eager to get a few more coins or steamed buns, things like treating illness and giving medicine weren’t very attractive, but for other common people it was different. Soon they were surrounded by a crowd.

Madam Xie spotted Qi Yue immediately, though in her eyes, this woman’s dress and appearance were no different from those beggars.

“What kind of saint or bodhisattva is she pretending to be,” she snorted coldly. Seeing an old beggar kowtowing gratefully to Qi Yue, the anger in her heart shot up like flames. Bah! Despicable woman! Don’t even think about winning favor from beggars!

“These beggars are pitiful enough, scrambling madly for these two or three coins,” Madam Xie said, raising her hand. “Go, give out fifty more taels.”

Not only the servant woman beside her, but even Madam Yang stared at her wide-eyed.

Fifty taels…

This was really…

“Why aren’t you going quickly!” Madam Xie shouted.

Only then did the servant woman hurry away. Soon, news that the wife of Marquis Dingxi had given fifty taels spread everywhere. The scene of Marquis Dingxi’s charity was packed so tightly that not even water could flow through.

Madam Xie watched as the beggars who had been receiving treatment at Qianjin Hall—those with broken legs, faces covered in blood—crawled toward that direction, leaving that woman anxiously trying to dissuade them but helplessly standing in place. Finally, she smiled with complete satisfaction.

Meanwhile, Qi Yue seemed to sense the gaze from this direction and looked over.

“Thank you for the lady’s benevolence!” Qi Yue called out loudly, while gesturing to the people still being treated on her side. “Quick, quick! Medical treatment isn’t urgent—everyone go grab money first. After you get the money, come back for treatment. You won’t delay anything.”

Everyone laughed at her words and indeed ran off in a chaotic rush.

Madam Xie’s satisfied smile immediately stuck in her throat.

Chapter 232: Private Matters
Shameless despicable servant!

“Let’s go,” Madam Xie flicked her sleeves and went inside.

Looking back and seeing Madam Yang still standing there, she quickly called out.

Madam Yang’s gaze fell on Qi Yue with a somewhat appraising look.

“That one is Miss Qi?” she asked.

“That’s the despicable servant,” Madam Xie replied.

Madam Yang made an “oh” sound, her face bearing a somewhat sly smile.

This sly smile made Madam Xie feel very uncomfortable. She felt that anyone who saw this despicable servant should show disgust.

“Look clearly—this type of woman must never be approached,” she said.

Madam Yang smiled slyly without speaking and turned to follow her inside.

After finishing a day of free medical care, it was already dark when they returned to Qianjin Hall. Though tired, everyone was beaming with smiles. They put down their things and handed them to the disciple in charge of storage for disinfection and counting, while others prepared to go to the bathhouse on the side to wash.

Qi Yue had designed showers and had craftsmen create showerheads. Though crude, they didn’t affect usage, and her own residence now used the same system.

The well water at Qianjin Hall was channeled through bamboo pipes and a small water wheel to create a simple running water system. The disinfectant powder prepared by Liu Pucheng was placed nearby for everyone’s daily hand washing.

“We physicians—not just as physicians, but in daily life too—should try to wash with running water whenever possible,” she instructed.

Change starts from daily life, from small things.

Qi Yue watched as the disciples naturally walked to the bamboo pipes, laughing and chatting as they washed their hands, as if they had always done this. For a moment, she seemed to return to the familiar modern work environment.

“All of this is money, money, money…” Hu San muttered on the side.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“There are some things in this world that money cannot buy,” she turned to smile at him. “Don’t worry about money. ‘When wealth is scattered, it returns again. When life is good, one must enjoy it fully. Don’t let the golden goblet sit empty under the moon. Roast sheep and slaughter cattle for joy, and drink three hundred cups at once…'”

Her eyes lit up as she spoke.

“Teacher, teacher, how about I treat everyone tonight? Let’s go out for dinner…” she called out loudly.

Miss Qi loved excitement and hosting others, always suggesting meals and gatherings.

The disciples in the courtyard stopped and looked at Liu Pucheng.

A’Ru reached out and patted Qi Yue’s arm.

“Dinner? You want to drink, don’t you?” she said quietly, glaring. “Don’t even think about it. A’Hao has stewed pigeon soup.”

The fish soup had finally ended, only to be replaced by pigeon soup. Qi Yue’s face wrinkled up.

“Yes, it’s too late. Miss should go home. Don’t always eat outside—it’s not good for a woman,” Liu Pucheng came over and said.

She always obeyed Liu Pucheng’s words, those words and intentions that were good for her.

“Yes,” Qi Yue said, then looked up again. “Then, it’s okay if I drink at home, right?”

Liu Pucheng was amused by her helpless smile.

Here, Hu San once again pulled A’Ru aside to mutter.

“Why does Master love treating people to meals so much? That must cost so much money. It’s probably the habit of spending lavishly formed at the marquis mansion…” he muttered. “You need to advise her. She doesn’t know how expensive daily necessities are, but don’t you know either? A woman’s future life…”

“Shut up,” A’Ru said impatiently, glaring at him.

Hu San immediately closed his mouth.

“What do you understand,” A’Ru said, seeing his expression, then smiled helplessly and sighed.

“What?” Hu San asked, confused.

“If spending money can buy away loneliness, any amount is worth it,” A’Ru said.

Hu San understood. The loneliness was because she missed Lord, wasn’t it?

He also sighed. Master still didn’t know about Lord’s visit that time. Lord had forbidden anyone to speak of it, and after Old Physician An repeatedly confirmed that Master would recover well, Lord left without staying a moment longer.

It was said that on the way here, he traveled day and night without rest, running several horses to death.

He reached out and tugged at A’Ru’s sleeve.

“What now?” A’Ru shook off his hand and glared in warning.

“Why not tell Master that Lord not only traveled thousands of miles to see her, but also left four people specifically to protect her… This would surely make Master very happy…” Hu San said in a low voice.

A’Ru waved him off and looked toward Qi Yue, seeing that she was pulling out a notebook she carried with her to ask Liu Pucheng questions and hadn’t noticed their conversation.

“By now, there’s no chance to turn back. It’s the Emperor’s golden decree, and the divorce papers have been signed, not to mention there’s also the madam…” A’Ru said quietly. “Lord knows this too, which is why he acts this way. At this point, letting her let go is best for her. One person suffering is better than two people suffering.”

Hu San sighed deeply.

“Even wealthy households have their own sorrows,” he said, with some relief. “Fortunately, we are not…”

This sudden statement made A’Ru’s eyes widen, then her face turned red.

“Bah! Who’s ‘we’ with you!” she spat and turned away.

Hu San hadn’t expected to blurt out his inner thoughts, and his face also flushed red. Fortunately, no other disciples noticed.

Morning light streamed into the courtyard. Qi Yue was brushing her teeth when she heard someone calling at the gate.

“This early? Is there an emergency?” she asked, the toothbrush still in her mouth.

A servant woman had already gone to open the gate and returned shortly.

“Miss, it’s Madam Yang who wants to see you,” she said, handing over a calling card.

Madam Yang?

A’Hao took it to look.

“Oh my, Miss, it’s that matchmaking Madam Yang,” she said in surprise.

That madam…

Qi Yue gargled and spat the water into the spittoon.

“Tell her if there’s an emergency, go to Qianjin Hall. I’ll be there shortly,” she said.

A’Hao hurried off to relay the message. Madam Yang, sitting in her carriage, was stunned.

“Perhaps I didn’t make it clear. I have business with Miss Qi, not here for medical treatment,” she said with a smile.

A’Hao looked her over, though she couldn’t see her expression clearly through the curtain.

“What business?” she asked.

Madam Yang was stunned again.

This girl…

Even if she didn’t know the rules between master and servant, she should know her own status, shouldn’t she? How could she be so rude?

But having been a matchmaker for so long, being accommodating to both parties, and having seen all sorts of situations, she could tolerate this little rudeness from a young girl. Moreover, maintaining her dignity, she wouldn’t stoop to the level of such a small servant.

“Some private matters. I’m here on someone’s behalf, wanting to see Miss Qi,” she said gently.

“Private matters?” Qi Yue said in surprise after hearing A’Hao’s words. “She and I are complete strangers. What private matters could there be?”

“Then I’ll chase her away,” A’Hao said happily.

She had long disliked this Madam Yang, especially since she had come to arrange matches for Lord!

“Never mind, she hasn’t been discourteous. Please invite her in,” Qi Yue said.

Speaking of which, the two had met once before. Qi Yue stood at the door and nodded slightly to the well-dressed woman being helped by a maid as she entered—this counted as a greeting.

“I really didn’t expect to meet Miss Qi again so soon,” Madam Yang said with a smile. “And I didn’t expect the form of address to have changed so quickly.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Actually, when we first met, I could already imagine today,” she laughed.

Entering the room, Madam Yang glanced around. It was clean and tidy, not exactly simple, but far from luxurious. The room had several pots of lush green plants that added some charm, and besides these, the most eye-catching thing was a desk full of books and notebooks.

“I don’t like drinking tea, so there’s no good tea prepared at home. Please excuse the inconvenience, Madam,” Qi Yue said, watching A’Hao bring tea.

“I don’t like drinking tea either,” Madam Yang smiled as she sat down. “I don’t even like drinking water. Having an extra bowl of soup during meals each day is enough.”

Qi Yue also sat down.

“Please speak directly about your business, Madam. I have to go to work shortly, so I can’t keep you company for long,” she said directly.

Madam Yang smiled.

“I was already instructed about this before coming. I didn’t believe it then, but now I see it’s true—when talking with Miss Qi, one must be direct,” she laughed.

“There’s no help for it. It’s better to keep things simple. I don’t have time,” Qi Yue said, sipping her tea.

“It’s like this,” Madam Yang indeed stopped being polite and began speaking. “I’ve come to arrange a marriage for Miss Qi.”

Qi Yue choked on her tea.

News of Madam Yang entering Qi Yue’s home quickly reached the ears of interested parties.

Madam Xie originally didn’t want to be such an interested party, but helplessly, as long as this despicable servant remained in the city for one day, she would damage their marquis mansion’s reputation for one day. So she had no choice but to condescend to have people watch that woman’s house, to avoid being caught off guard by that despicable servant’s antics, like what happened with Old Madam Liu.

“What?” When she heard this news, Madam Xie was having breakfast and put down her bowl. “What is she doing at that despicable servant’s place?”

Madam Yang loved matchmaking. Could she have gone there to arrange a marriage?

How absurd! That was impossible! Who would want their Dingxi Marquis mansion’s cast-off wife!

Madam Xie slammed down her chopsticks.

“Go ask what exactly Madam Yang is doing there,” she said with raised eyebrows. “I’ve invited her several times and she says she’s busy, too busy to see me. I think she’s just idle!”

Nanny Su responded and hurried out, though she didn’t know where to inquire.

She certainly couldn’t go to Qi Yue’s place—they wouldn’t let her in, much less allow her to ask questions. She’d probably be served a basin of foot-washing water at best. She could only approach from Madam Yang’s side.

Nanny Su changed clothes and went to Madam Yang’s house.

“Madam has gone out,” said a servant woman close to Madam Yang, inviting Nanny Su to sit. “What bad timing.”

“I’m not here to see Madam,” Nanny Su smiled, pulling the servant woman to sit down. “I’m here to see you. About that loan-sharking business you mentioned last time—I’m thinking of investing.”

The servant woman was immediately delighted and talked for a long time before Nanny Su left the Yang house.

Getting into her carriage and looking back at the Yang house, she couldn’t help but frown.

After spending her own money generously, the news that servant woman told her wasn’t particularly good.

Madam Yang was indeed busy with matchmaking, but not busy with their family’s matches. Instead, she was arranging a second marriage for Wang Qian, the eldest grandson of the Wang family and son of Wang Tongye.

The Wang family’s remarriage, Madam Yang going to Qi Yueniang’s door—these originally unrelated matters being connected made one uneasy.

Could the second wife the Wang family wanted be… Qi Yueniang?

How was that possible? She was their Dingxi Marquis mansion’s cast-off wife! How could the Wang family’s status accept a cast-off wife! And one from Dingxi Marquis mansion at that—wouldn’t this be slapping Dingxi Marquis mansion in the face?

At this moment, Madam Yang was sitting before Wang Tongye and his wife.

“What did Miss Qi say?” Wang Tongye asked with some urgency.

Chapter 233: Reply
Qi Yue choked on her tea and began coughing.

A’Hao at her side quickly helped pat her back.

Madam Yang also looked at her with some concern.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Qi Yue waved her hand to reassure them while looking at Madam Yang. “What did you say, Madam? Arranging a marriage for whom?”

“Also an acquaintance,” Madam Yang smiled. “It’s Wang Qian, the eldest grandson of Wang Tongye, Master Wang’s family.”

Qi Yue’s expression was quite remarkable.

Madam Yang had no choice either. Normally, such matters weren’t discussed directly with the person involved, but this Miss Qi was all alone with only the physicians from Qianjin Hall as close relations.

Young women were extremely shy when it came to marriage proposals. You couldn’t expect them to respond readily—without three or four visits, you couldn’t expect to make things clear.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Well, thank you for the kind intentions of Madam and Master Wang,” she smiled. “It’s just that I don’t want to think about marriage right now.”

Of course not—she had just divorced and her heart hadn’t gotten over it yet.

Madam Yang nodded with understanding.

“That’s fine, no rush,” she said with a smile, speaking somewhat earnestly. “Miss Qi, I’m older than you by some years, so please allow me to speak presumptuously—women must all look forward.”

Qi Yue smiled and agreed.

“Everyone must look forward,” she said.

“Exactly, Miss Qi is such a reasonable person,” Madam Yang smiled, then paused. “How old are you this year, Miss Qi?”

In all her years as a matchmaker, this was the first time Madam Yang had to ask the person’s age directly. Before, which family hadn’t prepared everything properly?

It was just that for Miss Qi, there really was nowhere to prepare such information.

“Twenty-eight,” Qi Yue answered casually.

Twenty-eight?!

Madam Yang stared at her wide-eyed.

“Ha, ha,” Qi Yue realized her mistake and quickly laughed dryly.

But how old was Qi Yueniang?

She couldn’t help but turn to look at A’Hao.

Unfortunately, A’Ru wasn’t there—she had gone out with Hu San to order a batch of medical care equipment.

“My mistress will turn twenty this coming May,” A’Hao said.

Qi Yue sighed in relief and looked at Madam Yang with an air of profundity, as if questioning why she was asking about her age, showing no sign that she didn’t know her own age.

“Young Master Wang is seven years older than Miss. His first wife died of illness, and Young Master Wang voluntarily observed mourning for his wife for three years—he’s a devoted man,” Madam Yang said with a smile.

Seeing that she was about to launch into an introduction, Qi Yue quickly interrupted.

“Thank you for your kind intentions, Madam. It’s not about being several years older or younger,” she smiled. “I really don’t want to marry. I’m not being polite with you, Madam. Just like when I spoke about divorce, I don’t lie about such matters.”

Hearing Madam Yang’s words, Wang Tongye leaned back in his chair.

“See? I said it wouldn’t work, but you insisted on going,” Old Madam Wang complained. “You think all women are as heartless as you men—wife dies one day, ready to be a groom the next…”

Wang Tongye made a dismissive sound.

“What does that have to do with anything?” he said, glaring.

Madam Yang was amused by them.

“The old madam speaks reasonably. I can see that Miss Qi truly doesn’t want to marry, at least not currently,” she smiled. “But don’t worry, I’ll keep this matter in mind. Every few days I’ll go ask, and if it doesn’t work in half a year, then a year, and if not in a year…”

She quickly stopped here, somewhat embarrassed.

If she continued, she’d be suggesting that Young Master Wang wait for Miss Qi, which was ridiculous. Miss Qi wasn’t some fairy or noble lady. She wasn’t a sought-after prize, but Young Master Wang certainly was. Over the years, so many people had asked her to arrange matches for him, all with unmarried young ladies of good breeding and proper background—there weren’t even many from secondary wives’ families. How could a woman of beggar origins who had divorced from a marquis mansion be worth waiting for?

“If it doesn’t work in one year, we’ll wait two or three years,” Wang Tongye decided firmly.

Madam Yang was stunned.

What? They really wanted to hang themselves on this one tree?

Madam Yang was even more surprised.

“Then we’ll have to trouble Madam,” Old Madam Wang said.

Madam Yang came to her senses and quickly said she didn’t dare.

Old Madam Wang had her daughter-in-law personally escort Madam Yang out, and the two talked as they walked.

“What do you think of this marriage proposal?” Madam Yang couldn’t help asking.

Honestly, this match really wasn’t very good. For someone like Wang Qian, it was truly like a good cabbage being eaten by a pig…

Wang Qian’s mother, the Wang family’s eldest daughter-in-law, forty-five-year-old Madam Ning, lived up to her surname—peaceful and tranquil.

“What Father and Mother approve of must be excellent,” she said with a gentle smile.

She probably doesn’t dare oppose her in-laws, Madam Yang thought to herself, not believing such conventional women’s talk.

As they walked outside chatting and laughing, Madam Yang suddenly stumbled and nearly fell with an “Oh my,” but fortunately Madam Ning was quick to catch her.

“What was that?” Madam Yang called out, looking down.

She saw a red rope quickly pulled behind a large potted plant, and from behind the plant, a person ran away quickly.

Running so fast, turning a corner and disappearing in just a few steps. Madam Yang only had time to see the back of a seven or eight-year-old girl.

“Qiao-jie!” Madam Ning frowned and called out. “Where are the people watching Qiao-jie?”

Her maid hurried off to look.

“I’m so sorry,” Madam Ning quickly apologized to Madam Yang. “This child… this child is truly unruly…”

Qiao-jie was Wang Qian’s daughter. Since her mother died, she had been raised by Madam Ning. Despite Madam Ning’s gentle nature, this granddaughter she raised was completely opposite to her.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. Children being mischievous is good…” Madam Yang quickly laughed.

“It’s not so good for girls to be mischievous,” Madam Ning sighed. “I don’t know whose temperament she takes after.”

“Certainly not yours, Madam,” Madam Yang said, pulling her hand and smiling.

Madam Ning smiled, personally escorted her to the carriage while holding her hand, and ordered servants to prepare generous gifts.

Regarding what Madam Yang had discussed, Qi Yue felt it was Wang Tongye wanting to help her. For an old man like Wang Tongye, helping a woman naturally meant giving her a home. What deep affection indeed came from their fight!

Qi Yue smiled, not sure what to feel, so she dismissed the thought and after seeing off Madam Yang, went about her business.

This day, because there was a patient with a broken leg from yesterday, Qi Yue hurried to relieve Liu Pucheng before dawn.

There were few pedestrians on the street, with only occasional people pushing carts across the empty street, leaving a trail of creaking sounds.

Qi Yue walked at a leisurely pace with A’Ru.

“There’s a feeling of walking in an ancient Jiangnan town,” she said to A’Ru, then laughed at herself.

Of course—she was in an ancient town, a genuine ancient town!

“Eh?” Qi Yue stopped and looked toward a small tea stall by the river.

A small, simple tea stall where a thin old woman was busily working. Steam from the stove mixed with the undispersed morning mist.

There was only one customer in the tea stall, sitting with his back to the road facing the river, eating something.

Granny Wang noticed someone approaching and looked up to see a pretty young woman, feeling somewhat nervous. After all, sitting in her tea stall was someone everyone avoided. Of course, she wasn’t concerned about losing the young woman’s business, but rather that the poor child would feel more guilty and stop coming to eat at her stall.

Before she could finish speaking, she saw the young woman make a shushing gesture and smile slightly.

This smile made Granny Wang feel as if everything brightened before her, as if the morning mist instantly cleared.

Before she could react, she saw the young woman walk past her toward the tea stall and call out “Hey” to Coffin Boy, who was eating.

Both Granny Wang and Coffin Boy were startled.

“Little Coffin, long time no see,” Qi Yue smiled as she sat down beside him.

Coffin Boy was startled and stood up.

“You… how are you here?” he asked.

“Morning exercise, and catching an early shift,” Qi Yue smiled while looking at Coffin Boy’s plate and bowl. “What are you eating? What breakfast is available here? A’Ru and I haven’t eaten yet.”

Coffin Boy’s expression was complex.

A’Ru had already gone to ask Granny Wang and ordered two bowls of tea soup and two vegetable pancakes.

“You… don’t eat here,” Coffin Boy said quietly.

“Why not?” Qi Yue looked at him in confusion.

Because I’m unlucky, you should stay away from me…

Coffin Boy said nothing.

“By the way, did Hu San give you the money for assisting with surgery last time?” Qi Yue asked, watching Granny Wang carefully bring over the tea soup. She happily took chopsticks from the table holder. “It smells so good.”

Granny Wang looked at her.

“As long as the young lady doesn’t mind,” she said, unable to help glancing at Coffin Boy. “This is the first time I’ve seen Little Coffin meet an acquaintance…”

Acquaintance—everyone in Yongqing Prefecture is my acquaintance, but no one meets with him…

Except this woman…

Coffin Boy couldn’t describe what he felt.

“Little Coffin, you should treat us,” Granny Wang added, then hurried away.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Right, you should treat us,” she smiled as she picked up a vegetable pancake and began eating.

A’Ru also sat down and began eating.

Coffin Boy stood there. Qi Yue didn’t speak, acting as if she didn’t notice he was standing. After a moment, he sat down too.

“Hu San gave me the money,” he said.

Qi Yue made an “mm” sound.

“Good, that boy is careless with things. I was afraid he’d forget,” she said.

Coffin Boy kept his head down eating.

In the small tea stall, apart from sounds from the stove, there was no other noise.

Soon all three finished eating, and Coffin Boy indeed paid.

“Next time I’ll treat you,” Qi Yue smiled.

Coffin Boy said nothing, bowed in farewell.

“Hey, Yuan Ziqing,” Qi Yue suddenly called out.

Yuan Ziqing was Coffin Boy’s real name, though few people used it, so much so that Coffin Boy himself almost forgot it.

His steps paused.

“You’re really timid,” Qi Yue shook her head. “Scared by just this? You don’t even dare enter Qianjin Hall’s gates anymore?”

Coffin Boy turned around.

“I’m not scared of this. I’m a…” he said, glaring.

“Unlucky person, right?” Qi Yue raised her eyebrows, crossing her arms and shaking her head. “Really, you’re not even as good as Yan’er.”

Along with Qi Yue’s advertisement for free cleft lip and palate treatment, Yan’er had become well-known as the spokesperson.

At first, Qi Yue worried the Liu family wouldn’t agree—after all, even now, children with cleft lips were still very sensitive about people knowing. But unexpectedly, shortly after returning to the Liu family, Yan’er came over as happily as before. She heard that back at the Liu family, Yan’er actively promoted and showed her mouth to people under Old Madam Liu’s protection. No one in the Liu family dared say a word against it. Not only couldn’t they speak, but if anyone showed even a slight expression toward Yan’er, Old Madam Liu would scold everyone in the Liu family from top to bottom. Given Old Madam Liu’s accumulated resentment over half a lifetime, there was probably still quite a while left of such scolding, especially after Old Madam Liu finally returned to her natal family and nearly died from crying at her deceased parents’ graves.

“You say you’re brave, but actually, dead people can’t cause harm. They can’t speak or do anything—what’s scary about that? Not being afraid of them doesn’t count as being brave,” Qi Yue continued. “Not being afraid of living people, not being afraid of social conventions—that’s truly being brave.”

Coffin Boy lifted his foot to step forward.

Granny Wang, gripping her ladle nervously, couldn’t help stamping her foot.

Coffin Boy stopped again.

“Remember to treat us next time,” he said, turning back. “Women who eat so much, more than I do—what a loss.”

He waved and strode away.

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips.

“Stingy,” she clicked her tongue and gestured to A’Ru. “Let’s go, time for work.”

A’Ru smiled and followed.

The morning mist cleared and there were more people on the street, with various breakfast vendors’ calls filling the streets. But Granny Wang’s stall had no customers. She stood by the stove wiping tears with her apron.

“Granny Wang, what’s wrong? Were you beaten, scolded, or robbed?” a familiar neighbor asked. “Why are you crying like this so early in the morning?”

“Go away, what do you understand? I just want to cry,” Granny Wang said, waving at the person and indeed starting to cry again, covering her face with her apron.

Yuan Zi’s mother, did you see? Can you rest assured now?

“Thank you, Guanyin Bodhisattva,” Granny Wang slowly pressed her hands together in prayer, her body bending down devoutly, tears streaming down her face. “Forgive this old woman’s sin of harming life for greed back then.”

Chapter 234: Unrelated
When Coffin Boy came to Qianjin Hall again, he arrived driving a cart with items covered by black cloth, entering through the back door.

Besides the daily teaching during work, Qi Yue still insisted on classroom instruction once a day.

When the disciples taking turns for class walked into the classroom, they found something covered with black cloth on the podium. Not knowing what it was, everyone curiously speculated.

Qi Yue waited for everyone to enter and stand at their desks. That’s right—everyone still wasn’t used to the teacher standing while they sat, and Qi Yue wasn’t used to sitting while teaching either, so everyone remained standing.

“Alright, today we’re going to learn about human organs,” Qi Yue said.

She raised her hand, and Coffin Boy pulled away the black cloth, revealing a row of more than ten black earthen jars.

The disciples stared wide-eyed, somewhat confused.

“Now, we express our gratitude to these body donors,” Qi Yue said, first bowing to the black earthen jars in front of her.

Though in ancient times, these donors weren’t exactly willing…

The disciples didn’t understand but still followed suit in paying respects.

Coffin Boy was stunned for a moment on the side. Seeing everyone in the room paying respects while he stood there looking rather conspicuous, he hesitated for a moment before slowly bending down as well.

After completing this ritual, Qi Yue stood up and put on deerskin gloves.

“When we treat illness, we help our organs and body fight against disease. So first we must understand our own bodily organs…” she said, reaching into one of the jars and pulling something out.

“Today we’ll start by learning about internal organs…”

After a moment of silence in the classroom, there was a collective “Wah!” as chaos erupted.

“…Everyone vomited for two days… The cafeteria was required to have not a trace of meat or fish…”

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but slap the table and laugh heartily upon reading this.

The paper in his hand was much larger than those originally sent by carrier pigeon, with much more content. Besides maintaining the carrier pigeon reports of safety, he had also requested that the guards write detailed monthly letters.

“…Besides vomiting here, Hu San also ran to the pig butcher’s house in the city, watching the pig slaughter daily, then fainting daily. Now he’s learned to slaughter pigs but still faints at the sight of blood…”

Chang Yuncheng threw his head back and laughed again.

Laughing and laughing, he read the letter from the beginning again, as if he could see every detail of Qianjin Hall before his eyes…

Wait, that wasn’t right!

He suddenly sat up straight and read the letter carefully from beginning to end. It was about the details of Qianjin Hall, not the details of Qi Yue.

Besides “Miss Qi came to work, saw patients, taught classes”—these repetitive things—there was no other description. Instead, others took up the space.

Who wanted to read about whether Hu San fainted or the disciples vomited, and there was Coffin Boy…

Was this Coffin Boy going to be permanently stationed at Qianjin Hall?

Chang Yuncheng’s hands clenched into fists.

Was that woman doing these things every day? So boring, repetitive, and monotonous…

Was she happy?

Chang Yuncheng released his hands, feeling only bitterness in his mouth.

What did it matter if she was happy or not? What could he do about it? Besides accompanying her in happiness and unhappiness, he could no longer influence whether she was happy or not. Her happiness or unhappiness was now… unrelated to him…

Unrelated…

Chang Yuncheng hung his head and remained motionless for a long time.

Someone strode into the room from outside.

“Master Chang, your family letter,” a burly man said, still flipping through a letter in his hand. “Eh? Didn’t your letter just arrive? How is there another one?”

Chang Yuncheng had already recovered his composure and pressed a book over the letter spread on the table.

“Let me see,” he said, seeming somewhat surprised himself.

The burly man handed him the letter.

Chang Yuncheng took it. This was written by Madam Xie, every word filled with gratitude and concern. Reading it made Chang Yuncheng feel both sour and warm inside.

Reading toward the end, Chang Yuncheng’s expression froze.

“What’s wrong?” the burly man quickly asked. “Is there trouble at home?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled stiffly.

“Nothing,” he said.

How could this be nothing? The burly man wasn’t a fool, but it was obviously something inconvenient to discuss.

“If there’s anything, remember to speak up. The brothers are all here,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and thanked him.

The burly man then took his leave.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and looked at the letter again.

“…Even though you’re not here, I must arrange a marriage for you. As your mother, I will never let you become the laughingstock of others.”

Chang Yuncheng felt his eyes sting. He wanted to tear up the letter but found his hands powerless. After trembling for a moment, he set it aside and picked up his brush to write a reply.

At this time on the street, a horse galloped swiftly. Though this was a border city, trade was prosperous, so the market was quite lively. The handsome young man on horseback immediately caught the attention of young ladies and married women.

“Little Brother Jiang, Little Brother Jiang… let me treat you to tea…”

“Little Brother Jiang, Little Brother Jiang… try the freshly made mutton…”

The border region’s customs were open, and many women simply waved and called out.

In the past, Jiang Hai would have responded to such calls with his devastatingly handsome smile to reciprocate the women’s affection. But this time he seemed not to hear, spurring his horse to gallop away, leaving behind a trail of broken hearts.

“Lord!” Jiang Hai rushed into Chang Yuncheng’s room like the wind, shouting loudly.

Chang Yuncheng was just folding a finished letter when he saw Jiang Hai rush in, his face seeming to carry the bright sun with him, his brilliant smile almost melting enough to melt anyone.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng frowned, his gaze falling on the large bundle Jiang Hai was carrying.

“Lord, you’re sending a family letter, right?” Jiang Hai asked with bright, sparkling eyes.

Chang Yuncheng sealed the letter.

“So what?” he said lightly.

As soon as he finished speaking, the large bundle was suddenly pushed in front of him, nearly hitting his chin.

“Lord, please take this to Miss Qi,” Jiang Hai said loudly, his face full of expectation.

Miss Qi…

Chang Yuncheng looked at Jiang Hai and couldn’t help but think of his first meeting with Qi Yueniang.

How could he call it the first meeting? They had actually met before, but that was the first time she had caught his eye.

That woman had swaggered in with an arrogant manner…

When she saw him, her expression of shock…

It all appeared vividly before his eyes.

“Lord?” Jiang Hai reached out and waved his hand in front of Chang Yuncheng.

What was wrong with Lord?

Oh, had he already forgotten who that Miss Qi was? That made sense—he was a lord, how could he remember household servants?

“She’s the female physician from your house who saved my life,” he quickly reminded, speaking with some grievance. “I’ve always wanted to send her something to express my gratitude, but I never had the chance. Now that you’re here, Lord, it’s perfect. It can go back with your family letter and definitely reach her… It’s been so long since I’ve seen her. Does she still remember me? She should remember, right? I’m not that ugly… cough, cough, of course I don’t mean anything by it…”

Listening to Jiang Hai’s chatter, Chang Yuncheng felt a complex mix of emotions.

Anyone could express concern for her, except himself.

And he could only watch others express concern for her, unable to do anything.

Would it be like this for the rest of his life…

How had it come to this?

When Hu San was about to sneak out to watch pig slaughter again, Qi Yue stopped him.

“Fainting at the sight of blood is a medical condition, not something you can overcome through willpower alone,” Qi Yue said seriously.

Hu San looked distressed.

“I’m useless…” he said, hanging his head.

“How are you useless?” Qi Yue shook her head, pointing around them. “All of this, all of this, was arranged by you…”

Hu San looked around.

“These were all arranged by you, Master. I just ran errands and talked,” he said.

“Exactly! Isn’t that being useful? Your legs, your mouth—how many things have you done for me and everyone else?” Qi Yue smiled, shaking a wooden tube in her hand. “This stethoscope works well. Have the craftsmen work harder to see if they can quickly make one for everyone.”

This was a trumpet-shaped wooden listening tube. Of course, its effectiveness couldn’t compare to the one Qi Yue had brought, but it was better than nothing.

“Hu San, you’re the one I trust most. All my money and the designs for these things are entirely your responsibility,” she said, looking at Hu San seriously and solemnly.

Hu San suddenly straightened his back with equal solemnity.

“Master, rest assured. I will protect these secrets with my life,” he said.

“Good, now go get busy. Whether our medical clinic can get better and better depends on you,” Qi Yue smiled.

“It definitely will,” Hu San shouted, running off.

Wang Tongye was just entering and was nearly knocked over, fortunately his servant caught him.

“In such a hurry to be reincarnated!”

Wang Tongye said nothing, but a crisp child’s voice called out.

Wang Tongye quickly reached out to cover the mouth of the little girl beside him.

“Qiao’er, mind your manners—manners! We’re in public,” he said quietly.

The little girl was seven or eight years old, wearing a pale yellow dress with several pearl flowers in her hair. With red lips and white teeth and a delicate face, upon hearing Wang Tongye’s words, a smile appeared on her face. The mixture of a child’s innocence and the budding dignity of a young lady from a noble family made people can’t help but look.

“Yes, Great-grandfather,” she replied clearly, slowly lifting her skirt to enter Qianjin Hall. Being a child after all, her eyes were still full of surprise as she looked around.

Wang Tongye held her hand and went directly to Qi Yue’s room.

But Qi Yue wasn’t in her room—she was next door observing Liu Pucheng’s consultation.

“Master Wang, why have you come?” She saw Wang Tongye and asked with a smile, quickly inviting him over.

There was no embarrassment on this woman’s face because of the matchmaking attempt; instead, she was the same as always.

Wang Tongye nodded with satisfaction, knowing he hadn’t misjudged her.

“I’m not here for medical treatment,” he smiled as he sat down.

Qi Yue personally went outside to request tea.

“Who is this beautiful little girl?” she asked curiously, looking at the little girl sitting quietly beside Wang Tongye.

Wang Tongye was about to introduce her when the little girl stood up on her own.

“In response to your question, Miss, I am the young lady of the Wang family. My pet name is Qiao’er, and my father is Wang Qian,” she said. Her voice was childish, but her tone carried the bearing of someone from a noble family, and she performed a slight curtsy.

Indeed, children from wealthy families—their upbringing was evident at a glance.

In comparison, Qi Yue felt she wasn’t as refined as this child.

“Hello, hello,” she quickly smiled and returned the greeting, looking at Wang Qiao’er again. “So beautiful, just like your father.”

Wang Qiao’er looked at her with bright eyes.

“Then Miss, are you saying my father is very beautiful?” she asked.

Chapter 235: Child’s Innocence
Qi Yue was stunned by her question and laughed heartily.

Children’s thinking was indeed very divergent…

“Yes, yes, your father and your great-grandfather are both beautiful,” she laughed.

Wang Qiao’er glanced at Wang Tongye.

“My great-grandfather is so old, and you still find him appealing? Do you want to marry that badly?” she said in a soft, gentle voice, still maintaining that dignified demeanor, but what she said was really…

For a moment, Qi Yue thought the person standing in front of her wasn’t Wang Tongye’s great-granddaughter, but Old Master Liu’s great-granddaughter.

Such a sharp tongue.

Wang Tongye was greatly embarrassed, reached out to pull Wang Qiao’er, covered her mouth and made repeated “hey” sounds.

“Look, look what trouble you’ve caused Miss Qi,” he said, shaking his head with a bitter smile.

Qi Yue smiled and sat down.

“It’s fine, children naturally say whatever they think—it’s innocence,” she smiled.

This Wang Qiao’er had such hostility toward her probably because of Madam Yang’s matchmaking.

It was understandable. When children heard about their father remarrying, they would naturally resist and reject it.

“Miss Qi, it’s like this. When you were ill, I had an argument with Marquis Dingxi, so in a moment of impulse, I spoke publicly about forming a marriage alliance with you,” Wang Tongye said, becoming serious.

Qi Yue hadn’t heard about this. At that time, everyone was busy only caring about whether she could survive, and no one paid attention to what Wang Tongye said, so naturally no one told Qi Yue.

So that’s how it was.

“This matter was my presumption, so I asked a matchmaker to formally propose, otherwise it would damage Miss Qi’s reputation,” Wang Tongye said, then smiled again. “It’s good this way—Miss Qi has refused us, so it’s just our Wang family being presumptuous, and Miss’s reputation is preserved.”

Hearing this, Qi Yue finally felt relieved, and the slight awkwardness she had felt earlier dissipated.

That’s what she thought—how could the Wang family actually be interested in her? It was completely impossible.

“Master Wang, how dare you act so recklessly,” Qi Yue laughed. “What if I had agreed? What would you have done then? Actually marry me into the family?”

A flash of light passed through Wang Tongye’s eyes.

“Really, naturally really. How could one joke about such matters?” he said immediately, his expression serious.

Sometimes it was okay to joke, sometimes it wasn’t—Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Speaking of which, I’ve caused you worry this time, Master Wang,” she said, not continuing this topic, becoming serious and standing to bow to Wang Tongye.

A trace of regret flashed in Wang Tongye’s eyes.

“Miss Qi, such words are too formal,” he said.

As they were talking, A’Ru came in from outside carrying a small box.

“Miss, the thermometer has been used and disinfected. Please put it away,” she said, then bowed to Wang Tongye.

Qi Yue nodded and reached out to take it, placing it on the table.

“I need to use the blood pressure monitor,” A’Ru said.

“In the cabinet over there,” Qi Yue said. “You take it—it’s used more in nursing.”

“No, there are too many people and too much commotion over there. It would be terrible if it got dropped or broken,” A’Ru said, going to the cabinet to get the blood pressure monitor.

Wang Tongye watched curiously.

“If this thing is so useful, why not make more?” he couldn’t help saying.

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head.

“They can’t be made,” she said.

A’Ru also turned around and nodded.

“Miss’s things are all unique in the world,” she said.

“Then these must be incredibly precious,” Wang Tongye said in surprise.

A’Ru nodded and left with the blood pressure monitor.

Wang Tongye continued talking with Qi Yue, asking how her recovery was going and whether she was still taking Old Physician An’s medicine.

As they talked, Wang Qiao’er slowly got up from her chair. Since she hadn’t spoken during this time, Wang Tongye stopped paying attention to her.

Wang Qiao’er stood in front of the table and reached out to grab the small box containing the thermometer that was placed to the side.

Qi Yue saw this and stopped talking.

“Qiao’er, put it down, don’t touch it,” Wang Tongye quickly scolded.

Wang Qiao’er had already opened the box with her hand.

“Wow,” she exclaimed. “Such beautiful crystal!”

She looked up at Qi Yue with eyes full of longing.

“Miss, may I look at it?” she asked.

“Yes, look at it, but don’t take it out. Children can’t play with this,” Qi Yue said.

Wang Qiao’er lowered her head to look at the box with a curious expression.

“Is it a hairpin made of crystal?” she asked.

“It’s not a hairpin, it’s used to measure body temperature,” Qi Yue answered with a smile.

Just then, a disciple came from outside.

“Master, is it convenient for a consultation?” the disciple asked, with an old woman following behind, somewhat hesitantly peering in.

Wang Tongye immediately stood up to take his leave.

“I came just to put Miss at ease, so I won’t disturb you further,” he said.

Qi Yue didn’t stand on ceremony either and stood up to see him off.

“Qiao’er, let’s go,” Wang Tongye called out, reaching out to pull Wang Qiao’er.

Wang Qiao’er was still looking at the thermometer, then responded while turning around, her hand lightly brushing as she moved, causing the small box to fall toward the ground.

Accompanied by a cry of alarm, the small box fell face-down on the floor.

Everyone in the room was stunned, staring blankly at the shattered thermometer on the ground.

Several drops of mercury that had rolled out glinted among the fragments.

It was broken…

Wang Tongye was furious and slapped Wang Qiao’er.

“Look what you’ve done!” he roared.

Wang Qiao’er burst into tears.

This crying brought Qi Yue back to her senses. She quickly grabbed some paper from nearby, and the disciple from outside also rushed in but stood there helplessly.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Qi Yue carefully collected the mercury and handed it to the disciple. “Find some soil and bury it deep.”

The disciple responded with a pale face and carried it out.

Wang Tongye was still angrily scolding Wang Qiao’er, who was crying loudly.

“It’s fine, it’s fine, the child didn’t do it on purpose,” Qi Yue quickly mediated.

“Breaking your things and then having you comfort us—I’ve gone too far,” Wang Tongye quickly stopped, his expression embarrassed and distressed. “I’ll leave now and come back later to apologize to Miss properly.”

He grabbed the still-crying Wang Qiao’er and pulled her along, striding away with a dark expression.

“She’s just a child, don’t frighten her,” Qi Yue called after them.

Wang Tongye had already stridden away.

Wang Qiao’er’s crying in the main hall drew everyone’s attention.

Liu Pucheng, A’Ru, Hu San, and others all came over.

“What happened?” everyone asked.

Qi Yue stood at the doorway, then looked back into the room.

The fragments of the thermometer glinted on the floor.

Broken, gone…

So it was like how she could never go back—everything would gradually disappear until there was no trace left.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Qi Yue turned back around, took a deep breath, and smiled broadly. “Sweep this up so the broken glass doesn’t hurt anyone.”

A’Ru was almost in tears, but hearing her words, she still nodded.

“Madam, where are you feeling unwell?” Qi Yue looked at the old woman who had come for consultation.

The old woman had been frightened silly by this incident and was somewhat unable to react when suddenly asked.

“Come, please sit here,” Qi Yue gestured invitingly.

When night fell, Qianjin Hall returned to quiet. Tonight was Qi Yue’s evening shift, and there were still no inpatients in the ward, so the evening shift was relatively leisurely.

Most of the disciples gathered together to review their lessons—some practicing suturing techniques, others studying anatomical diagrams.

Qi Yue stood at the doorway and glanced at the classroom.

“I’m going out for a walk,” she said, turning around.

A’Ru, who had been following behind her, was stunned.

“I want to walk alone,” Qi Yue said again.

A’Ru sighed, looking at her with a worried expression.

It was because of the broken thermometer, wasn’t it?

“Alright,” she nodded.

Qi Yue hadn’t expected A’Ru to agree so readily. This girl who had always been like a protective mother hen was actually willing to let her go out alone?

“A’Ru, what do you need to be busy with?” she couldn’t help asking.

A’Ru gave her a white-eyed look.

“It’s fine, if you want me to accompany you, I can spare the time,” she said.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

The girl who had initially been cautious and strictly observed master-servant hierarchy now had an increasingly relaxed and casual interaction style with her.

Qi Yue waved at her and walked out.

“Watch over Miss. She’s in a very bad mood,” A’Ru said quietly after watching her leave.

Somehow two disciples in janitor uniforms approached, responded affirmatively, and followed her out.

The night market was even livelier in summer. Qi Yue walked through the main street to the riverside. A young woman walking alone like her was quite eye-catching, but after seeing her clearly, people’s gazes carried a measure of respect.

That’s Miss Qi from Qianjin Hall…

Those who recognized her quietly introduced her to those who didn’t.

The one who can perform surgical healing and inherited the divine medical skills of the legendary physician Bian Que…

Qi Yue paid no attention. The surrounding bustle was just background to her as she walked slowly.

“Miss Qi,” a voice called from behind.

The voice was unfamiliar. Qi Yue turned around and saw a man in the light of street lamps and river lanterns, wearing a dark robe, with regular features and extraordinary bearing.

Qi Yue felt he looked somewhat familiar but couldn’t remember for the moment.

“Are you calling me?” she asked, pointing to herself.

“Wang Qian,” Wang Qian said, nodding and bowing.

Qi Yue looked at him a few more times before recognizing him and smiled.

“I know about the matter, so I came especially to apologize to Miss. Great-grandfather is hiding at home, saying he can never face Miss again in this lifetime,” Wang Qian said.

Qi Yue sighed.

“It’s fine, don’t think too much about it. It’s just an object,” she said with a smile.

Wang Qian looked at her and bowed slightly again.

“This object held extraordinary meaning for Miss,” he said. “Yet it was destroyed by my daughter, who hides behind the excuse of childish innocence while Miss suffers inexpressible anguish.”

Qi Yue looked at him and sighed.

“Care to drink?” she said.

Wang Qian was stunned, thinking he had misheard.

Finding a spot along the riverbank where there weren’t too many people, Qi Yue sat down on the ground.

Wang Qian took a wine flask from his servant’s hands.

“Miss Qi, please,” he said.

Qi Yue reached out and took it.

Wang Qian had just picked up a wine cup and turned around when he saw Qi Yue already drinking directly from the flask.

“Hey,” he couldn’t help calling out.

Qi Yue ignored him, drank a mouthful, and looked at the river scenery.

“Wow,” she said, turning back with a smile. “Rich people’s wine is really different—much better than the cheap stuff that stingy Hu San brings back.”

Starlight, lamplight, and the shimmering reflections on the water cast shadows on this woman’s body and face, making her entire figure seem to sway.

Wang Qian looked away.

“When Miss is in a bad mood, anything would taste good,” he said.

Qi Yue turned to face the river and drank another mouthful.

“Actually, I’m really not angry because of your daughter, but rather feeling sad about losing this thing,” she said, letting out a long breath. “What in this world is eternal? Everything will be lost eventually. I can’t accept it, but I should have accepted it long ago.”

Someone sat down beside her. Qi Yue turned to look and saw that Wang Qian had actually sat down too, also holding a wine flask.

“If drinking can help Miss come to terms with it, then I shall naturally accompany you,” he said, drinking from his flask just as she had.

In the shadows of the night, the two guards following Qi Yue exchanged glances, both seeing worry, anxiety, and unease in each other’s eyes.

One gestured with his head, the other shook his head.

Drive this man away…

How to drive him away? Lord only told them to protect Miss’s safety, and this man poses no threat to Miss’s safety…

The two communicated with looks that both understood, then looked at the man again.

But this man might pose a threat to Lord…

Chapter 236: The Present Moment
The two of them sat in silence, each drinking their wine, watching the fragmented reflections of the street lights shimmering on the river.

Drinking this way, the pot of wine was quickly emptied.

“Lady Qi has quite the capacity for drink,” Wang Qian turned his head to glance at her and said with a smile.

“Just average,” Qi Yue smiled and replied.

“However, I could only offer this much tonight. In the future…” Wang Qian continued, “If Lady Qi has the inclination in the future, I would be honored to accompany you again.”

Qi Yue smiled and said that would be good.

The two fell silent once more.

Qi Yue sighed and pointed across the river with the hand holding the wine pot.

“Actually, you see,” she said, “life everywhere is quite real.”

Wang Qian looked over. Across the river was a row of shops, mostly wine houses and tea houses. This was their busiest time, with serving girls moving among them like colorful butterflies, their clear calls mixing with the silk and bamboo music from the flower boats on the river.

“Naturally, live in the present moment,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, live in the present moment,” she said, sighing again.

“Of course, anything is easier said than done. Otherwise, there wouldn’t be so many people seeking cultivation,” Wang Qian added.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Exactly,” she laughed, placing the wine pot beside her. “Everyone is cultivating, slowly cultivating.”

As she spoke, she took out a small pouch from her bosom.

This contained the thermometer fragments that A’Ru had cleaned up and collected.

She held it in her hands and looked at it.

Wang Qian turned his head to look as well.

Qi Yue raised her hand and threw the small sachet into the river.

In the night, not even a ripple could be seen as it disappeared into the water.

“Thank you for the wine. Go back and tell your daughter not to worry – what belongs to her will never escape her,” Qi Yue smiled as she supported herself to stand up.

Wang Qian turned his face slightly and smiled.

“However, what doesn’t belong to her will escape no matter what she does,” she continued with a smile. “You don’t need to say that part – she’ll understand when she grows up. Oh, and don’t worry, these things are all external possessions to me. If Old Master Wang really wants to buy peace of mind, then use external possessions to buy it.”

Wang Qian stood up to see her off. Qi Yue waved her hand and walked away gracefully, quickly disappearing into the crowd.

Wang Qian stood motionless, turning his head to silently watch the river scenery for a while.

“Life everywhere is quite real?” he murmured to himself. “Then, where is life not real?”

Deep into the night, the two workers in the temporary quarters still hadn’t slept, staring at each other over a small slip of paper.

“Write it or not?” one of them said. “You decide quickly.”

“How about we write ‘Lady lost thermometer, in bad mood, drinking at night with someone’?” the other said in a low voice. “Without saying who that person was?”

That made sense. This person could be a man or a woman – let the Prince think whatever he wanted.

“Must not deceive,” the first one shook his head and finally made up his mind. “Let’s tell the truth.”

A carrier pigeon took flight with a flutter of wings and disappeared into the night.

The next day, Old Master Wang indeed came. Without saying a word, he pushed over a bank note.

“Wow,” Qi Yue glanced at it and exclaimed in amazement. “Not bad, not bad. This deal is done.”

Old Master Wang couldn’t help but laugh.

“Lady Qi, I’m truly sorry,” he said formally while bowing.

“Forget it, it’s nothing,” Qi Yue smiled and returned the courtesy.

“Master!” a disciple rushed over urgently. “Emergency patient!”

Qi Yue immediately responded loudly.

“Master Wang, forgive me for not being able to keep you company,” she said.

“You go quickly,” Wang Tongye stepped aside, watching Qi Yue hurry away.

The emergency room in the hall was busy but orderly – treating shock, stopping bleeding, providing artificial oxygen, cleaning and disinfecting wounds. Another disciple held a small booklet, explaining something to the anxious family members.

“…abdominal injury, preparing for exploratory laparotomy…” Qi Yue said.

The disciples responded in unison and immediately rushed to the back.

“…I am Dr. Qi Yue,” Qi Yue stood before the family members with her blood-stained hands raised. “Your…”

She didn’t know how to address them…

“Son, son,” the two elderly people said hurriedly.

“Your son has closed abdominal trauma… meaning after being gored by the bull…” Qi Yue explained in words they could understand, pressing her own abdomen to demonstrate. “…just now the puncture revealed internal bleeding, but because we can’t see exactly where the injury is, I need to open the abdomen to explore… Do you understand what I’m saying?”

The two elderly people were obviously from the countryside, immersed in grief over their relative’s injury, their spirits dazed.

Qi Yue was about to continue explaining.

“We know, we know,” the man spoke up. “Lady Qi, rest assured, we know, we… we saw this…”

He took out a crumpled paper from his bosom – it was one of the Qianjin Hall advertisements that Hu San had distributed.

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“The surgery carries certain risks. You must be mentally prepared,” she said.

The disciple waiting nearby immediately brought over the surgical consent form and read each clause to them.

“Lady Qi, we understand. We won’t be like those people. Lady Qi, since you are a doctor, you must be one who saves lives and heals the wounded. If we don’t trust you, who can we trust?” the old man said, biting his finger to press a fingerprint.

Qi Yue nodded and bowed deeply to them.

“Thank you for trusting me,” she said loudly.

The old couple became even more flustered. When had they ever had a doctor thank them for seeking medical treatment?

This world had truly changed…

“Prepare for surgery,” Qi Yue said. “Go call for Xiao Guan.”

Wang Tongye breathed a sigh of relief seeing this and stepped out. Compared to the heaviness when he arrived, his steps were now light.

Returning home, Old Lady Wang was leading her daughters-in-law and maids in turning the house upside down looking for hairpins.

Various hairpins were already spread across a table.

“Old man, you’ve come at the right time. We’ve never seen it – what kind of hairpin was it exactly?” Old Lady Wang asked urgently.

“What hairpin,” Wang Tongye said. “How ignorant. If it were really a hairpin, would Lady Qi care so much about it?”

“Didn’t you say it was one of a kind in the world?” Old Lady Wang said. “Naturally it would be precious.”

“That was Lady Qi’s medical instrument. I asked Dr. Liu – Lady Qi’s master left her many rare treasures, but by now, they’ve almost all been used up,” Wang Tongye said with a sigh. “There was a medicine that with just a tiny bit, could make a person feel no pain, allowing cutting and hammering at will…”

Everyone in the room listened with wide eyes.

“…and there was a paper that if you dropped a person’s blood on it, it could find someone with the same blood type, so that when someone lost too much blood and wouldn’t die, you could just borrow some from that person…”

Wang Tongye spoke with bright eyes.

“Unfortunately, all these things have been used up,” he sighed again. “And do you know where all these things were used?”

“Such rare and precious items would naturally be used for rare and precious occasions or people,” Old Lady Wang said.

If these were taken out, wouldn’t they be worth mountains of gold and silver?

“One was used on a servant’s brother, one on a servant, one on a small guard…” Wang Tongye said.

Servants? Guards? What were these people’s lives worth!

Such unique treasures in the world were used on them?

“So, do you think Lady Qi would care?” Wang Tongye asked.

The people in the room nodded, then shook their heads.

“What she cares about isn’t that the thing is gone, but how it was lost,” Wang Tongye said with feeling. “Making the best use of things is what makes them precious.”

Everyone suddenly understood and nodded.

Old Lady Wang waved her hand, and all the women in the room quickly withdrew.

“Call Yixiu here,” Wang Tongye called out.

Wang Qian came over quickly and bowed to Wang Tongye.

Wang Tongye stared at him, seemingly angry.

“Your daughter broke someone else’s property,” he began. “What do you think should be done?”

What should be done? Haven’t you already taken care of it?

Wang Qian smiled slightly and bowed.

“Grandfather, as the saying goes, a child’s debt should be repaid by the father,” he said. “So naturally, I should be the one to repay it.”

Wang Tongye snorted.

“Repay, repay – how will you repay it?” he said irritably. The more he thought about it, the angrier he became. How had he been deceived by Qiao’er’s seemingly obedient appearance and soft pleading, bringing about such trouble! “A child’s faults reflect the father’s teaching” – he had told him to properly educate his daughter, but he just wouldn’t listen. How had he raised such a two-faced little troublemaker!

Wang Qian smiled and bowed again.

“Yes, it’s this grandson’s fault,” he said, straightening up. “Grandfather has already repaid with external possessions, so I can only repay with my person.”

What?

Wang Tongye was stunned for a moment, then understood, looking Wang Qian up and down.

Oh…

Speaking so righteously, when really he had just taken a fancy to her! Such pretense! Really good at pretending! No wonder he could raise such a pretentious little troublemaker like Qiao’er!

Without saying a word, making his grandfather provide the dowry, while putting on an act of helplessly bearing the burden…

“Oh,” Wang Tongye shook his clothes and leaned back in his chair, looking comfortable. “Yixiu, my repayment – Lady Qi naturally accepted it. This is my face. But your repayment, hehe…”

Lady Qi – that’s Lady Qi! Did he think she was one of those sheltered young ladies who would blush at the sight of a man and start having wild thoughts after a few glances? Did he think that with just a matchmaker’s visit and a display of family background, one could prepare for marriage?

This debt – he was going to have to pay dearly…

“Sigh,” Wang Tongye shook his head and sighed. “Children and grandchildren have their own fortunes. I’m already a great-grandfather – I won’t interfere, won’t interfere.”

Wasn’t it you, old man, who started interfering? Now saying you won’t interfere – you just want to sit back and watch your grandson’s excitement.

Wang Qian smiled and bowed in acknowledgment, saying nothing.

Compared to Wang Tongye’s joyful mood, Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie at the Marquis mansion were extremely depressed.

Under Madam Xie’s repeated urgings and even blocking her door, Madam Yang finally brought back a reply from the Rao family in Shandong.

“…because they waited too long without word, the Rao family daughter has already been betrothed to another,” she said with some apology. “I can only thank Madam for her kind intentions.”

What?

Betrothed to another?

“What do you mean ‘waited too long’! Everything was agreed upon! Don’t they know? How can they say they ‘waited too long’?” Madam Xie flew into a rage.

Madam Yang was very surprised to hear this.

“Already agreed upon?” she asked in amazement. “Madam, you mustn’t speak carelessly. Your household still had a legitimate wife at the time – how could you discuss marriage with another family? That would be the grave crime of divorcing a wife to remarry!”

Madam Xie’s clenched hands trembled uncontrollably.

Now they would mention this? Now they all knew to mention this? When they were pushing forward back then – the old ones putting on airs, demanding face and favors, the young ones sending shoe patterns and greetings – they didn’t know it was the grave crime of divorcing a wife to remarry?

A bunch of bastards! Bastards!

Chapter 237: Happy
Madam Xie went to find the Second Lady. Although the Second Lady had become strange and bitter since the divorce incident, Madam Xie still remembered her illness and didn’t say anything too harsh.

“What does your family mean by this? Playing games with our family?” Madam Xie said angrily.

The Second Lady lay on the bed covered with a thin blanket, expressionless.

“Madam has forgotten – my surname is Chen, not Rao. It’s not my daughter either, so how would I know?” she said indifferently.

“Not your daughter? Weren’t you the one who made the connection back then?” Madam Xie slammed the table and shouted.

The maids and servants in the room became displeased.

“Madam, our mistress is still ill,” an older servant said coolly.

The Second Lady coughed twice on cue.

“So, should I be the one to compensate?” she asked, looking at Madam Xie.

Seeing the Second Lady’s completely bloodless face, Madam Xie felt a lump in her throat and couldn’t say anything.

What was the Rao family anyway? A girl like that with dead parents and a hard life – if you hadn’t pushed to send her to our door, we wouldn’t have cared for her at all!

Madam Xie swept her sleeves and left.

At this moment, Chang Yuncheng looked at the message slip in his hands, also trembling.

Drinking wine and talking happily at night with Wang Qian…

Drinking wine and talking happily at night…

What kind of ghost was this Wang Qian? Where did he come from?

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath to calm himself down.

She must be very unhappy, having lost her favorite thing…

Otherwise, why would she drink?

If someone could accompany her drinking and make her happy, then… then that would be best.

Chang Yuncheng slowly walked out of the room.

If she could be a little happier, as long as she could be joyful, it didn’t matter who she talked with…

If she was happy, he would be happy with her.

Yes, I’m also happy, very… happy…

Outside, the cavalry was assembled. The guards on horseback looked at Chang Yuncheng walking out step by step, their faces shocked.

This… this, why did the Prince look like he wanted to devour someone?

Chang Yuncheng mounted his horse.

Before his eyes appeared the image of that woman drinking and laughing heartily…

Was she about to… belong to someone else…

As long as she was happy.

Chang Yuncheng gripped the reins tightly.

As long as she was happy! If someone could bring her happiness, I should be happy…

He repeated this in his heart over and over, I should…

I can’t do it!

Chang Yuncheng suddenly let out a roar and spurred his horse. The startled horse neighed and galloped wildly.

I can’t do it! I can’t do it!

Accompanied by Chang Yuncheng’s roaring gallop, the remaining guards naturally didn’t want to fall behind. They drew their swords, spurred their horses, and put all their strength into roaring as they charged out.

Seeing this team of hot-blooded men and horses charging out of the city, the city guards were startled.

“Are the Eastern barbarians attacking?” everyone asked.

Yongqing Prefecture entered the hot summer. After a rumble of thunder, heavy rain poured down, and the streets quickly emptied.

This weather was perfect for the disciples’ classes. After finishing a lesson and letting them discuss and practice freely, Qi Yue walked out of the room. Without taking an umbrella, she ran a few steps to the ward.

The ward housed a man who had been gored by a bull. It was now the fifth day after surgery, and his recovery was going well.

Walking to the door, Qi Yue heard someone sobbing inside. She couldn’t help but stop.

“…Why are you crying? The child is cured now…”

“…We sold the bull but don’t know if the medical fees will be enough… How can we do farm work when we go back… Without the bull, and he can’t work in the fields… How can we survive…”

Qi Yue sighed, stopped in her tracks, and turned to walk away.

Learning that Qi Yue had waived the patient’s surgery and hospitalization fees, only symbolically collecting some consultation fees, Hu San, who served as the financial manager, came looking for her in distress.

“Master, I know you’re kind-hearted,” he said with a bitter expression. “But you don’t know how expensive rice and firewood are until you run a household. Since we renovated until now, we’ve been losing money – big losses.”

“Huh?” Qi Yue frowned. “Didn’t I have A’Ru go to the money house to get my money? Is it still not enough?”

Hu San stomped his foot.

“That’s your money, your money,” he said.

Qi Yue’s ears rang from his shouting.

“Alright, alright, I know, I know,” she said with a bitter smile. “But who told us that our current techniques are shocking to the world and haven’t been widely accepted yet? Those who are willing to let us treat them now are giving us free advertising, or rather, they’re already throwing people here who can’t be cured and must die. Hu San, think about it – if they really had money and other options, they definitely wouldn’t come to us.”

Hu San also sighed.

That’s right. Only these already poor and lowly people would be willing to let Qianjin Hall cut them open. To them, their lives were cheap and worthless, so naturally their bodies received from their parents were also worthless and didn’t matter. But those wealthy and precious people were different.

“So what we need to do isn’t figure out how to make money from these poor people, but find ways to expand the market and get more people to accept our treatment methods. Only then can we achieve both fame and profit,” Qi Yue said, spinning her quill pen. “Besides, these people now are our advertisements – living advertisements. It’s good enough we don’t pay them advertising fees. We should reduce medical fees where we can.”

Hu San made a sound of understanding and nodded.

“Then I’ll go print more advertisements and distribute them to wealthy families this time,” he said with bright eyes.

“Don’t you dare! Who goes door-to-door selling medical services? That’s taboo – be careful or they’ll beat you,” Qi Yue quickly stopped him. “All beginnings are difficult. Don’t be anxious. Our techniques are here – there will definitely be a time when they shine and gain more recognition.”

“Definitely,” Hu San nodded while suggesting, “How about we go pray at the Great Buddha Temple?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“You have no confidence in your master,” she threw the pen in her hand at Hu San. “Go busy yourself with your work.”

Hu San ran off laughing.

After a day’s work, Qi Yue went straight to bed when she got home.

My arms are so sore…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but call out.

“Alright, alright, I’ll massage your arms,” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching from behind to pound on her arms.

Qi Yue turned her head and saw herself leaning against him.

“Too gentle,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng quickly increased the pressure.

“I’m exhausted,” Qi Yue shifted a couple of times to find a more comfortable position and said, “Why do I work so hard?”

“Because it’s meaningful,” Chang Yuncheng said without thinking. “Living like this is so vigorous.”

Qi Yue smiled and wrinkled her nose, turning her face up to kiss his chin. As she touched his skin, she froze.

Something seemed… wrong…

They were now… already… broken up…

Qi Yue suddenly felt very awkward. Acting like this after breaking up was a bit like being a rogue…

She quickly sat up and moved away, but Chang Yuncheng grabbed her hand.

“Yueniang, my arm was cut off. Help me sew it back on,” he said.

Qi Yue was shocked and looked at the hand holding hers – it was Chang Yuncheng’s right hand.

At some point, blood was gushing like a spring. She followed the hand upward and saw that this hand was actually being held by Chang Yuncheng with his left hand.

“Look, it’s broken,” he said, handing over half an arm.

Qi Yue let out a heart-wrenching scream and sat up abruptly.

The setting sun was like fire, reddening half the room. Outside came the voice of some disciple calling for bandaging cloth, and the sounds of carriages, horses, and people intertwined on the street.

Qi Yue covered her chest, feeling short of breath, chest tightness, and waves of nausea.

A dream?

Just a dream…

Thank goodness, just a dream.

Just then, a firecracker exploded outside. The sudden sound made her scream again.

“What’s wrong?” A’Ru pushed the door open and entered, and dense firecracker sounds also rang out.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue covered her ears and asked loudly.

A’Ru went outside and came back shortly. The firecracker sounds moved away, faintly rising and falling.

“The Prince has achieved new merit!” A’Ru shouted excitedly. “Just received the imperial announcement – the Marquis mansion is expressing gratitude for the Emperor’s grace!”

Achieved merit?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but stand up, her face showing joy. This kid did well! Then she froze again.

“Is he injured?” she asked urgently.

Injured? A’Ru was startled.

“I’ll go ask,” she hurried out.

The two workers who appeared to be drying medicine but were actually guarding Qi Yue’s door were called over by A’Ru.

“Is the Prince injured?” she asked quietly.

The two workers shook their heads.

“No?” A’Ru was overjoyed and turned to leave.

The two guards quickly called her back.

“No, we don’t know,” they said in low voices. “We only have single-line contact with the Prince – just reporting whether the lady is safe or not. We don’t discuss other matters, and the Prince never writes back to us…”

A’Ru looked worried.

“You quickly go ask people you know at the Marquis mansion…” she urged, glancing at Qi Yue’s room. “She’s worried.”

The guards responded and hurried away.

For the Marquis Dingxi mansion, this imperial commendation was like timely rain after a long drought. Since that woman’s divorce, because of the imperial edict, their mansion had been disgraced.

They hadn’t expected Chang Yuncheng to achieve merit at this time, with the court personally commending him.

Such honor – looking at all the earls, marquises, and nobles in Great Xia, there weren’t many who had received it. To sweep away the recent bad luck and restore the prestige of the Marquis Dingxi mansion, they would make as much of a spectacle as possible.

Opera troupes would perform for three consecutive days, they would donate incense oil worth a thousand gold to the Great Buddha Temple, and the banquets would continue for three days. Besides firecrackers from the city gate to the mansion, they also arranged fireworks displays in the evening.

In short, they wanted the world to know what kind of marquis mansion theirs was and what kind of existence they were in the court’s eyes!

For the first opera performance, all the women, children, and elderly of the mansion came out to the already crowded area to receive the envious gazes of the entire city’s people.

Marquis Dingxi and Madam Xie walked at the front, wearing their noble rank ceremonial robes. Along with the prefect and other officials big and small, they first bowed to the Emperor’s edict and publicly received the Emperor’s rewards. Although it was just silk and satin plus official gold and silver – an amount less than what Madam Xie spent on incense oil once – this honor was something few marquis mansions could receive.

With gongs and drums resounding, the opera troupe naturally knew what they were there for. They performed the most lively plays, with comic interludes, flattery, somersaults, and fire-ring jumping – using every trick. The entire Guanmiao Street was ten times more lively than New Year’s.

Madam Xie sat in front, feeling countless admiring gazes, her heart blooming with joy. But she maintained a calm and composed appearance on the surface. Her eyes surveyed those behind her – all the illegitimate sons and daughters were there, each dressed up magnificently.

All of you people can enjoy today’s glory because my son earned it. Madam Xie cast a somewhat disdainful glance over these children. Wherever her gaze fell, the young masters and misses all bowed respectfully, not to mention the concubines, servant girls, and old women.

These days of wealth and splendor are all given to you by my son.

Madam Xie raised her chin higher. Suddenly her gaze stopped – in the chaotic crowd separated by government runners, a familiar figure was pushing through.

Qi Yue’s ears were full of chaotic sounds – gongs and drums, cheers, applause, whistles. She struggled to push forward. At first she had gone to the mansion, but there was no one there – they had all come here, so she hurried over.

“Stop, you cannot approach,” a runner blocked her with his staff and shouted.

“I’m looking for someone,” Qi Yue said hurriedly, standing on her toes to look toward the high platform, then meeting Madam Xie’s gaze.

Madam Xie gave her a mocking smile.

Originally, you too could have sat on this high platform, enjoying the people’s admiration, but you insisted on not living the good life.

At this moment, one high and one low, one above and one below – heaven and earth, a world of difference.

Chapter 238: Knowing Pain
Watching the woman being scolded and pushed around by the runners, Madam Xie could barely contain her triumphant laughter.

Regretting it now, aren’t you? Your guts must be turning green with regret!

Madam Xie saw Qi Yue, and soon the young masters and misses also saw her, followed by the maids and servants.

All eyes turned toward her in unison. The surrounding gongs and drums seemed to quiet down a bit, and amid the joy, these people’s expressions actually looked somewhat sad.

Qi Yue had originally intended to call out and wave to some familiar official or such person to come over and ask about the situation, but at this moment, seeing these people’s gazes, she suddenly calmed down.

How had she just run here like this?

It was truly ridiculous…

Chang Huilan’s body moved slightly, as if she wanted to stand up, but Chang Shulan beside her grabbed her hand and pressed it down forcefully.

Chang Huilan stopped moving and looked at Qi Yue, biting her lower lip.

Slowly, everyone turned their gazes away and continued watching the lively opera stage. No one paid attention to the common people blocked below the platform.

Madam Xie withdrew her gaze with satisfaction.

Sentiment? Under wealth and honor, who would have sentiment with you, a cast-off woman!

“Madam, please select the next play,” a woman said with a beaming smile, handing over the program.

“Oh my, you all choose what you like,” Madam Xie said with a smile, carrying a hint of arrogance.

“That won’t do,” several ladies leaned forward laughing. “You choose, you choose.”

Seeing everyone’s flattering smiles, Madam Xie slowly reached out to take the program and casually selected a play.

“Oh my, Madam really knows opera! They sing this one the best.”

“Yes, I love this one the most… I was just saying I wanted to invite someone to perform it.”

The women all laughed and chattered.

Madam Xie laughed heartily, all her past troubles and worries completely dissipated.

Chang Yunqi’s gaze turned outside, seeing that woman turn and leave. She quickly squeezed into the surging crowd and disappeared.

Don’t rush, just wait…

“Third brother, what are you looking at?” Chang Huilan said coolly.

Chang Yunqi withdrew his gaze.

“Nothing,” he looked toward the opera stage with a smile on his face. “Watch quickly – the good show is about to end.”

The noise gradually fell behind her. Because of the commotion over there, other streets seemed very quiet.

Qi Yue walked slowly down the street.

Everyone in the Marquis mansion, from top to bottom, was so happy. That meant he wasn’t injured.

Really, it was just a dream, yet she had panicked like that…

She shook her head, somewhat embarrassed by her own behavior.

At Qianjin Hall, A’Ru was extremely anxious. Seeing her enter, she finally breathed a sigh of relief.

“When applying a tourniquet to stop bleeding, how often should it be loosened?” A’Ru asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Every fifteen minutes,” she said.

Everyone had automatically adapted to Qi Yue’s terminology.

A’Ru acknowledged.

Qi Yue stopped again.

“Why didn’t you ask me where I went?” she asked somewhat puzzled.

A’Ru was stunned.

“Oh right, where did you go? It’s so busy here, and you’re running around?” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue chuckled.

“Now that’s normal,” she laughed, not answering as she swayed into her office.

A’Ru exhaled and looked at the two guards who had just entered.

Not asking was because she felt at ease.

“Asked the guards at the Marquis mansion. They said they captured the third son of Eastern barbarian Prince Zhanmu,” the guard said quietly.

A’Ru immediately ran joyfully to tell Qi Yue.

“So he captured an important person?” Qi Yue said, her brow furrowing even more. Important people weren’t so easy to capture…

This kid was particularly ruthless with himself – clearly the type who would fight without regard for his life…

She thought of the scars on his body.

“I’ll go find Xiao Qiao and ask,” she finally couldn’t sit still and stood up.

Before A’Ru could say anything, Qi Yue had already flown out again.

She had thought that everyone from the prefect’s mansion had gone to join the excitement at the Marquis Dingxi mansion, but unexpectedly Huang Ziqiao was at home.

Hearing that Qi Yue was looking for him, he rushed out frantically.

“Who’s bullying you?” he asked with wide eyes, still holding a horse whip in his hand, with a servant behind him carrying a stick and following anxiously.

Seeing the young man’s nervous expression, Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh.

“Am I that easy to bully?” she asked with a smile. “Who’s bullying whom is still uncertain.”

Huang Ziqiao, made to laugh by her, began stammering and couldn’t speak properly.

“Then, what do you want with me?” he said, looking very uncomfortable. “I, I’m a grown man with no time for you women…”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and reached out to pat Huang Ziqiao’s shoulder.

The young man hadn’t had his growth spurt yet, and with Qi Yueniang being tall, the two standing together were about the same height.

Huang Ziqiao’s face turned bright red. Not knowing what to say, he stared at Qi Yue.

“Alright, I’m asking you to help me find out about something,” Qi Yue stopped teasing him and smiled.

“Speak,” Huang Ziqiao snorted and said while looking at the sky.

“Well, Chang Yuncheng received an imperial commendation, right? I want to…” Qi Yue said carefully.

Before she finished speaking, Huang Ziqiao stared at her.

“What about the commendation? What are you jealous of! That kind of commendation, I’ll be able to get one in the future too…” he said, stretching his neck stubbornly.

Huh?

Qi Yue also stared.

The two stared at each other for a moment.

Huang Ziqiao felt his ears were about to burn off. Besides staring, he couldn’t do any other action.

“Oh, yes, you’ll be even more amazing when you grow up,” Qi Yue smiled, quickly soothing the rebellious teenager with strong self-esteem, then continued, “Could you help me find out if he’s injured… if he’s safe…”

Huang Ziqiao deflated dejectedly.

“Oh,” he said sullenly.

The daytime excitement continued to the Marquis Dingxi mansion. Deep into the night, the mansion was still brightly lit with singing and dancing at its peak.

In the center of the courtyard, barbarian dancing girls spun in dizzying circles.

“Those were also imperial gifts that Yuncheng received,” Marquis Dingxi said, pointing at the alluring barbarian girls with a laugh.

Countless wine cups were passed around.

“The Marquis truly knows how to educate his son.”

Everyone shouted.

Marquis Dingxi laughed heartily, accepting all offerings and drinking freely.

Madam Xie was also surrounded by women.

“The Prince’s marriage – does Madam have any plans?” someone asked quietly with a smile.

Madam Xie’s face carried a hint of arrogance.

“No rush,” she said, turning her wine cup.

“Yes, yes, take your time choosing. Can’t be casual about it,” the women all laughed.

Madam Xie smiled with pursed lips, looking at the crystal-clear wine in her cup.

Of course, her son naturally deserved the best and was worth the best! Beggar servants, blind fools! The Rao family from Shandong, blind fools!

Let all these blind people regret it!

At this time in the northern desert, compared to recent days, it was much warmer. The thick curtains in the room had been taken down.

Chang Yuncheng lifted the curtain and walked out.

The soldiers in the courtyard saw him and hurried over.

“Prince, your wound hasn’t healed yet. The doctor said not to move around too much,” they said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“It’s fine, just a scrape. Not that serious,” he said, lifting his foot to step forward, his leg slightly struggling.

The soldiers were worried.

“I’ll just sit in the courtyard,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Only then did everyone step back.

Stone tables and stools were placed in the courtyard. Chang Yuncheng sat down.

“Prince, the things to send home are all prepared. About your injury…” a guard approached and said quietly.

“Don’t mention it,” Chang Yuncheng said without turning his head.

The guard acknowledged and retreated silently.

Chang Yuncheng looked down at what was in his hands. The small carved gourd gave off a soft light, becoming more lustrous from frequent handling.

Looking up, he saw the starlight twinkling brightly in the sky. He gazed at the vast starry sky, slowly turning and rubbing the gourd in his hands.

What was she doing now? Did she feel any better these past few days? Calculating that he’d have to wait another half month to receive news from the carrier pigeons – such long days. But after receiving it, the days would be even longer.

Watching her smile with others, cry with others. Such days would only increase in the future, until she became someone else’s wife…

“Chang Yuncheng, hearing that I have another man, however much pain, anger, and sorrow you feel – that’s exactly how much pain, anger, and sorrow I felt hearing the news of your marriage…”

That woman’s words echoed in his ears.

Now he knew how much pain and sorrow that was…

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head and gripped the gourd tightly. A crisp sound rang out in the courtyard, drawing the attention of the surrounding soldiers.

So this was what losing felt like.

He raised his head again, fragments of the gourd in his hand, his eyes filled with the brilliant starlight.

The starlight here is really beautiful, Qi Yue looked up and sighed, raising the wine pot in her hand and taking a sip.

But this time it wasn’t wine. A’Ru had found out about her drinking with Wang Qian and had given Qi Yue a good scolding.

“How could you drink like that in front of a man!” A’Ru said with heartache. “What will people think?”

“What others think has nothing to do with me,” Qi Yue laughed. “Let them think whatever they want. I’m not living for them.”

A’Ru hesitated.

“Are you drinking because you’re heartbroken thinking about the Prince…” she asked quietly.

Qi Yue sighed.

“A’Ru, my thermometer and I spent much more time together than your Prince and I did, and it helped me far more than your Prince ever did,” she said with some heartache. “Although it wasn’t human, couldn’t you at least give it some respect? Your Prince is still alive, but it’s already dead. Couldn’t you show it some compassion…”

A’Ru was stunned, then burst into laughter, laughing so hard she reached out to pat Qi Yue.

“You’re really…” she laughed, trying to find a word to describe it but couldn’t, finally straightening her expression. “You’re wrong.”

Qi Yue raised an eyebrow.

“He’s not my Prince,” A’Ru said seriously.

Qi Yue laughed heartily and patted her.

Thinking of this, Qi Yue laughed again and took a sip of the ginseng soup in the wine pot.

Disciples sat in the courtyard talking and laughing. Although there weren’t many inpatients, they could earn more wages here than at any other medical hall or pharmacy. Most importantly, they could learn knowledge they’d never learned before, and learn it quickly. Presumably, if they worked hard, they could become doctors much earlier than originally expected, just as they had sworn when first entering – they would have more opportunities to become great physicians, great physicians who would benefit all people. It was truly exciting and inspiring.

Living in the present moment was quite good. Qi Yue withdrew her gaze and looked at the starry sky again.

“Don’t push yourself too hard. Live well,” she murmured, raising the wine pot to the starry sky once more.

Chapter 239: Cold Reception
Huang Ziqiao quickly sent Qi Yue the news that Chang Yuncheng was not injured.

Qi Yue smiled self-mockingly.

“Could it be that I subconsciously wanted him to be injured?” she muttered to herself, sticking out her tongue. “I really am a vicious woman – wanting to poison my ex-ex-boyfriend, and now wanting my ex-boyfriend to have broken arms and legs…”

She waved her hand and went inside.

“That won’t do, that won’t do,” she hummed.

“Master, what won’t do?” Hu San asked as he passed by.

“Nothing,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Busybody,” A’Ru glared at him from the side.

Hu San laughed and responded, just turning around when Liu Pucheng came in from outside.

“Little Qi, the Circuit Judge’s family is requesting a doctor,” he said.

Hu San immediately jumped up with joy.

“Master, it’s the Circuit Judge’s family! That’s a wealthy household. See, there really are such people willing to call for us,” he shouted.

Qi Yue was also very happy. Over these past few days, she had finally gained a general understanding of this prefecture’s medical system. The hospitals here were ranked by the fame of their doctors, then by their scale, and according to their ranking, they treated different classes of people.

With this hierarchical division, Qianjin Hall’s Liu Pucheng had some reputation, but he specialized in treating injuries and wounds, so at most they had the status of a community clinic. Those who came for treatment were all poor people, and only these people worked all day long and thus often got injured. Those wealthy people who sat at home, traveled in carriages and sedan chairs, and whose ten fingers never touched spring water had absolutely no connection with injury treatment halls like Qianjin Hall.

Huang Ziqiao’s case was purely his own bad luck, and besides, the prefect hadn’t specifically called for Qianjin Hall alone – he had called for everyone, big fish and small fry alike.

To put it more clearly, back at the Marquis Dingxi mansion, the masters had their fixed doctors for treatment, and the servants also had their fixed doctors. Qianjin Hall wasn’t even qualified to treat the mansion’s servants.

Although the fame of Lady Qi’s miraculous abdominal surgery had spread, because this technique was too shocking, most people who heard about it treated it as legend, and the opportunities to use it weren’t many. So for Qianjin Hall to become one of Yongqing Prefecture’s top medical institutions, the road ahead was still long. This was a world controlled by the upper class, so to truly make a name, they still needed to gain recognition from these people.

Of course, they couldn’t hope for someone like the prefect.

Qi Yue believed she wouldn’t be so unlucky – she would always encounter people who were grateful and had good judgment. It was just a matter of time.

“What’s the illness?” Qi Yue asked happily, but thinking that the family member was sick after all, being so happy really violated professional ethics. She quickly restrained her smile.

“It’s a wet nurse who has a sore on her leg. She’s taken medicine for several days without improvement. The doctor suggested that if it doesn’t work, they should cut it off. The wet nurse was afraid, and hearing that we’re good at knife work for external injuries, she came looking for us,” Liu Pucheng said. “There’s a servant waiting outside.”

“A house call?” Qi Yue frowned.

She didn’t know when these people would develop the habit of coming to the hospital.

“Having someone request a house call is already good enough. Go quickly, go quickly. Master, I’ll have them prepare the carriage,” Hu San said, hurrying out.

Well, everything needed a time process, Qi Yue said, picking up her medicine box.

“Then I’ll go,” she said.

Liu Pucheng nodded and watched her walk out.

The Circuit Judge’s household was bustling at this time – today was the young master’s seventh birthday. The youngest son was naturally more cherished, and besides, the Circuit Judge’s wife had always been popular, so families from all around came to join the festivities.

As the highest-ranking person in Yongqing Prefecture, Madam Xie naturally sat in the most honored guest seat, with the Circuit Judge’s wife personally accompanying her in conversation. When Madam Yang walked in, Madam Xie didn’t even give her a smile, and even snorted coldly.

The Circuit Judge’s wife was naturally shrewd and immediately saw that there was bad blood between the two.

But she was also puzzled. Someone like Madam Yang, who was smooth and skilled at matchmaking, had always been very popular and others rarely offended her. Just a few days ago, Madam Xie and Madam Yang had gotten along wonderfully – how had things suddenly changed?

She used her eyes to inquire of others, but the others obviously had just learned about it too and shook their heads to indicate they didn’t know.

Fortunately, this kind of “you’re good with me, I’m not good with you” situation among noble ladies was common. The Circuit Judge’s wife had her own ways of dealing with it. She arranged both parties well, so neither felt slighted. The hall remained harmonious with laughter and chatter.

“Madam, someone at the second gate has called for a doctor,” a servant woman walked to the Circuit Judge’s wife and said quietly.

“For what?” the Circuit Judge’s wife asked casually.

“The wet nurse Bao’ma has a sore on her leg that won’t heal, so they found a doctor from Qianjin Hall to cut it off,” the servant woman said.

Madam Xie was talking with others, but the three words “Qianjin Hall” were very sensitive to her. She immediately heard them and turned her head.

“…there are many female guests and outside visitors in the house recently, so be careful not to disturb them,” the Circuit Judge’s wife said.

“It’s fine, Madam. This time it’s a female doctor,” the servant woman smiled. “It’s that very famous Lady Qi who’s been talked about…”

She suddenly stopped here because Madam Xie was staring at her coldly.

Very famous… with a great reputation… that Lady Qi… the former daughter-in-law of the Marquis Dingxi mansion…

The servant woman was immediately embarrassed.

The Circuit Judge’s wife also realized what was happening, and her expression became somewhat awkward.

“It’s just a wet nurse, but she’s looking after the young master, so it’s very important. Not just anyone can be invited into the house,” Madam Xie said indifferently. “Especially doctors – they’re matters of life and death. You must look carefully before inviting them.”

The Circuit Judge’s wife couldn’t help but understand the meaning. She glared at the servant woman.

“Why don’t you hurry up and send her away? What nonsense is this?” she said quietly but sternly.

The servant woman quickly responded, but before she could turn around, someone else spoke.

“How can this be called nonsense?” Madam Yang said with a smile. “That Lady Qi’s medical skills are very good, and she’s quite famous.”

From such a distance, she could still hear clearly! What was she up to!

Madam Xie stared at her coldly.

When Madam Yang spoke, the laughter and chatter in the room quieted down, and everyone looked at these few people.

“Madam Yang is so certain – has she had her abdomen opened or her belly cut by her?” Madam Xie asked coolly.

Madam Yang immediately blushed at the question. What kind of words were these!

This Madam Xie always spoke harshly.

Madam Yang was about to get angry but was quickly calmed down by the ladies beside her.

No matter what, Madam Xie’s status was still there, and if they could avoid tearing off all pretense, they should avoid it.

The Circuit Judge’s wife didn’t want to offend two people at once and glared hatefully at the servant woman.

The servant woman hurried away.

Madam Xie was very satisfied with everyone’s reaction.

“In the future, everyone should look carefully. What kind of household are we? Even for servants, doctors can’t be invited carelessly,” she said with a comfortable smile, slowly peeling apart a meat dumpling with her hands. “It’s a matter of life and death – we can’t be careless.”

The hall filled with sounds of agreement.

Qi Yue was driven out the door.

“Hey, what do you mean?” she gripped her medicine box that had almost been pushed off and asked urgently.

“Get lost!” the servant at the side gate said irritably and slammed the door shut.

Qi Yue was so angry she wanted to stomp her feet. What was this? Inexplicable! She had been waiting properly at the second gate, hadn’t even seen the patient’s face, and was driven out. What on earth was going on?

The side gate opened again, and a woman walked out. Qi Yue narrowed her eyes – it was actually an acquaintance.

“Huh?” Nanny Su seemed very surprised to see her. “Young… Lady Qi, why are you here? Are you visiting?”

Saying this, she laughed and slapped her own face.

“Look how confused I am. How could Lady Qi be visiting here?” she laughed.

Qi Yue understood. She pointed at Nanny Su.

“Good, good,” she said. “You really have some nerve.”

With that, she turned and got in the carriage.

“Let’s go,” she said.

The carriage immediately departed, leaving Nanny Su with many words unsaid. This woman had left so decisively, leaving her standing at the door feeling stifled.

Bah! She finally spat to vent her frustration and flounced back inside.

This incident wasn’t considered a big deal for the Circuit Judge’s household. The wet nurse called for another doctor, and that doctor ultimately also used knife cutting to squeeze out the pus inside.

“See, you insisted on looking for some Qianjin Hall. Which doctor doesn’t know how to do this?” other servant women laughed. “You made Madam angry for nothing.”

The wet nurse felt relieved seeing the abscess disappear and laughed along. The doctor then applied a medicinal plaster and prescribed internal medicine before taking his leave.

With the abscess cut, the wet nurse could move easily and was in a good mood. She even specially went to apologize to Madam, and the Circuit Judge’s wife had always been generous with servants.

“This Lady Qi is a thorn in the side of the Marquis Dingxi mansion. In this Yongqing Prefecture, they’re absolutely irreconcilable. This Lady Qi too – it’s not like she has no money. With money, she could live comfortably anywhere for a lifetime, but she insists on staying in this Yongqing Prefecture. How can the Marquis Dingxi mansion let her have a good time?” the Circuit Judge’s wife said, stirring her tea cup.

A row of servant women below agreed.

“There are plenty of doctors in the world. How could they not get by without her?” the Circuit Judge’s wife put down her tea cup. “You all be alert in the future – never provoke her. Provoking her means provoking the Marquis Dingxi mansion.”

She laughed at this point.

“It’s like telling a joke – the Marquis Dingxi mansion and Lady Qi, if you had to choose, who would you choose?” she laughed.

The servant women below all laughed.

“Naturally we’d choose the Marquis Dingxi mansion,” they said.

This was obviously the case.

“Mother!” a six or seven-year-old boy ran in, with a round, chubby body and a face full of sweat.

This was the Circuit Judge’s wife’s youngest son. She quickly pulled the child into her arms and wiped his sweat with a handkerchief.

“Playing until you’re covered in sweat – be careful of catching cold,” she said, while asking what he had eaten and what books he had read today.

The young master answered everything.

“Mother, my stomach hurts,” he said, suddenly pressing his hand to his stomach.

The Circuit Judge’s wife was startled and quickly asked what was wrong, whether he had eaten something bad.

Just as she was about to call for a doctor, the young master said he was fine again.

“You child, you scared me to death,” the Circuit Judge’s wife said, stroking the child’s head and instructing the accompanying servant women about covering him well at night in the heat and not letting him eat random things.

The young master grew impatient listening and ran off.

The people here also dispersed. The wet nurse returned to her own room and, because the Circuit Judge’s wife hadn’t punished her and had even rewarded her with a bag of money, was in an even better mood. She ate two extra bowls of rice that evening and went to sleep early.

Things began to go wrong starting from midnight.

Chapter 240: Infection
The women sharing a room with the wet nurse at the Circuit Judge’s mansion were awakened by groaning sounds.

When they lit the lamp, they found that the wet nurse had already fallen unconscious. Touching her forehead, it was so hot it was frightening. They immediately got up and had someone call for a doctor. After all the commotion of getting a doctor, dawn was nearly breaking.

The doctor they called was the same one from before. He took her pulse, examined her tongue coating, and his expression was grim. When he lifted the thin blanket and had a servant woman roll up her pants, they saw the lower leg was completely red and swollen, with blisters forming – it was quite terrifying.

Everyone in the room stepped back two paces in fright.

“Doctor, what’s wrong with my mother?” The wet nurse’s son also worked in the mansion and asked frantically.

How could she have been fine yesterday, but after sleeping half the night, she was clearly dying?

The doctor sighed.

“This is a critical condition of toxic sores – one in ten will encounter this,” he said. “I didn’t expect your mother to become that one in ten…”

It sounded quite rare?

Everyone spat in dismay – who wanted such rarity!

“Doctor, please save her quickly,” the wet nurse’s son pleaded urgently, almost wanting to kneel down.

“I’ll prescribe a Clear Plague and Defeat Poison Decoction for her to take. If the fever can break by noon, there’s still a thread of hope. If not, make preparations early,” the doctor said while picking up his brush to write the prescription.

How could it be… time to prepare for the funeral? Everyone in the room was stunned.

Soon everyone in the mansion knew. This kind of sick person was inauspicious, so naturally the Circuit Judge’s wife wouldn’t come to see her. She just ordered that her usual Dr. Zhang be called to examine her. Dr. Zhang looked and said the same thing.

The wet nurse’s family despaired and cried pitifully. The Circuit Judge’s wife was kind-hearted and couldn’t bear to see life and death, so she also shed tears and ordered extra money to be given for a proper funeral.

“However…” Dr. Zhang couldn’t help but stop as he packed his medicine box to leave. “At Qianjin Hall, they might be able to try to save her.”

Qianjin Hall?

The Circuit Judge’s wife was stunned.

“How is that possible? Dr. Zhang, you said she can’t be saved,” she shook her head.

Dr. Zhang smiled.

“Each doctor has their specialty. I dare not say who’s higher or lower. Qianjin Hall does have some unusual techniques and remedies – perhaps they can solve conditions that ordinary people cannot,” he said humbly.

The Circuit Judge’s wife said nothing.

The wet nurse’s family looked at her with some pleading.

“Better to make preparations early, so she can find peace sooner,” the Circuit Judge’s wife finally said.

Even if the doctor said Qianjin Hall could try, how could she offend the Marquis Dingxi mansion for the sake of a servant?

The wet nurse’s family naturally understood. They cried as they carried the wet nurse out.

Before dark, they returned to their home in the back alley of the Circuit Judge’s mansion. The family sat crying and dazed, watching the wet nurse whose breathing was becoming intermittent.

“I don’t care anymore,” the wet nurse’s son suddenly stood up. “I’m taking Mother to Qianjin Hall!”

His wife looked at him in surprise.

“But didn’t Madam say not to associate with Qianjin Hall…” she stammered.

The wet nurse’s son raised his hand and slapped his wife.

“You poisonous woman, that’s my mother! I only have one mother! My father died early, and my mother suffered so much for me! You would actually watch my mother die just because of one word from Madam!” he shouted angrily.

His wife didn’t mean that at all and immediately cried while explaining.

“Stop arguing. If you’re going, hurry up and go,” the neighbors who came to help advised.

At Qianjin Hall, they were getting ready to close up. Everyone’s mood was somewhat low because of Qi Yue being refused treatment.

“Old Physician An in Shanning Prefecture has always wanted to invite you over. How about…” Liu Pucheng suggested.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted him.

“Teacher, you don’t need to say anything. I have this strange temperament – I can’t stand people provoking me. If this hadn’t happened, I might really have gone to Old Physician An’s place. I originally wanted to learn from him,” Qi Yue said, tapping the table. “But now that this has happened, I definitely won’t leave. I’ll stay here. I don’t believe they can do anything to me.”

This girl was just this stubborn…

“Is it really worth opposing them…” Liu Pucheng shook his head.

“Of course it’s worth it,” Qi Yue snorted.

As they were talking, urgent calls came from outside.

“Doctor, save a life!” Although the wet nurse’s son didn’t recognize which one was Lady Qi, he knew Qianjin Hall only had one female doctor, so he knelt down upon seeing a woman.

“Don’t panic, speak slowly,” A’Ru quickly helped him up. “How old is the patient and what are the symptoms?”

The wet nurse’s son hurriedly explained, and Qi Yue also came out.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

A’Ru quickly and concisely described the patient’s condition.

Qi Yue walked over in a few steps, put on gloves, and saw that the woman was already dressed in burial clothes.

Only then did the wet nurse’s son realize this was Lady Qi, and he knelt down again to kowtow.

“The lesion is on the leg?” she asked while taking scissors and cutting open the pants in a few snips, revealing the already red and swollen lower leg.

This was bad. Qi Yue’s expression darkened slightly. If doctors weren’t supposed to show emotions, she would have cried out.

But this expression was enough to make everyone’s hearts sink.

After a series of examinations, Qi Yue had basically confirmed it.

“Sepsis!” she said, frowning. “This is caused by external wound infection…”

She used her gloved hand to examine the red swelling on the woman’s leg.

“Cut with a knife?” she murmured. “Didn’t do proper disinfection, so bacterial infection caused purulent sepsis…”

“Cut with a knife?” The wet nurse’s son immediately jumped up. “It was that damned doctor who cut my mother’s sore… I’ll make him pay with his life!”

Qi Yue quickly called him back.

“He meant well and didn’t do it intentionally. What are you looking for him for?” she scolded.

The wet nurse’s son immediately knelt down again.

“Lady Qi, save her life,” he cried and kowtowed.

“This condition comes on fiercely, and broad-spectrum antibiotics…” Qi Yue reached up to touch her neck, her expression worried and urgent. “I’ll try my best.”

Other doctors wouldn’t even try, but this Lady Qi was willing to try – they had definitely come to the right place.

The family quickly kowtowed.

“Take the family to handle admission,” Qi Yue said. “Transfer to bed, physical cooling, anti-shock treatment, prepare for debridement and drainage surgery.”

The disciples in the hall responded in unison.

Watching the woman being efficiently fitted with a gown, then lifted by four people shouting “one, two, three” and placed on a bed, which was then pushed toward the back – the entire process was simple, efficient, and smooth, actually quite pleasing to watch…

The wet nurse’s son spat – what was he thinking? His mother was dying and he found it pleasing to watch!

“How should I address you?” A disciple stood before him and asked.

The wet nurse’s son was startled. Finally, finally they were going to ask who he was…

“I, I…” he stammered, not daring to speak.

He knew about Lady Qi being driven out by the Circuit Judge’s wife that morning. If he said he was from the Circuit Judge’s mansion…

“Don’t be afraid. I’m here to handle your mother’s admission procedures. Admission means that because the patient’s condition is critical, she needs to stay here for the doctor to observe and administer medicine at any time,” the disciple explained seriously.

The wet nurse’s son wasn’t concerned about that – he was just afraid they would drive him out once they learned he was from the Circuit Judge’s mansion. He nodded and followed the disciple to handle the admission.

As night fell, the surgical room at Qianjin Hall was brightly lit. The reflective copper mirrors designed for the surgical table finally came in handy. After several adjustments, they were aimed at the woman’s lower leg to help Qi Yue see the wound clearly.

“Local anesthesia complete,” Liu Pucheng said, stepping back.

Compared to the bloody surgery last time, this one was much simpler. Qi Yue completed the debridement and drainage by herself without assistance.

“That doctor meant well. This sore needed to be opened for drainage, but he didn’t do proper disinfection, anti-inflammation, and antibacterial treatment, which caused this life-threatening condition. This is why I repeatedly emphasize that everyone must do pre-operative disinfection and post-operative anti-inflammation no matter what…” Qi Yue explained while working continuously, using forceps to hold disinfectant cloth to clean the opened abscess, placing drainage strips, simply suturing the wound, then disinfecting and wiping again before covering with white cloth.

Watching the patient being wheeled out of the operating room, Qi Yue took a deep breath as she emerged.

“Thank you, Doctor…” The family surrounded her, looking at the woman who seemed much better after physical cooling, extremely grateful. “Doctor, you’re truly a miraculous physician to cure her so quickly…”

Qi Yue shook her head with a bitter smile.

Cure sepsis so quickly? Then she really would be a deity.

“It’s not time to thank me yet,” she stopped the excited family members. Her eyes behind the large mask were grave. “Whether she lives or dies is still unknown.”

That night, the woman was put under intensive care. Without a thermometer, unable to accurately determine temperature, Qi Yue had to rely on her own touch to record readings again and again. Afraid that different people’s touch would vary, she couldn’t switch with anyone, so she was exhausted all night.

At dawn, Liu Pucheng requested to replace her.

“No need to replace me,” Qi Yue said with bloodshot eyes, shaking her head wearily as she looked at the woman still unconscious in the bed. “The infection is not under control.”

Liu Pucheng stepped forward to take her pulse, examine her tongue, and saw that the lower leg that had undergone debridement and drainage had swollen another circle. He sighed with a heavy expression.

This was much worse than that hunter’s case.

“To prevent the infection from spreading, there’s only one option,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng looked at her.

“Amputation,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng was shaken.

“In this condition, what are the chances of survival after amputation?” he asked.

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“I don’t know,” she said.

Liu Pucheng fell silent again.

“Call the family,” he finally said.

The wet nurse’s son and his wife were called over, trembling with fear. Upon hearing Qi Yue’s words, they were immediately stunned.

“Lady Qi, you were driven out, but we really had no choice. We’re servants – we can’t disobey our master’s orders,” the wet nurse’s son immediately knelt before Qi Yue and cried.

His words left Qi Yue completely confused, and it took a while to figure out what he meant.

“Oh, so the patient from the Circuit Judge’s mansion was your mother,” she said, helping the wet nurse’s son up. “I’m really not doing this for that reason. If you don’t believe me, you can ask other doctors – it’s truly too critical.”

The wet nurse’s son wiped his tears and cried.

“If you’re unwilling, I respect your choice,” Qi Yue said. “Because even with amputation, I can’t guarantee we can save her life.”

The wet nurse’s son looked bewildered.

“Ban’er, don’t be ungrateful after getting a good deal,” an elderly neighbor who had come along stamped his foot. “Don’t forget your mother was already in burial clothes. Dr. Qi forcibly pulled her back from the gates of the King of Hell. What more do you want?”

These words brought the wet nurse’s son to his senses.

“Doctor, I’ll listen to you. My mother was already declared incurable. If she lives, it’s because of your miraculous skills. If she doesn’t, it’s because her fate is thin,” he said through gritted teeth, kneeling down to kowtow. “Please make the decision, Doctor.”

Qi Yue nodded and said good.

“I’ll perform this amputation surgery,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Teacher, you know how too?” she couldn’t help asking.

Liu Pucheng smiled.

“Don’t forget, I’m the one who opened this Qianjin Hall,” he said. “And following my master, I specialized in injury medicine. Amputation and severing limbs are not difficult for me.”

He said this and looked at the disciples in the room.

“Now, prepare for amputation surgery. The purpose of the surgery is to remove the source of infection,” he said, copying Qi Yue’s manner.

The disciples responded loudly in unison.

Chapter 241: Close Call
This was Qi Yue’s first time watching an ancient amputation surgery, and she couldn’t help but be filled with enthusiasm. However, Liu Pucheng wouldn’t let her enter the operating room.

“This type of surgical procedure is very simple for us,” he said to Qi Yue. “Zhang Tong and I are sufficient. You should stay outside and keep watch. After all, if someone comes for consultation, we can’t have not a single physician available.”

Qi Yue widened her eyes, then laughed again.

“Teacher, here you go again,” she said with a knowing expression. “Teacher, you always teach me to be fearless, but when something happens, the one who’s afraid is actually you.”

Liu Pucheng smiled bitterly.

“It’s not necessarily a good thing for a girl to be too clever,” he said with a bitter smile, then composed himself. “You have many things to do, so there’s no need to be distracted by unnecessary matters.”

Qi Yue rolled her eyes.

“Teacher,” she said, “do you plan to protect me for my entire life? If I don’t dare take any risks, I’ll either become timid and hesitant, or arrogant and overconfident. You don’t want to see me become like that, do you?”

Liu Pucheng laughed and sighed.

“Alright, alright, let’s begin surgery.” Qi Yue clapped her hands to call everyone.

The disciples outside responded loudly in acknowledgment.

Watching Qi Yue step into the sterilization room, Liu Pucheng smiled and shook his head, following her in.

Since Liu Pucheng was the lead surgeon, he used his familiar surgical instruments.

Qi Yue also saw Liu Pucheng’s amputation tools for the first time.

“In that case, let Madam handle the vascular suturing to ensure absolute safety,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded. Since Hu San’s hemophobia remained uncontrollable, he had withdrawn from surgical operations. The only surgical assistants were A’Ru and Zhang Tong.

“I’m beginning,” Liu Pucheng said.

Everyone in the operating room nodded, watching as Liu Pucheng raised his hand and brought down the knife, cutting open the patient’s lower leg. The surface skin and muscle separated, and Qi Yue promptly performed hemostasis. The skin and flesh quickly separated, revealing the major blood vessels.

Liu Pucheng carefully used his familiar stone needle to lift them, and Qi Yue immediately clamped them with hemostatic forceps. The upper portion was ligated with thread. Liu Pucheng paused slightly, and under Qi Yue’s watchful gaze, cut the lower portion. Qi Yue immediately sutured with fish intestine thread.

“Done,” Qi Yue nodded in indication and withdrew the thread.

Liu Pucheng looked nervously at the upper ligation thread. Everyone’s expressions were tense.

“Tsk, you still don’t trust me,” Qi Yue shook her head and said. She reached out herself and untied the ligation thread.

No bleeding occurred.

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Outside the operating room, the sound of bone sawing could be heard, a sound that made everyone’s skin crawl. Fortunately, the sound didn’t last long before it stopped.

“This is necrotic tissue, burn it immediately,” A’Ru passed out a cloth bag from inside the door, with the words “Specific Infection – Burn” written on it.

The shape indicated it was a human lower leg. The disciple who was about to reach for it couldn’t help but let his hand go weak.

“This is my mother’s…” the wet nurse’s son asked in a trembling voice.

“Yes, but this cannot be kept. You can take it to your home, but it must be burned and buried. Otherwise, it will cause infection. If people with wounds come into contact with it, they will also be infected with your mother’s condition,” Qi Yue said from inside.

The people outside immediately stepped back several paces.

“Then, you burn it,” the wet nurse’s son no longer dared to take it.

The disciple, pale-faced, hurriedly carried it toward the specially built cremation furnace behind the courtyard.

After another suffocating period of time, the surgery finally ended.

“Whether we can prevent sepsis infection is still uncertain,” the exhausted Qi Yue seriously explained to the wet nurse’s son. “You must prepare yourselves mentally.”

The wet nurse’s son nodded and tearfully expressed his gratitude.

That night, the patient’s temperature remained high with fever.

“This is much more severe than that hunter last time,” he said, sighing. “I’m afraid she won’t make it.”

“She hasn’t reached the stage of systemic sepsis yet, there’s still hope,” Qi Yue said with a frown, clenching her fists. “Teacher, the herbal medicine is up to you.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“A’Ru, increase the intravenous saline drip to maintain balance,” Qi Yue looked toward A’Ru.

A’Ru nodded.

“Hu San, take some people and help me prepare to extract Chinese medicine injection,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San responded loudly and pointed out seven or eight disciples.

Since using it that one time, Qi Yue still hadn’t planned to regularly use this unstable injection, so she hadn’t prepared the materials. Fortunately, everyone had done it once before, and due to its novelty, the impression was deep. Soon everything was prepared, and they set up operations in the room used for teaching.

By evening, they had barely extracted a small bottle. To quickly combat this type of infection, Qi Yue’s advantages were high-purity antibacterial Chinese medicine and rapid intravenous administration.

Qi Yue administered everything intravenously. After observation, the woman showed no rejection symptoms, and everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

“I’ll monitor today’s temperature. You must sleep for a while no matter what,” Liu Pucheng said with finality.

Qi Yue looked at the woman who was still unconscious and nodded.

The prefect’s office also learned about this, because a familiar servant woman had come to attend the old woman’s funeral, only to find no one at home. Upon inquiry, she learned the woman had been taken to Qianjin Hall.

Upon learning this, the prefect’s wife felt conflicted emotions. Although displeased, with a life at stake, she couldn’t force them to bring the woman back.

“It’s truly seeking medical help in desperation,” she finally shook her head and sighed. “But her son is truly filial.”

As she spoke, the young master was eating pastries nearby.

“Mother, I’m filial too,” he said, offering a piece of pastry to the prefect’s wife.

The prefect’s wife smiled and took a bite, stroking her son’s head.

“Yu’er is such a good boy,” she smiled.

Her hand had only stroked twice when the son suddenly frowned and threw away the pastry in his hand.

“My stomach hurts,” he cried out, pressing his hands to his belly.

The prefect’s wife was frightened pale and hurriedly embraced her son. This time the young master’s pain was severe, as if he wanted to roll on the ground. The whole family was in panic as they called for a physician. When this physician surnamed Zhang arrived, the young master was fine again, lying on the bed catching his breath.

“Did he eat something bad?” the prefect’s wife asked with lingering fear.

Physician Zhang carefully checked his pulse and examined him. Seeing the young master’s peaceful demeanor, with only the sweat from the earlier pain and nothing else wrong, he was also somewhat uncertain. The pulse was normal too, so he nodded.

“Eat fewer fruits and melons, don’t indulge in cold foods. Fast for a few days,” Physician Zhang said.

Only then did the prefect’s wife feel relieved. She thanked him and gave him a generous reward, having someone escort the physician out.

At dawn, the awakened Qi Yue entered the ward.

“…high fever, nasal flaring, black stool…” A’Ru, wearing a gown and mask, was making records.

“…severe blood loss, liver wind about to stir, pulse deep, thin and rapid, tongue smooth without coating…” Liu Pucheng examined while speaking. “Add two parts snake gallbladder and aged tangerine peel.”

A’Ru acknowledged and hurriedly went out with the record to prepare the medicine.

“Teacher, let me take over. You go rest,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng didn’t stand on ceremony and nodded as he withdrew.

Every three hours, Qi Yue injected the medicine once, until all the hard-won extracted medicine was used up. By midnight, the temperature finally dropped.

Upon receiving the news, everyone couldn’t help but cheer with joy.

“This indicates the infection is under some control,” Qi Yue said. Her expression showed no joy or relaxation. “But the situation is still not optimistic.”

She held a white handkerchief in her hands, containing the patient’s sputum.

She examined it carefully at this moment, as if looking at some rare treasure.

“Yellow thick sputum with blood, indeed the fire poison has invaded the lungs,” Liu Pucheng also examined it seriously, then looked up at Qi Yue. “Madam, if the fire poison attacks the heart, then there’s truly no hope.”

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“She’s already able to cough up sputum. That’s at least improvement,” she said. “As long as she hasn’t stopped breathing, we must continue treating.”

In the room for extracting injections, the disciples were still busy. Qi Yue slowly walked in and sat down at the table.

On the table were crude culture media in dishes. She hadn’t used blood culture – firstly because she couldn’t culture anything, and secondly, even if she could culture something, what could she do? Whether penicillin, gentamicin, or any other mycin, she had none. To talk about adjusting medication at this point was simply too luxurious.

If she had penicillin, she could control the condition in half an hour. Why would they need to toil day and night like this?

“Penicillin, oh penicillin, how were you made?” Qi Yue murmured to herself.

What a pity. Back then, why had she seriously studied Chinese medicine injection extraction? If she had studied penicillin extraction instead, wouldn’t that be…

Thinking of this, she laughed again.

She had studied Chinese medicine injections because she was suspicious of them, so she went to understand them. But did she need to be suspicious of penicillin?

She knew penicillin was extracted from penicillium mold, but she had never asked about the specific process.

Qi Yue reached up and tousled her hair.

Don’t think about things that can’t be done now. Thinking about this is completely wasting time. With this limited time, she should go do things that can be done.

What she could do now and rely on were her intravenous injection and IV tools, and her ability to purify Chinese medicine to make it more effective than herbal decoctions – fast and efficient.

“Find several more antibacterial Chinese medicines and see which extract has the greatest efficacy,” she stood up and rushed out, requesting all the medicines from Liu Pucheng’s prescriptions.

For a day and night, the work of extracting injections in the classroom never stopped. Finally, when all the pus scraped from the patient was used up, they used the patient’s sputum, so that whenever they heard the patient cough, the disciples couldn’t help but cheer with joy.

On the third day after surgery, the extraction work finally brought good news – they had found an extract more effective than the previous ones, from a Chinese medicine called white-haired selfheal.

After twice-daily intramuscular injections morning and evening, on the morning of the third day, the patient’s temperature finally dropped, and her mental state also improved.

“Where am I?” she asked weakly.

Her son hadn’t expected his mother to actually wake up and wept with joy, throwing himself at the bedside crying. He had only cried for a few moments when they heard several popping sounds, followed by a spreading stench.

She had defecated…

The wet nurse’s son was quite embarrassed, but saw A’Ru, who was standing guard nearby, greatly delighted.

“Madam, Madam, she defecated!” she called out loudly.

While hurriedly cleaning and changing for the woman.

“You useless woman!” the wet nurse’s son urgently kicked his wife nearby. “Who should be doing this kind of thing!”

The daughter-in-law, having been kicked, hurriedly stepped forward.

“Young madam, let me do it,” she said hastily.

“No need, no need, we’ll do this. It’s very useful to us,” A’Ru said.

Feces being useful?

The husband and wife stood stunned as Qi Yue had already entered.

“Let me see, let me see,” she said excitedly, taking the soiled padding from A’Ru’s hands.

The wet nurse’s son and his wife, watching this beautiful young woman’s actions, couldn’t help but retch.

Without laboratory instruments, all she could use were visual observation and smell. Stool, urine, sputum, saliva, sweat, and so on – all of these could truly reflect the patient’s condition.

“Excellent,” Qi Yue carefully examined the stool. “Yellow-brown color, yellow-brown paste consistency. The sepsis is under control.”

She rushed out happily.

This news finally allowed Qianjin Hall, which had been tense for several days, to breathe a slight sigh of relief.

On the fourth day, no infection spread was found at the amputation site. Moreover, stethoscope examination showed lung rales had basically disappeared. Body temperature was conservatively estimated at around 37 degrees. The patient’s mental state had improved – she recognized people but didn’t want to eat.

Qi Yue could finally sleep soundly, but she was woken up again in the middle of the night.

The patient’s arm was red, swollen, and painful – exactly the inflammatory symptoms Qi Yue had described.

“Could it be that the infection has actually spread?” A’Ru said nervously.

Qi Yue shook her head and sighed.

“No,” she said, pulling out the IV needle. “It should be phlebitis caused by the IV.”

She sighed.

“Stop the IV,” she said, looking at the tube in her hand that had become deformed after multiple sterilizations. This too had finally…

“Throw it away.”

A’Ru paused, looking at the IV tube Qi Yue had thrown to her.

So, another item was gone…

More and more people at the prefect’s office were paying attention to this matter, because they still hadn’t received news about attending the wet nurse’s funeral.

Could it be that she was actually cured?

Someone couldn’t help but go inquire.

“Really, really, she’s alive! Just had her leg sawed off!” the person who inquired quickly returned, shouting throughout the courtyard.

Alive! But had her leg sawed off!

Both pieces of news were quite shocking.

“Oh, I know!” a servant said quietly, pulling out a piece of paper from his sleeve. “Is this what’s written here, ‘Don’t take small wounds lightly…'”

He read from the paper, “‘…may cost life or limb… sterilization and disinfection must be done well…'”

This was everyone’s first time hearing such words, so someone snatched the paper from his hand to see what it was.

“This is a leaflet distributed by Qianjin Hall…” the servant introduced. “Many people in the city have them. It says that if you’re cut or hit and get an opening, never sprinkle ash or dirt on it. First wash with running water, then with salt water, or you can go to Qianjin Hall, and they say it’s free…”

Everyone passed it around to read. The content was simple, easy to understand, and novel.

“Is Qianjin Hall really that capable?” someone asked. “Weren’t they supposed to only treat bruises and injuries?”

“Yes, they do indeed specialize in treating bruises and injuries, but think about it – what kind of bruises and injuries have they been treating recently?” the servant said seriously, counting on his fingers. “…the prefect’s son who was trampled by a horse – he was given a death sentence by all the physicians in the city, but Madam Qi cured him. The hunter with the injured leg – Wang Qingchun bet on his knees that it couldn’t be cured, but Madam Qi cured him again. A few days ago, someone whose chest was sawed open was also cured. Now, the wet nurse who was already in her burial clothes also had her life saved…”

As he listed each case, everyone suddenly realized how many remarkable things Qianjin Hall had accomplished.

Although these cases all involved bruises and injuries, but…

“Besides bruises and injuries, these people all shared another characteristic – they were all determined to be dying,” the servant said with deep emotion. “What she treats isn’t just simple bruises and injuries – it’s life! These were all incurable cases!”

Yes, someone who could treat people determined to be dying – if that wasn’t remarkable, who in this world could be called remarkable!

Everyone’s minds were suddenly enlightened, and news of Qianjin Hall’s miraculous deeds spread like wildfire throughout the prefect’s office.

But at this moment, the prefect’s wife couldn’t spare time to worry about whether these matters would affect her family’s relationship with the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. She was already driven to distraction by her young son’s stomachache.

Since those two times when he suddenly hurt and suddenly stopped hurting, thinking it was just an upset stomach that would be fine with some warmth, the young master had another stomachache yesterday. This time, it wasn’t like the previous times where it would pass in a while – he was in so much pain that he fainted.

After Physician Zhang examined his pulse, his face also turned slightly pale.

“Young master, what exactly did you eat?” he asked.

The prefect’s wife was trembling all over.

“Just eating meals – those meals were the same ones I ate with him,” she said in a shaky voice.

“But this pulse indicates that the young master’s organs have been injured,” Physician Zhang said gravely. “No external injuries, no other symptoms, severe abdominal pain – this could only be caused by eating something that shouldn’t be eaten.”

The prefect’s wife collapsed onto the bed.

“Heavens, who wants to harm my son,” she immediately wailed, shouting to investigate quickly.

The prefect’s office was immediately thrown into chaos. The maids and servants who attended the young master suffered, being beaten until they cried and wailed, but nothing could be discovered.

Finally, it was Physician Zhang who used needles and moxibustion to wake the unconscious young master. The whole family cried and pleaded, asking him what he had eaten.

The young master was in severe abdominal pain and could only cry – how could he answer?

“The spoon!” suddenly shouted a maid beside the prefect’s wife.

Everyone in the room looked at her.

The maid pointed at the young master’s neck.

“The young master’s silver spoon!” she screamed.

The prefect and his wife immediately reacted and simultaneously pounced over, embracing the young master to check his neck.

Around the young master’s neck, like all children, he wore a collar with five blessing bells, plus jade pendants and silver chains.

At this moment, the silver chain was empty – there had originally been a finger-sized spoon hanging there.

“Where is your spoon?” the prefect’s wife grabbed the silver chain in panic and shouted. “Where is the silver spoon your grandmother gave you?”

“Did he lose it?” the prefect asked with one last hope, his voice trembling.

The young master wailed in abdominal pain.

“I ate it, I bet with my cousin that I dared to eat it…” he cried out.

The prefect and his wife swayed and immediately collapsed onto the bed.

“Doctor… please save him,” the prefect’s wife cried out, grabbing the physician’s sleeve.

The physician was frightened and hurriedly backed away.

“How many days ago?” he asked.

But the child was too incoherent from pain to speak clearly, finally hurting so much he wanted to roll around again.

“Don’t move, absolutely don’t curl up,” the physician shouted, hurriedly pressing down on the young master’s body. “It’s already in the stomach. Don’t move around – if it punctures the internal organs, that would mean immediate death.”

Hearing this, the prefect and his wife hurriedly held down their son.

“Quickly get chives and celery for him to eat, see if we can get it to come out. I’ll prescribe medicine too,” Physician Zhang said.

“What if it still doesn’t work?” the prefect’s wife couldn’t help asking.

Physician Zhang was silent for a moment.

“Either he dies from internal congestion, or from intestinal perforation,” he said slowly.

In any case, it was death…

The prefect and his wife turned pale.

“But that was before,” the physician suddenly said again.

The prefect and his wife felt their hearts nearly stop.

Don’t give us such heart attacks!

“Now, Qianjin Hall might be able to save him,” Physician Zhang said slowly.

Qianjin Hall?

“Madam Qi at Qianjin Hall has the skill of opening the abdomen and cutting the belly. Now only this method can remove the spoon from the young master’s stomach,” Physician Zhang said.

Madam Qi at Qianjin Hall…

The prefect’s wife pressed her hand to her heart, sweating profusely.

Is… is this retribution?

Is… what the elders say about not speaking carelessly, because careless words will come back to hit you?

That day, no matter how the young master cried and fussed, chives and celery were forced into his mouth. But besides increasingly severe pain, there was no effect.

“Sir,” the prefect’s wife had cried until her voice was hoarse, supported by two servants, unable to sit still.

“Stop crying! To hell with the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion! The Marquis Dingxi’s mansion isn’t my son! Why should I care about his reputation!” the prefect shouted. “Quickly go to Qianjin Hall and request Madam Qi!”

Servants hurriedly ran off.

At Qianjin Hall, the wet nurse had completely recovered mentally. Only then did Qi Yue tell her about her leg being sawed off, leading to mother and son embracing and crying together.

“I’m useless now, I’ve become a cripple,” the wet nurse beat her chest and wailed. “I might as well be dead.”

“Mother, you raised me this big, now it’s my turn to care for you. As long as you’re here, even if you lost a leg, even if you were paralyzed, blind, or mentally impaired, as long as you’re here, I’m someone who has a mother,” her son wept.

“Don’t worry either. Later we’ll make a prosthetic limb to attach, and with a crutch, it shouldn’t affect walking and movement,” Qi Yue comforted.

These words delighted the mother and son greatly.

“It’s just that it definitely won’t be the same as before,” Qi Yue said hastily, sweating under their bright gazes.

“Thank you, divine physician, thank you, divine physician,” the mother and son kowtowed.

Qi Yue hurriedly helped them up.

“Don’t call me divine physician – I can’t bear such a title,” she said.

After settling the mother and son, Qi Yue returned to the office. She could finally sit down these past few days, but still couldn’t rest because people waiting for consultation were also lined up outside.

As time passed, more and more people came to Qianjin Hall. Although she wasn’t sure if they were making money, the popularity was visibly thriving.

“Doctor, doctor…” a man lifted the curtain and rushed in, followed by guiding disciples who couldn’t stop him in time.

Qi Yue was examining a woman’s heart and lungs with a stethoscope when this man suddenly burst in, frightening the woman into screaming and covering her clothes.

“What are you doing?” Qi Yue frowned and asked.

The man was also frightened and stood outside the door.

“Madam Qi, Madam Qi,” he said in panic while bowing. “I’m from the prefect’s office, requesting Madam Qi to make a house call.”

Qi Yue put down her stethoscope.

The prefect’s office?

She looked toward the door with a mocking smile.

My, my, how rare indeed.

“I’m sorry, but physicians at our Qianjin Hall don’t make house calls,” she said. “If you need medical treatment, please come to Qianjin Hall.”

Chapter 242: Plea for Help
Madam Xie quickly learned about the prefect’s young master falling ill, because ever since learning of the Rao family’s breach of faith, she had been busy selecting another family for Chang Yuncheng. She had been socializing more with the ladies of the prefectural city to inquire about which families had daughters of suitable character and appearance. However, the condition that they couldn’t be below the Rao family’s status directly excluded many people from Madam Xie’s consideration.

She had invited the prefect’s wife to visit, which was during the young master’s second bout of stomach pain, and the prefect’s wife politely declined.

Learning that the prefect’s wife’s beloved son was unwell, Madam Xie naturally wanted to visit and offer her concern.

The carriage had just arrived at the prefect’s mansion gate when the doors opened and a carriage rushed out in panic.

“That’s the prefect’s wife’s carriage,” Madam Xie quickly lifted the curtain. “Are they going out?”

Nanny Su hurried forward to inquire.

The carriage was suddenly blocked, and the prefect and his wife, who were sitting inside following the physician’s instructions not to let their son move or curl up, nearly fell over. The son in their arms cried out in pain from the jolting.

“What are you doing?” the prefect roared angrily.

Nanny Su, who had walked up to the gate, was startled by this shout.

It seemed they had come at… an inopportune time?

“This is from the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, our madam…” Nanny Su hurriedly bowed and spoke.

The four words “Marquis Dingxi’s mansion” reached inside the carriage, and the prefect and his wife felt their hearts turn bitter.

Isn’t this just adding to their troubles?

It’s all because of you people that she now refuses to even come to the door, and yet you still come! You still come to join in the commotion. If she finds out about this and refuses to treat him, what will we do!

“Get lost, get lost!” the prefect’s wife suddenly lifted the curtain and cried out, “Stay away from our family! Don’t harm us anymore!”

The carriage left both urgently and not daring to go too fast, leaving the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion carriage standing outside the prefect’s gate.

The prefect and his wife hadn’t gotten out of the carriage, hadn’t even said a single polite word face-to-face, but instead cursed…

Cursed and told her to get lost!

Madam Xie sat in the carriage, her face pale and her whole body trembling.

Bastards! Bastards!

Had the prefect and his wife gone mad? Gone mad?

Nanny Su’s face was also pale. As Madam Xie’s personal servant, she usually walked out with more dignity than the ladies and misses of ordinary families. This kind of head-on public scolding was a first for her. Seeing the gazes from the prefect’s mansion gatekeepers, Nanny Su was momentarily mortified with shame and anger!

“What’s wrong with the master and madam?” she gritted her teeth and took a deep breath, trying to save face for herself.

The men at the gate snorted.

As servants of the prefect’s mansion, they naturally shared their master’s animosity.

If it weren’t for the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion that day, why would they have driven away that divine physician Qi? That’s right, their prefect’s mansion would never do such a thing. They were coerced by the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion!

Now this coercion had nearly cost their young master his life. This wasn’t just coercion anymore – this was practically making them enemies!

“Our young master is going to Qianjin Hall to seek divine physician Qi’s treatment!” the gatekeeper said loudly with raised eyebrows, pointing with his hand. “You leave quickly, don’t let divine physician Qi know you were here. If you delay our young master’s treatment, can you bear the responsibility?”

Madam Xie in the carriage heard every word clearly, and her vision couldn’t help but darken.

Bastards!!

What does your family’s young master have to do with me! How is it that your words make it sound like I’m the one who made your young master sick!

The people at the prefect’s mansion had indeed all gone mad!

Qianjin Hall! Divine physician Qi!

Madam Xie gasped and closed her eyes, her hands clenched tightly.

Bastards!

The prefect and his wife didn’t care whether the Marquis Dingxi’s wife had been angered to death outside their gate. In their eyes now, there was only their son. Whoever dared to block their way, the red-eyed couple would fight them to the death.

The prefectural yamen runners cleared the way, stopping in front of Qianjin Hall, frightening the queuing common people to scatter like birds and beasts.

Had Qianjin Hall caused trouble again? Why had the officials come?

The guiding disciples, A’Ru and others busy in the main hall, and those being treated for wound cleaning and care all froze, looking toward the door.

“Doctor, doctor, save him!” the prefect’s mansion steward led the way, supporting his hat and running in sweating.

“How can we help you?” the guiding disciple asked in a trembling voice. If it weren’t for daily training and frequent use, he really might not have been able to say these words.

If it were any other time, the steward would have kicked this blocking disciple away long ago.

Blind thing, can’t you see who’s come? This is the third-in-command of Yongqing Prefecture! Why isn’t your manager quickly kneeling to welcome us!

“We’re from the prefect’s mansion. Our young master has severe abdominal pain. Please have Madam Qi treat him,” the steward, being well-experienced, quick-witted, and appropriately responsive, said simply and efficiently.

Seeking medical treatment?

The disciple was stunned before reacting.

“Emergency case,” he hurriedly called out.

The people at the nursing station also came to their senses.

“Stretcher, mobile bed,” A’Ru called out.

The disciples hurriedly pushed a bed from the side. The main hall resumed its busy activity.

“This, I’m not urgent, treating the master’s child is more important…” several people in line hurriedly dodged aside, and even a few having their wounds treated wanted to give way, but were caught by A’Ru with mixed laughter and tears.

“Emergency cases have Madam Qi to see them, it has nothing to do with you,” she said.

Only then did everyone sit down uneasily.

Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng had already come out upon hearing the commotion.

Seeing the young woman who came out, though they hadn’t met before, they could recognize her at a glance.

The prefect’s wife felt somewhat ashamed and stepped forward to perform a grand bow.

“Madam Qi, please save my son. I, I’ll kneel down to apologize to you…” she said tearfully.

Qi Yue quickly stopped her.

“If I can treat him, I naturally will. Don’t be anxious,” she said, putting on gloves and beginning the consultation.

Upon hearing that he had eaten a silver spoon, she was also startled.

“Can’t it be expelled?” she asked, reaching out to gently begin examining the young master’s belly.

As soon as she touched him, the young master let out an even louder wail, frightening everyone into shuddering.

“It can’t be expelled,” the prefect said, relaying what the physician had said. “Madam Qi, please quickly cut open his belly and take it out.”

Cut open the belly and take it out – saying it so simply…

Qi Yue frowned.

She had no idea where the foreign object was, so how could she cut it open? This wasn’t a game.

She didn’t speak, and the emergency room fell silent with suffocating tension.

“Madam Qi, just cut it open. We won’t blame you, we won’t treat your life-saving as murder,” the prefect’s wife cried.

The prefect also nodded.

“Yes, since we’ve brought him here, we trust you, Madam Qi. You can cut as you wish,” he also said in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue was torn between laughter and tears.

“How can I cut as I wish?” she shook her head and took a deep breath, her hand slowly sliding down from the young master’s throat. “Opening up the chest and belly isn’t that simple. Bleeding, infection, complications – every moment is extremely dangerous. Moreover, the young master ate a foreign object, but where exactly is it now? I can’t see it. If I can’t see it and don’t know where to cut, I can’t just cut here to look, and if it’s not there, cut there to look. That way, before finding it, the young master’s life would be gone.”

The prefect and his wife immediately looked despairing.

“Then, then what can we do?” the prefect’s wife immediately collapsed to the ground, clinging to the mobile bed where the young master lay and wailing.

“We can only try,” Qi Yue said. “You must tell me now exactly when he ate it, how big the object was, when the pain started, and every reaction. You must try hard to remember everything and tell me completely.”

The child in agony couldn’t cooperate, the parents foaming at the mouth with anxiety didn’t know. All the servants, maids, and attendants were questioned. The little cousin, one of the instigators of the incident, was also dragged over by his family, who were equally scared out of their wits.

“It was a bet. I lost and didn’t dare to eat it, but Yu’er ate it and won,” the little cousin cried. “It was the day before the birthday.”

When this date was reported, the prefect’s wife nearly fainted.

“It’s already been six days,” Qi Yue calculated. “With such severe abdominal pain, and the silver spoon not being very long, it must have passed through the stomach and reached the intestines.”

A human anatomy chart was quickly hung up in the ward, and Qi Yue pointed it out to them.

“Then, then Madam Qi, please quickly take it out,” the prefect’s wife said urgently, unable to understand these twists and turns.

“But which section… I can’t see it, and I can’t search for painful spots by pressing…” Qi Yue looked at the chart and frowned, murmuring. She couldn’t help but want to grab her hair again. “Don’t worry, don’t worry, let me think, let me think.”

Except for the child’s cries of pain, the room fell silent again, with everyone’s eyes fixed tightly on this woman in the ugly white gown.

“Such pain must mean the intestinal wall has been worn through. After so many days, it should have been expelled by now. If it can’t be expelled, it must be stuck…” Qi Yue looked at the anatomy chart, her hand slowly moving over the abdominal intestinal area. “…The silver spoon isn’t too long, the most likely place for it to get stuck…”

Her hand stopped. Liu Pucheng and others could only see the winding intestines.

“The duodenum,” Qi Yue murmured, tapping heavily here with her hand, as if making a decision. “We can’t delay anymore, I’ll take the gamble.”

She turned around to look at everyone in the ward.

“I will now perform emergency abdominal surgery to remove the intestinal foreign object and repair the damaged intestinal wall,” she said.

The disciples acknowledged.

“Now I’ll give you the pre-surgical briefing…” Qi Yue stood before the prefect and his wife. “The surgery…”

“Madam Qi, we understand. Sign, right? Sign. You don’t need to explain,” the prefect said, raising his hand. “This kind of thing doesn’t need your explanation or signature anyway. A gentleman’s word is his bond – I trust you.”

Qi Yue smiled. See, who says there’s no change? There has been change. Everyone is no longer so suspicious and resistant to surgery.

“It’s still better to explain clearly,” she said. “This doesn’t take much time, and moreover…”

She smiled again.

“I’m not afraid of anything, because I trust myself and have a clear conscience. But you don’t understand. I’m not saying this for my peace of mind, but for yours,” she said.

The prefect and his wife looked at her and nodded solemnly.

This was still abdominal surgery, and the surgical participants were no longer so unfamiliar. A’Ru and Zhang Tong’s surgical reactions had also improved considerably – at least they no longer trembled and dared to look at the opened abdominal cavity.

“…This is the duodenum?” Zhang Tong asked while holding open the abdominal wall so Qi Yue’s surgical field wouldn’t be obstructed.

Qi Yue nodded and slowly lifted the descending part of the duodenum to begin palpating.

Dear God, please bless us, let it be here, let it be here!! It must be here!!

She didn’t want to have to drag out the entire intestine bit by bit to search…

Chapter 243: For Peace
After a suffocating silence, Qi Yue let out a low exclamation.

She had won the gamble! Heaven be praised! Thank you, all the bodhisattvas!

“Found it,” Zhang Tong shouted.

Qi Yue carefully turned the intestine, slowly exposing the entire silver spoon.

“I’ll take it out,” Zhang Tong said, reaching over with forceps.

“Wait,” Qi Yue called out, reaching out to grasp Zhang Tong’s hand.

Everyone was startled. Although separated by thick gloves, Zhang Tong also stiffened from this sudden contact.

Qi Yue pulled Zhang Tong’s hand away, carefully separating the surrounding tissue and exposing the intestinal wall. Then everyone saw that the lower end of the silver spoon had pierced through the intestine, and right next to the spoon’s head, a major blood vessel was exposed before their eyes.

“This is the iliac artery…” she said, her voice trembling for the first time. “Looking at this, if we had been a bit later, it would have been worn through, causing massive bleeding. Death would have been a matter of just ten minutes… We were truly fortunate.”

If massive bleeding had occurred before he was brought in, she couldn’t have saved him. If massive bleeding occurred during surgery, she would have been finished.

“Are you talking about you or this boy?” Zhang Tong suddenly asked.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh.

“Both,” she laughed while carefully removing the silver spoon and suturing the worn intestinal wall.

The tense atmosphere in the operating room was swept away.

“Here, take this and keep it safe. Don’t let him eat it again next time,” Qi Yue handed the sterilized silver spoon to the prefect’s wife with a smile.

The prefect’s wife looked at the silver spoon with complex emotions.

“Never again,” she choked out. “If this happens again, I’ll die first.”

Qi Yue smiled and comforted her.

“Many children start putting things in their mouths from just a few months old. Children use their mouths to understand the world – it’s instinct. It’s impossible to watch them completely. The young master doing this for the first time at seven years old is already quite good, showing that you as a mother are truly very responsible,” she smiled.

The prefect’s wife had been blaming herself so much these past few days that she wanted to die. Hearing Qi Yue’s words, her heart couldn’t help but warm up.

“Madam Qi, thank you,” she raised her head as if to say something, but didn’t know what to say, finally just saying this.

Qi Yue smiled at her.

“You should rest too. He’s still in intensive care, with nurses watching. You can’t help much, but your heart should be more at ease now. Rest a bit,” she said, then thought of something. “It’s just that you can’t return to the mansion. You need to stay here in the hospital. The conditions are rather crude. Madam, you’ll have to endure…”

Never mind staying in the hospital – even if she had to sleep on the street right now, she wouldn’t blink an eye.

“No hardship, no hardship,” the prefect’s wife said hurriedly, looking at the ward. “There are two empty beds, and the space isn’t small. It’s enough for us to stay.”

Those two beds aren’t actually for you to stay in… Qi Yue pulled at the corner of her mouth, but never mind. Modern hospitals have VIP rooms too. Given the prefect couple’s status, staying in a private room wasn’t excessive.

After finishing here, Qi Yue still couldn’t rest and hurried to the wet nurse’s side next door.

The wet nurse’s family and the prefect’s wife’s family had both seen each other, and both sides felt somewhat awkward, but it was quickly resolved. Each cried once, and the prefect’s wife told the wet nurse to recover well, that the prefect’s mansion wouldn’t abandon her, which moved the wet nurse to tears of gratitude.

A’Ru had already been transferred to the prefect’s son’s side. Here, Zhang Tong led a disciple in providing care. Seeing that the records showed normal frequency and color of bowel movements, Qi Yue finally breathed a sigh of relief. She administered the last two injections of white-haired selfheal and said the extraction work could stop – from now on, it would rely on regular Chinese herbal medicine decoctions.

After making rounds in the ward, the outpatient clinic in front had formed a long queue again. Fortunately, Liu Pucheng shouldered the main portion and insisted that Qi Yue go home to rest.

“The patient here just finished surgery, and there’s another one who just stabilized. I’d better rest here,” Qi Yue firmly refused.

Surgery is dangerous, and post-surgery is even more dangerous. Liu Pucheng knew this principle, and indeed she couldn’t be spared now. If something went wrong, all previous efforts would be wasted, so it had to be this way.

“It seems we need to recruit two more physicians,” he said, stroking his beard while looking at the bustling hall and the people queuing to see doctors. Unlike the traditional observation, listening, questioning, and pulse-taking, here there were also surgeries, which were mentally exhausting work. Relying on just the two of them, sooner or later they wouldn’t be able to manage.

“Remember to get one internist and one surgeon,” Qi Yue heard and said.

“What internist and surgeon?” Liu Pucheng asked in confusion.

Qi Yue patted her forehead – physicians here were generalists.

“That is, one who specializes in trauma like you, Teacher, and one like Old Physician An,” she smiled.

Liu Pucheng smiled and nodded, not daring to delay as he hurried back to see patients.

Qi Yue went to the dormitory but didn’t manage to sleep because the Second Madam had come looking for her.

“Why haven’t you come home for several days?” she asked as she entered supported by her maid Caiqing, her face full of worry. Seeing Qi Yue’s appearance made her even more shocked and anxious. “How did you exhaust yourself like this? Look at your complexion, your eyes, heavens, your hands…”

She began to cry as she spoke.

“Caiqing, go get my money for Yueniang…” she called to Caiqing again.

Qi Yue hurriedly pulled her to sit down, laughing and comforting her.

“I’m really not short of money,” she said.

“If you’re not short of money, why work so desperately?” the Second Madam wiped her tears and said, not believing her at all.

Desperately? Qi Yue was stunned for a moment – she didn’t feel that way. This was what she did for a living. If she didn’t do this, she really didn’t know what else to do.

“Yueniang, don’t be afraid. With me here, you don’t need to fear anything,” the Second Madam held Qi Yue’s hand, looking down at her hands and frowning again. “How did your hands become like this? They’re so rough. It’s only been a short time since you came out… Caiqing, Caiqing, go home and get those balms…”

Caiqing was about to leave when Qi Yue hurriedly stopped her, finally persuading her to get them later.

“Yueniang, has the Wang family proposed to you?” the Second Madam asked.

Everyone knows about it? Qi Yue smiled and didn’t hide it, nodding.

The Second Madam gripped her hand tightly.

“Yueniang, we can’t agree to this,” she said urgently. “Listen to me, your fate isn’t here. Your fate is to have something better. Yueniang, don’t worry or be anxious… in the future, great good days await you…”

Qi Yue smiled and grasped the Second Madam’s hand in return.

“I didn’t agree,” she said. “Besides, Old Master Wang’s proposal wasn’t really a proposal for marriage’s sake, just to give me face.”

She told the Second Madam about that day’s events.

“You see, the Wang family isn’t really interested in me or truly trying to matchmake,” she smiled.

The Second Madam looked at her with complex emotions. Silly child, if this doesn’t count as being interested, then what does…

But this was also good – it seemed Yueniang had no thoughts of the Wang family at all.

However…

“Yueniang,” she suddenly asked, “do you still think of him?”

“Of course not!” Qi Yue immediately denied, then laughed dryly. “What thinking or not thinking – don’t guess randomly. This is completely different…”

The Second Madam looked at her, making Qi Yue feel uncomfortable under her gaze, her smile becoming strained.

“I was talking about the Old Marchioness – who were you talking about?” the Second Madam asked.

Qi Yue threw up her hands in surrender.

“Aunt, fine, fine, I was wrong,” she said with mixed laughter and tears.

“Don’t call me aunt – how could I be your aunt?” the Second Madam sighed. “Call me godmother.”

Calling her sister would be more appropriate, but Qi Yue quickly nodded and called her godmother.

Hearing her call this, the Second Madam’s sickly face showed an excited smile.

“Yes,” she solemnly responded.

“Godmother, you should hurry back and rest. Don’t worry about me – I’m fine,” Qi Yue said. “Most importantly, you need to recover quickly. Didn’t you say you’d take me to the capital?”

These words struck the Second Madam’s heart, and the worry and urgency faded from her face.

“Yes, I will take you there,” she said, gripping Qi Yue’s hand firmly.

After repeatedly urging Qi Yue not to overwork herself, and being repeatedly urged by Qi Yue to rest assured and take care of her health, the Second Madam finally left Qianjin Hall.

Because of her weak constitution, even in summer, the Second Madam’s carriage was laid with thick cushions and sealed tight against drafts.

After this conversation, the Second Madam had expended much mental energy and now lay motionless against the pillow.

Caiqing carefully took out a medicinal pill.

“Madam, it’s time for your medicine,” she said quietly.

The Second Madam opened her eyes and sat up, but didn’t take the medicine.

“Caiqing, it’s time to take out that prescription and have it prepared,” she said.

Caiqing’s hand shook, and the pill dropped in the carriage.

“Madam, you can’t,” she said with a pale face, grasping the Second Madam’s hand. “That prescription can’t be used.”

The Second Madam smiled slightly.

“That prescription truly has miraculous effects. It can make me like a healthy person for half a year – able to move freely, come and go as I please, not fearing cold or heat, not afraid of wind or rain,” she said with longing. “Caiqing, how long has it been since I’ve been home?”

Caiqing’s tears fell pitter-patter.

“But Madam, if you use that medicine, your body will… will be completely…” she choked and couldn’t continue.

“Rather than living uselessly like this, I would prefer – no, I’m honored – to have this opportunity to do something for him,” the Second Madam said with bright, excited eyes. “Caiqing, we can’t delay. Do you want to wait until I don’t even have the chance to use that prescription? Do you want me to die with regrets? Caiqing, I can’t miss this opportunity – this is the only chance.”

Caiqing looked at the Second Madam, nodded through her tears, and buried her head in the bedding as she agreed.

After seeing off the Second Madam, Qi Yue and A’Ru returned to the office.

“…A’Hao made soup and had it sent over. Do you want to eat now or wait until after you rest…” A’Ru said while making the bed, then turned around and froze.

Qi Yue had already fallen asleep with her head on the desk.

These past few days of continuous emergency cases had really exhausted her beyond endurance.

A’Ru sniffled and walked over, having to wake Qi Yue up.

“Sleep on the bed,” she said softly like coaxing a child, half-pulling and half-supporting Qi Yue to the bed.

Chapter 244: Just Desserts
Five days later, the patients in both wards were recovering smoothly. Qi Yue had Hu San craft crutches and a wheelchair. The wet nurse could already walk a few steps slowly with the crutches, and the prefect’s son had gotten out of bed to move around and pass gas. Qi Yue said they could be discharged and return home.

“What about this tube?” the prefect and his wife asked fearfully, pointing at the drainage tube in their son’s abdomen.

“Once his bowel movements are normal, in another three or four days, I’ll come to the mansion to remove it for him,” Qi Yue smiled.

But the prefect and his wife refused to leave no matter what.

“It’s just three or four days anyway. We’ll stay here. We feel more at ease here,” they said.

“I was worried you wouldn’t be comfortable here, since it can’t compare to your home…” Qi Yue smiled.

“We’re comfortable here. This place is quite good,” the couple said in unison with firm resolve. There were disciples called nurses who came to check on them regularly, give medicine, and two physicians who came to see them personally three times a day – morning, noon, and evening. What to eat and drink was carefully written down and explained, how to turn over, how to sit up, how to cough, how to breathe – all these detailed instructions made their eyes dazzle.

Go home? Home would be comfortable, but relying on those servants and maids, how could it compare to the peace of mind they had here?

Qi Yue’s original intention was to accommodate the ancient people’s habit of not staying in hospitals. Since they were comfortable with it, she naturally had no objections.

Coming to the other side, the wet nurse’s family also disagreed with being discharged.

“My mother isn’t well yet. Let’s stay a few more days,” the wet nurse’s son said hurriedly, even paying ten days’ worth of hospital fees at once, as if afraid of being kicked out.

Qi Yue was torn between laughter and tears and had to let them all stay another three or four days before they reluctantly left the hospital.

But the ward didn’t remain empty.

“Sir, you don’t need to be hospitalized for this. You can go home and apply the medicine yourself,” Zhang Tong and A’Ru were trying to persuade a middle-aged man.

The middle-aged man wore silk clothes with his trouser legs rolled up, revealing a wound on his leg.

“How can that be? My injury is so severe!” the man shouted, pushing Zhang Tong aside and striding toward the back courtyard. “What if I die or have my leg amputated? I’d better stay in the hospital. You can watch over me properly for peace of mind…”

He walked faster than they did – hardly looking like someone about to die.

Zhang Tong and A’Ru were torn between laughter and tears.

“Are you worried I don’t have money?” the man huffed and gestured.

The servant following behind immediately grabbed a disciple, holding up two bags of money and clamoring to pay for hospitalization.

“There’s really no need to spend money on hospitalization,” Qi Yue also tried to persuade. “If you’re afraid to apply medicine yourself, we provide home visits for changing dressings…”

“I want to be hospitalized,” the man refused no matter what. “Don’t tell me that officials can stay here but we can’t?”

Qi Yue was helpless.

“Fine, fine then,” she said with a shrug. “Since you want to spend money to buy peace of mind, then buy it.”

Only then was the man happily arranged for hospitalization.

“Master, the prefect’s advertisement is really powerful…” Hu San couldn’t help but grin widely.

Indeed, though reluctant, she had to admit this fact.

“If the prefect would also send a plaque with gongs and drums, that would be even better…” Hu San said with some longing.

This comment made everyone laugh.

“You really dare to dream,” everyone laughed.

“Why wouldn’t I dare? If it were any other time, it’s not unheard of, it’s just…” Hu San said with some defiance, looking at Qi Yue.

It’s just that Qi Yue’s relationship with the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion…

In this Yongqing Prefecture, at the end of the day, the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was still the most powerful. Giving Madam Qi face meant not giving face to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

The common people could disregard the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion’s face, but these noble families were all connected…

Everyone understood this point.

“This is already quite good. Look, the wards now have people staying in them, not empty like before,” Liu Pucheng walked over with a smile, then looked at Hu San. “Hu San doesn’t need to worry about the daily sterilization money being wasted anymore.”

Everyone burst into laughter again, and the atmosphere became lively once more.

Yes, things would definitely get better and better.

Qi Yue smiled as she watched the high-spirited and energetic disciples.

Working the night shift, Qi Yue was awakened early in the morning by the sound of firecrackers.

“What’s happening? Who’s celebrating so early?” she walked out of the room and asked.

The disciples who had been awakened in the courtyard also came out.

The firecracker sounds were getting closer.

“Eh?” someone tilted their head to listen with a surprised expression. “Master, it seems like they’re coming toward us.”

With gongs and drums thundering and firecrackers crackling, this was the second time since the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion celebrated Chang Yuncheng’s imperial reward that Yongqing Prefecture had been stirred up by such festive sounds.

This time it was in front of Qianjin Hall.

How interesting. Last time it was the Marquis Dingxi’s heir who brought the excitement, and not long after, the heir’s former wife had stirred up excitement again. Were this couple perhaps competing to see who was more capable?

If so, it wouldn’t be a bad story of marital harmony, but unfortunately, the word “former” had been added before “wife,” making this scene somewhat bizarre. This wasn’t marital harmony but a contest.

However, spectators don’t fear high stages. Ever since the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion arrived, life for the people of Yongqing Prefecture had become quite flavorful indeed.

In front of Qianjin Hall, it was as bustling as boiling water.

Qi Yue and her disciples came out to see two officials carrying a plaque, behind and beside them a band playing vigorously, children laughing and weaving through the crowd. The prefect and his wife stepped forward with smiles and bowed.

Qi Yue was momentarily stunned.

“Miraculous Healing Hands.”

She looked at the plaque, at the celebrating crowd around her. Everything seemed to slow down, like a black and white silent film. She could see everything around her, everyone’s expressions and movements, but couldn’t hear what they were saying.

Hu San was shouting – from his lip movements, it really was a plaque, really was a plaque, Master…

A’Ru grabbed her arm, trying hard to control her emotions to avoid losing composure.

Liu Pucheng had already stepped forward to return the bow.

Qi Yue looked up at the sky – it was azure blue.

I said I could do it, that no matter where I was, I could live well and stand tall.

She took a deep breath, stepped forward to return the bow to the prefect and his wife, and joined the laughing crowd.

Such a grand gesture from the prefect’s mansion quickly spread throughout Yongqing Prefecture, naturally not missing the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

“Sister, did you hear?” Chang Huilan stepped into Chang Shulan’s room, saying excitedly.

Chang Shulan quickly waved her hand, and her personal maid carefully went out to guard the door.

“I heard, I heard it. Listen – the firecrackers are so loud we can hear them from here,” she smiled.

The two sisters held hands and listened intently, as if they could really hear the festive sounds.

“Sister-in-law is truly capable,” Chang Huilan sighed.

“Yes, she said she could live whatever kind of life she wanted,” Chang Shulan said, looking at the green scenery outside the window. “As long as she wanted it herself.”

“I really want to go out and see,” Chang Huilan said with some longing as she looked outside.

In Chang Yunqi’s room, a maid saw the window was open and hurried forward.

“Why was the window opened? Didn’t the young master say not to open windows?” she scolded the serving maids in low voices.

Before the little maids could speak, Chang Yunqi’s voice came from inside the room.

“Leave it open. I’m happy listening to it,” he said.

The maids looked at each other in confusion.

Listening to what?

In Madam Xie’s room, the sound of breaking porcelain rang out continuously before finally quieting down.

“Good, good. They want to give face to that lowly wretch, they want to slap the face of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion,” Madam Xie said with an iron-blue face and trembling hands, while the maids below silently and hurriedly cleaned up the scattered fragments.

“They’d better not regret it!” Madam Xie shouted again.

The prefect and his wife had heard the same words from the prefect before they left home.

“I say, Hezhi, don’t be confused,” the prefect pulled the magistrate’s hand.

As a superior, he felt it necessary to advise his impulsive subordinate.

“If you want to thank her, just give more money. Why make this plaque and deliver it with such fanfare?” he said.

“Money?” the magistrate smiled slightly. “Madam Qi doesn’t lack money, does she? Sir, don’t you know this?”

The prefect had personally gone to collect the dowry, and later claimed to have dutifully followed through to see Madam Qi’s home.

That dowry had practically carried away half of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion – surely he wouldn’t have forgotten?

The prefect nodded, then quickly shook his head.

“Dowry is dowry, and Madam Qi has the imperial edict for the divorce. But after the divorce, there’s no more imperial edict. She’s ultimately just a woman. How can she compare to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion? You must understand this point clearly and not do anything foolish,” he said earnestly.

The magistrate nodded and smiled.

“Exactly. I want to give Madam Qi what she wants but doesn’t have,” he said solemnly. “What does it mean to repay kindness? Adding flowers to brocade isn’t repaying kindness – sending charcoal in snow is repaying kindness.”

Watching the magistrate stride out the door, while the magistrate’s wife, already changed into formal attire, also came out.

“Hezhi, don’t regret this. That’s the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion – a starved camel is still bigger than a horse! You must weigh the pros and cons!” the prefect stamped his foot.

“Regret?” the magistrate’s wife curtsied slightly to the prefect. “I wonder if when you were saved by Madam Qi’s treatment of your precious son, did you regret it, sir?”

The prefect was stunned by the question. Regret? How could he regret? Was she saying he would have preferred his son to die?

That was his son! His own son!

The magistrate and his wife didn’t look at the prefect again as they left.

Regret?

How could they regret?

News that Madam Qi had cured the magistrate’s son quickly spread among the wealthy families, and they finally took this abandoned former daughter-in-law seriously.

That’s right – this wasn’t simply specializing in treating bruises and injuries, but specializing in treating incurable diseases!

Those conditions that other physicians had pronounced death sentences on, this Madam Qi could cure.

Once was luck, twice was coincidence, but three times could only be skill.

Bringing the dead back to life!

Who dared say they would never fall ill in their lifetime? Who dared say their entire family, relatives and friends would remain healthy and worry-free their whole lives? But smart people still had to prepare for the worst.

And this Madam Qi was the essential person for the worst-case scenario.

Look – when the magistrate’s mansion requested her services, she was already unwilling to make house calls. It was only when the magistrate and his wife personally begged her face-to-face, speaking countless kind words, that their young master received treatment. They truly lost face, suffered fright, and owed a huge debt of gratitude that couldn’t be repaid. If they had been kind from the beginning, if they hadn’t listened to the Marquis Dingxi’s wife then, if they had driven away the Marquis Dingxi’s wife instead, where would there be such trouble?!

Between the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion and Madam Qi, which would you choose?

I choose life!

Although everyone couldn’t stand on equal footing with the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, they were fairly matched. At most, there would be some obstacles in their careers, but they were all families with deep roots who had weathered generations – what obstacles hadn’t they seen? These obstacles couldn’t kill them, but when it truly was a matter of life and death, the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion couldn’t help.

Weighing the pros and cons, which was more important?

The wealthy families of Yongqing Prefecture almost instantly made their decision.

The glory that the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion had gained from Chang Yuncheng’s military achievements was instantly forgotten. Military achievements were his accomplishments and had nothing to do with these people!

The firecracker sounds hadn’t yet dispersed when people kept arriving at Qianjin Hall to show their support. Behind the lively crowd, the Marquis Dingxi stood behind a tea house window, peering out through the window lattice on his tiptoes.

There was no one else in the tea house – everyone had run out to watch the excitement.

The Marquis Dingxi clung to the window lattice and saw Wang Tongye standing in front of Qianjin Hall.

Wang Tongye was smiling like a flower, pointing and chatting with people who had come to watch the excitement.

That immortal old fool!

What was he doing standing there! What business was it of his!

The one standing there should be him! Should be him, the Marquis Dingxi! Him!

The Marquis Dingxi gripped the window lattice tightly, his teeth grinding audibly.

Originally it should have been his – enjoying this thousandfold gratitude, enjoying everyone’s envy…

Instead of skulking in the back like this, watching the excitement like a thief.

If not for that incident, all of this should have been his.

He had a son earning imperial rewards outside, a daughter-in-law earning merit inside – how limitlessly glorious the Marquis Dingxi should have been!

But now, it was gone.

Everything had started from that incident.

Marrying what auxiliary wives! Marrying auxiliary wives!

That incident… had ruined everything! Ruined all the wonderful life he should have had!

Chapter 245: Old Acquaintance
After a rain in June, Yongqing Prefecture was swept clean of its stifling heat. The people scattered by the rain immediately poured back onto the streets.

“Make way, make way!” noisy voices shouted, and then a group of people ran through the streets carrying someone on a door plank.

The shop assistant standing outside the pharmacy, bored while watching the street scene, immediately stood up.

Business!

“Where is Qianjin Hall?” the person in front shouted loudly.

People on the street immediately pointed the way for them.

The crowd passed by the pharmacy assistant in a chaotic rush.

The assistant sighed and patted his clothes, continuing to be bored.

“We can also treat injuries here…” he said lazily while turning around. The pharmacy was empty, without any human presence. He was too lazy to go inside, where he could hear voices talking and what seemed to be a man crying.

“…I don’t mind them competing for business. Medical halls are also businesses, but it’s wrong for them to step on me like this…” a thin, wiry man sitting in the room said.

Four men sat scattered around, all with unpleasant expressions.

The speaking man raised his head, his face angry, with dark circles around his eyes and swollen red cheeks – clearly he had been beaten.

“…They say it’s all my fault that the wet nurse had her leg sawed off… What right do they have? How can they slander people like this?” he said indignantly. His emotional agitation pulled at his wounds, causing half his face to contort in pain, nearly bringing tears to his eyes.

This was the physician who had first treated the wet nurse and lanced her infected sore. Although Qi Yue had advised the wet nurse’s son not to blame this physician, the son ultimately couldn’t swallow his anger and had brought people to give the physician trouble.

The physician protested indignantly.

“That Madam Qi said it was because you didn’t sterilize properly that my mother got infected… infected with tetanus… sepsis and such…” the wet nurse’s son said with a spit.

“Ridiculous, ridiculous! This is how we’ve always treated patients. What right does she have to say it’s wrong!” the physician said angrily.

“What right?” the wet nurse’s son shouted with hands on his hips. “Because she saved my mother’s life! Do you disagree?”

“I disagree!” the thin physician said grievously. “Illness is naturally ever-changing and unpredictable. Being able to cure it is her fate, not being able to cure it is also her fate. Why bully people like this!”

The four men in the room all sighed.

“Because she cured the patient and you didn’t. When we practice medicine, sometimes it’s just that simple and cruel,” one of the older men said. “Forget it, don’t take it to heart. Patient families causing trouble is all too common – who hasn’t encountered it? Even Qianjin Hall has been attacked two or three times.”

This was indeed true.

The thin man lowered his head and said nothing.

“Exactly, Old Zhou, don’t blame Qianjin Hall. They have Prefect, Magistrate, and many other officials backing them up. If you want to blame someone, blame yourself for not having as strong a backing,” another younger man said indifferently.

The thin physician immediately raised his head again in defiance.

“Enough. We medical practitioners rely on our skills, not our backing. No matter how strong your backing, no one would dare entrust their life to you to play with carelessly,” the older physician said sternly.

The young man smiled and agreed, then said nothing more.

The rain stopped outside, and everyone finished their last cup of tea and dispersed.

The young man and the thin physician walked in the same direction.

“Business has been much worse lately,” he sighed.

“Yes, I estimate I’ll have to close down,” the thin physician said dejectedly.

Practicing medicine was both simple and difficult. What determined whether a physician could make it depended on nothing but the people’s recognition.

If the people recognized your medical skills, they would come to you for treatment. Otherwise, even if you gave yourself the title of divine physician and studied under famous masters, without ability, you still couldn’t make it.

So this was the cruelty of this profession, but it was also compassion for life.

The weight of human life could not tolerate any perfunctory deception.

“Where is Qianjin Hall?” someone on the street suddenly asked, holding a piece of paper.

Enthusiastic passersby immediately gave directions.

Seeing this scene, both men’s faces showed envy.

“Qianjin Hall’s business is really incredibly good,” the young man muttered. “A woman is actually more capable than us men.”

He chuckled and patted the thin man’s shoulder.

The thin man snorted.

“The future is long,” he said.

Qianjin Hall was truly busy. From the moment they opened their eyes in the morning until dark, the queue of people never stopped. The wards that Hu San had once thought were built too many and wasted money were now packed full, forcing Qi Yue to finally harden her heart and only allow those who truly needed hospitalization to stay – those paying for peace of mind were not allowed.

“You’re saying to give these to other pharmacies?” Hu San looked at the prescriptions Qi Yue had written, surprised.

“Yes, everyone must strengthen their awareness of disinfection and sterilization. Only this way can we avoid various infections and prevent small wounds from taking lives,” Qi Yue said, looking at what she had written – precautions and preparations for disinfecting herbal medicines.

“How can that be, Master? This is our Qianjin Hall’s secret formula!” Hu San shouted with wide eyes.

“Secret formula? What kind of secret formula is this? This should be common knowledge for everyone,” Qi Yue laughed. “It’s just public health and epidemic prevention.”

“What? Master, this is so powerful. The Puji Hall in the north of the city survives on just one anti-itch medicine – anti-itch medicine, Master! They guard it more preciously than life itself, wouldn’t trade it for a thousand gold pieces. You, you, and ours…” Hu San jumped anxiously and simply grabbed the paper to his chest. “Anyway, no one can take this without paying.”

Qi Yue was amused by him.

“Hu San, but if we don’t popularize this, the wet nurse’s situation will happen again. We can’t be lucky enough to save everyone every time,” she said.

“That’s not our business, it’s theirs,” Hu San huffed. “Perfect – everyone will choose us, and that solves it.”

Qi Yue shook her head.

“Hu San, we at Qianjin Hall want to be the best. This ‘best’ shouldn’t be when the water recedes and stones appear, but when the water rises and all boats rise with it,” she said.

Seeing Liu Pucheng also nod, Hu San reluctantly agreed.

After dark, Qi Yue and A’Ru finally walked out of Qianjin Hall.

“I’m starving. I saw the cafeteria made big buns earlier. Why don’t we eat before going back?” Qi Yue said.

“Better not eat them. A’Hao also made something delicious tonight,” A’Ru smiled.

The two were chatting and laughing when they suddenly heard someone behind them call out “Yueliang.”

This name had been… so long, so long, so long…

Qi Yue didn’t react at first.

Until the voice behind them called out “Yueniang” again.

Qi Yue stopped and turned around.

“Chang Yunqi?” she called out in surprise.

Under the streetlight, a young man in fine clothes and jade crown stood tall.

The smile on Chang Yunqi’s face was somewhat bitter. She no longer responded to being called Yueliang…

“Yes,” he quickly hid his bitterness and smiled.

“Third Young Master is truly a rare guest,” A’Ru said indifferently.

Since Qi Yue left the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, the Chang sisters had visited and sent things even when they didn’t visit. Only Chang Yunqi had vanished as if he didn’t exist. Even when Qi Yue nearly died and the heir had run back from so far away, he still hadn’t appeared, as if he didn’t know someone named Qi Yueniang existed in this world.

Chang Yunqi paid no attention to A’Ru’s sarcasm and continued smiling.

“I passed the county examination,” he said. “I came to tell you that the meals you cooked for me weren’t wasted.”

Qi Yue was stunned, then smiled.

But what was a county examination?

“Are you the top scholar?” Qi Yue asked in surprise.

Chang Yunqi laughed.

“No, I’m a scholar,” he smiled.

So much effort just to become a scholar? Qi Yue clicked her tongue in amazement.

“But I can take the provincial examination next year,” Chang Yunqi said. “At this rate, I should be able to bring you back a top scholar title by the year after next.”

Only then did Qi Yue understand and said “Oh.”

“That’s wonderful,” she smiled. “I’ll wait for you to ride a fine horse through the streets.”

Chang Yunqi smiled.

“Top Scholar, our madam hasn’t eaten yet. Unlike you idle people, she’s been busy until now,” A’Ru said coldly.

“Yueniang, you still owe me a beggar’s chicken,” Chang Yunqi said.

Qi Yue was stunned. Had that happened?

“Sure, no problem. Do you want to eat it now?” she smiled and gestured. “I’ll go back and make one for you.”

A’Ru tugged at her clothes from behind.

Chang Yunqi looked at her and smiled, shaking his head.

“Wait until I become top scholar,” he said.

A’Ru laughed coldly.

“Right, and before coming, better ask your mother properly. Don’t make the old lady angry,” she said.

Qi Yue shook her head at her.

Chang Yunqi wasn’t bothered.

“Yueniang, you must live well,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Of course I’ll live well,” she smiled.

Chang Yunqi smiled and nodded.

“Live well and wait to see me avenge you,” he said.

What? Qi Yue was stunned.

But Chang Yunqi said nothing more, smiled at her, turned and walked away.

“Hey,” Qi Yue couldn’t help calling out. “Don’t do anything rash.”

Chang Yunqi waved at her without turning back and strode into the night.

Qi Yue stared at the street in a daze.

“What did he mean by revenge?” she said quietly.

A’Ru also looked puzzled.

At the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, Chang Yunqi becoming a scholar wasn’t celebrated. Everything continued as before – no, not as before. The atmosphere in the house always had an inexplicably depressing quality.

“Madam, the steward asks whether Third Young Master’s flower-pinning banquet will still be held,” Nanny Su came in to ask.

Madam Xie’s face was iron-blue as she pushed away the invitations in her hand with a rustle.

“What’s to celebrate? What’s so great about becoming a scholar? Wait until he also receives the emperor’s reward,” she said irritably. “Sitting at home reading books in comfort – how can that compare to Yuncheng? What great achievement is that? The marquis is so pleased, but it’s just reading – doesn’t cost any flesh and blood. What’s there to be proud of?”

Nanny Su said nothing and let her vent.

“Really, what kind of families are these girls from, sending them to me! What status does our Yuncheng have? They should think about it – how shameless!” Madam Xie slammed the table and swept more of the scattered invitations to the floor.

Nanny Su stepped forward to pick them up, seeing they contained birth dates and portraits of various families’ daughters. She glanced casually – actually, some of these families weren’t bad, just couldn’t compare to the Rao family from Shandong…

Madam Xie required that the family background couldn’t be lower than the Shandong Rao family. This might be manageable nationally, but around Yongqing Prefecture, it was difficult to find.

Madam Xie had been getting extremely angry about this lately.

“Madam, madam, something’s wrong!” a little maid outside shouted and crashed in.

“I’m not dead yet, what are you wailing about!” Madam Xie roared.

The little maid was frightened and knelt on the ground, her face pale, pointing outside.

“Madam, madam, Concubine Zhou has returned,” she said in a trembling voice.

What?

Madam Xie suddenly stood up.

At this moment, outside the mansion gate, a small blue cloth carriage stopped. A servant woman lifted the curtain, a hand reached out, and then a woman emerged. Although her middle-aged body had grown plump, her allure was still hard to conceal. She wore the most ordinary, even somewhat worn plain-colored dress, her hair simply arranged, with a hat on her head and hanging gauze concealing her face.

“Mistress, the inner gate carriage has come,” the servant woman said quietly.

“No need, let me walk,” Concubine Zhou said gently, reaching up to lift the hanging gauze. Not having been seen for a long time, her face was thin but appeared even more beautiful. She looked up at the high-hanging mansion gate and showed a faint smile. “I haven’t walked the roads of home for a long time.”

Chapter 246: There’s a Departure
Ever since leaving the Marquis Dingxi’s manor, Qi Yue never paid attention to what happened there. She hadn’t before, and certainly not now—Qianjin Hall kept her so busy she didn’t even have time to take a sip of water.

When Wang Qian pulled Wang Qiao’er inside, the main hall was bustling with people queuing up.

“Consultation or medicine?” a disciple immediately came over to ask.

Wang Qian glanced at Wang Qiao.

Wang Qiao’s eyes were still filled with tears, sniffling.

“The child scraped her arm,” he said. “We’d like Lady Qi to take a look.”

The disciple hesitated for a moment.

“Lady Qi has many patients. How about letting Senior Brother Zhang take a look first, so we don’t delay the child’s treatment?” he said earnestly.

Wang Qian nodded.

The disciple then hurriedly led them inside.

“Yan’er, Yan’er, bring another bundle of white cloth!” someone called out loudly in the hall.

A little girl about the same age as Qiao’er responded.

“Is this the child with the cleft lip that Lady Qi cured?” Wang Qian couldn’t help asking.

The disciple smiled and nodded.

“That’s right, Miss Liu. She just loves coming here to help,” he said.

Wang Qian nodded and said nothing more.

Yan’er was already running over from the equipment storage room, carrying two bundles of cloth. As she passed by Wang Qian, the sniffling Wang Qiao’er suddenly stuck out her foot.

A child’s scream rang out in the hall.

Yan’er fell to the ground, the white cloth bundles in her hands scattering everywhere. Because she had been running fast, this sudden fall was quite hard. Tears immediately welled up—not because she wanted to cry, but because the pain was involuntary.

Everyone hurried to help her up.

“Yan’er, what happened?” A’Ru also ran over.

“She tripped me!” Yan’er was helped up, wiping her tears while shouting shrilly, pointing at Wang Qiao’er beside Wang Qian.

Wang Qiao’er looked startled and grabbed her father’s sleeve, hiding behind him.

“I didn’t, I didn’t,” she said timidly.

“You did stick out your foot!” Yan’er shouted, rushing forward.

Wang Qiao’er didn’t dodge but instead stepped forward, staring wide-eyed at Yan’er.

“Oh my, why are you so ugly!” she exclaimed.

Wang Qian’s face darkened as he scolded her.

Yan’er’s lips, before her second surgery, were indeed still somewhat unsightly.

“Aunt said that people with ugly hearts are truly ugly. So you’re the ugly one!” Yan’er glared and shouted back.

Qi Yue came out from inside at this moment, hearing the commotion. Seeing Wang Qiao’er, she couldn’t help but jump in surprise.

This little troublemaker is here again…

“Quick, put away everything in the room,” she hurriedly turned back to instruct.

A disciple immediately responded.

“Alright, alright.” Qi Yue walked over, crouched down to examine Yan’er. “Did you hurt yourself badly?”

She rolled up Yan’er’s clothes to check.

Her knees and elbows were scraped, but fortunately it wasn’t serious.

“Qiao’er, apologize,” Wang Qian said sternly, shaking off Wang Qiao’er’s hand.

Wang Qiao’er immediately burst into tears.

“Father,” she lifted her little face, looking pitifully at Wang Qian, “I was wrong.”

Wang Qian was unmoved.

“Don’t apologize to me. It’s useless,” he said.

“Alright, alright, let’s go inside to talk,” Qi Yue hurriedly suggested.

In the room, Wang Qian sat to one side with a stern face, while Wang Qiao’er stood in the middle with her head down, sniffling from time to time.

Qi Yue applied antiseptic to Yan’er’s wounds.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“No,” Yan’er said. “Yan’er has had major surgery before, so she’s not afraid of this little pain.”

Qi Yue smiled and kissed her cheek.

“How brave,” she said. “But since Yan’er is injured, she needs to rest a bit. After resting well, she can help Aunt even better.”

Yan’er nodded.

A’Ru brought over a plate of pastries.

“Come, Qiao’er, have some too,” Qi Yue offered.

Wang Qiao’er stood still without moving.

“Don’t expect anything before apologizing,” Wang Qian said.

Qi Yue smiled and walked over.

“What kind of apology is it if it’s not sincere? Don’t teach your daughter to be insincere and two-faced…” she leaned slightly beside Wang Qian, saying in a low voice.

The woman carried a distinctive herbal fragrance, and being so close, Wang Qian couldn’t help but lean away slightly. After hearing her words, he couldn’t help but smile faintly.

“Then I’ll trouble Lady Qi,” he also said in a low voice.

Though Wang Qiao’er kept her head down, she had been secretly watching Qi Yue. Seeing her so close to her father, she immediately raised her head, a flash of anger in her tearful eyes.

Qi Yue smiled at Wang Qian.

“I dare not and am not worthy of such courtesy,” she said with a low laugh, walking past Wang Qian to stand in front of Wang Qiao’er.

“Miss, did you scrape your arm? Let me take a look,” she said.

Wang Qiao’er resumed her fragile demeanor.

“Thank you,” she said timidly.

Qi Yue smiled slightly and pulled up Wang Qiao’er’s sleeve, revealing the wound on her arm.

It was similar to Yan’er’s—a scrape that didn’t damage bone or muscle, not serious.

“It’s nothing. I’ll apply some medicine, and as long as you don’t get it wet for a few days, it’ll be fine,” she said with a smile.

A’Ru brought over white cloth, cotton, and medicinal solution.

“Use solution number two,” Qi Yue told her.

A’Ru was momentarily stunned but said nothing and went out, soon returning with a new tray.

“It might hurt a bit, Miss. You’ll need to bear with it,” Qi Yue said with a wide smile.

Without waiting for Wang Qiao’er to nod, she used tweezers to pick up a piece of cotton, dipped it in the solution, and pressed it on the wound.

Wang Qiao’er let out a sharp scream, her whole body jerking backward, tears instantly streaming down—this time she was truly crying.

“Bear with it,” Qi Yue reached out and held her, not letting her escape, finishing the cleaning in two or three swift motions.

Wang Qiao’er wailed loudly.

“External wounds are quite painful due to the irritation,” Qi Yue said to Wang Qian.

Wang Qian nodded.

“It hurts so much, Father!” Wang Qiao’er grabbed Wang Qian’s hand, crying hard.

Yan’er, who had finished a plate of pastries, looked on disdainfully, clapped her hands, and jumped down from the chair.

“Crybaby,” she snorted, with a somewhat proud and boastful air. “Aunt, I’m going back to work.”

Qi Yue smiled and rubbed her face.

“Yan’er is so capable!” she praised generously.

Yan’er became even more proud, lifting her head high, glanced at the still-crying Wang Qiao’er, snorted, and left.

“Does it hurt?” Qi Yue asked Wang Qian in a low voice as she saw the father and daughter out, leaning close again.

Wang Qian smiled.

“Not as much as it would hurt you to lose something precious, I imagine?” he said quietly.

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips and nodded, patting her chest with her hand, making a heartbroken expression.

Wang Qian couldn’t help but laugh and looked away.

Watching the father and daughter walk away, Qi Yue nodded with satisfaction.

“I bet that child will never come here again,” A’Ru said, standing behind her.

“That would be perfect. She wanted me to dislike her, and I don’t want her coming either. Everyone gets what they want,” Qi Yue laughed.

She did love children, but she wouldn’t be soft on troublemakers.

Wang Qian returned home with Yan’er.

“Go face the wall in the study!” he said sternly.

Wang Qiao’er grabbed his hand.

“Father, now that you have a new lady, don’t you like Qiao’er anymore?” she asked pitifully, her big eyes full of tears.

Wang Qian crouched down to meet his daughter’s gaze.

“Qiao’er, that trick won’t work on Father. Face the wall, and you can’t come out until dinner time,” he said.

He stood up and walked away.

Wang Qiao’er’s tears stopped as she stomped her foot—where was the pitiful look now? She snorted and stomped toward the study.

After dinner, the freed Yan’er threw herself into her grandmother Lady Ning’s arms, crying and complaining.

“Oh, so our Qiao’er was bullied?” Lady Ning asked gently, rocking Qiao’er.

“That woman is a bad woman. She wants to marry Father,” Wang Qiao’er said seriously.

Lady Ning made an “oh” sound and looked at Qiao’er with a slight smile.

“So she bullied Qiao’er?” she asked.

Huh? Wang Qiao’er was stunned for a moment. Something didn’t seem right about connecting these statements.

In the past, she had met other women who wanted to marry her father, and she had always been the one bullying them, while they would pretend to be extremely kind to her no matter how embarrassed they were.

This Lady Qi…

Wang Qiao’er’s mind filled with the image of Qi Yue’s wide smile, then pressing that medicine on her arm, the instant burning pain…

Wang Qiao’er shivered.

“She’s a bad person!” she shouted, burying herself in her grandmother’s arms again.

The fifteenth of every month was when the disciples received their wages.

Coffin Boy had just finished teaching a class on the structure of the human body’s five organs and six viscera. He was having tea with Qi Yue, listening to the cheerful noise outside.

“We still can’t start dissection classes,” Qi Yue said, turning her teacup.

“Right. It’s one thing for the authorities to ignore it, but if they decide to intervene, you’ll be in trouble,” Coffin Boy laughed.

Qi Yue also laughed.

“That’s one aspect,” she said. “But also, surgical techniques shouldn’t be used carelessly, or it really would become murder.”

Coffin Boy nodded.

He turned his teacup, somewhat absent-minded.

“…so for now, everyone just needs to recognize the organs,” Qi Yue continued, looking at Coffin Boy. “Hey, what are you thinking about?”

Coffin Boy came back to his senses.

“Nothing…” he said, hesitating. “Tonight, you…”

As he spoke, Hu San bounded in.

“Little Coffin, your wages,” he said, tossing over a money pouch.

Coffin Boy caught it with a smile and thanked him.

“What about tonight?” Qi Yue continued asking.

“Uh…” Coffin Boy said, “Don’t you still owe me a meal?”

“Great!” Hu San laughed. “Coffin Boy, you’re treating everyone to dinner.”

Qi Yue quickly glared at him.

He said I owe him a meal! How did this guy hear it?

“Hey, your wages aren’t small either…” she said.

“Master, rather than let him lose it gambling, better to let everyone eat it,” Hu San laughed, patting Coffin Boy’s shoulder.

Coffin Boy smiled.

“Alright, I’ll treat everyone today,” he said.

Hu San immediately ran out making a big fuss to announce the news.

“That guy’s just a miser. Every time he gets paid, it’s like drawing blood from him. He tries every way to get something back. Don’t mind him,” Qi Yue laughed.

“I don’t need this money anyway. Having enough to eat and drink is sufficient,” Coffin Boy smiled.

“What do you mean you don’t need it? Getting married, taking a wife, raising children—which of these doesn’t cost money?” Qi Yue shook her head.

Coffin Boy laughed heartily and stood up.

“Getting married—who would want to marry me?” he laughed, turning to look at Qi Yue. “You…”

Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

“…remember to come too,” Coffin Boy said. “That way, you’ll owe me two meals.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and nodded in agreement.

When night fell, the tea stall at the bridge run by Granny Wang was busier than ever before.

More than ten disciples filled the stall, with several tables hastily set up, but it still wasn’t enough. Qi Yue, A’Ru, and others simply stood.

“Sorry I can only treat you here,” Coffin Boy said with a smile.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. Granny Wang’s roasted meat is really delicious.”

“…Didn’t you order a feast from Qingfeng Restaurant…”

“…This wine is from Old Sun’s place in the east of the city, isn’t it? Not bad, Little Coffin. They limit it to five jars a day, and you managed to get two…”

The disciples chattered noisily and laughed.

Coffin Boy just smiled, while Granny Wang’s face bloomed like a flower.

“Eat more, eat more,” she kept urging everyone, occasionally wiping sweat with her hand, smiling so much that tears came to her eyes, unable to close her mouth.

Little Coffin has friends now… and is treating people to dinner…

Qi Yue stood by the river, watching the lively river scene.

“Here,” Coffin Boy walked over.

Qi Yue saw it was a cup of wine and quickly looked around.

A’Ru was over there helping Granny Wang with her work.

“A’Ru gave special permission for one cup,” Coffin Boy smiled.

Only then did Qi Yue take it.

“Cheers,” she said, clinking her wine cup with Coffin Boy’s.

Cheers? Coffin Boy smiled. This woman always had such fresh expressions.

He drank his in one gulp, while Qi Yue couldn’t bear to waste it and sipped slowly.

“I’m leaving tomorrow,” he suddenly said.

Qi Yue was startled and turned to look at him.

“Leaving?” she asked in surprise.
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Leaving?

“Why? Where are you going?” Qi Yue asked in surprise, then raised her eyebrows. “Did someone bully you?”

Seeing this woman instantly transform into a protective mother hen, Coffin Boy couldn’t help but laugh. He turned his empty wine cup, gazing at the river scene.

“Who would bully me? Who could bully me?” he laughed. “Actually, from childhood to now, I really hoped someone would bully me.”

He looked at the river scene with a touch of reminiscence.

“Being bullied would at least mean someone was willing to play with me, but children would just run away when they saw me,” he smiled. “So I really don’t know what it feels like to be bullied.”

Qi Yue laughed.

“I don’t know either,” she smiled.

Coffin Boy was somewhat surprised.

“Because I was always the one bullying others,” Qi Yue said, baring her teeth.

Coffin Boy laughed heartily.

“I couldn’t help it. I was smart and beautiful from childhood, excelled at studying, always came first in exams. Such children are loved by everyone…” Qi Yue continued.

Coffin Boy laughed again.

Though, a beggar being smart and beautiful? Studying? Exams? What were… those?

“Thinking about it now, it was quite foolish. I was really arrogant and self-righteous in an annoying way,” Qi Yue sighed, taking a sip of wine. “If I had the chance, I’d like to apologize to those I bullied, but unfortunately there’s no such opportunity.”

“How can there be no opportunity?” Coffin Boy asked. “Are you afraid to go apologize?”

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head without speaking.

“Hey, what exactly are you going to do?” she asked.

“You forgot—you’re the one who told me to leave,” Coffin Boy smiled.

“Me?” Qi Yue snorted. “I’d have to be crazy. I really don’t want you to go.”

Coffin Boy smiled, somewhat embarrassed.

He coughed.

“A few days ago, didn’t you recommend me to the magistrate?” he said.

Only when he mentioned this did Qi Yue remember.

When doing a follow-up for the magistrate’s son, she heard the magistrate mention a difficult case where the deceased died strangely. She casually mentioned autopsy examination and told the seven-year-old young master a story—basically a TV drama story about Song Ci solving cases. The magistrate was very curious and sighed, wondering if there was anyone like Song Ci here. So she recommended Coffin Boy.

“Oh, he really contacted you?” she asked in surprise.

Coffin Boy nodded.

“That case was solved. The deceased did have bone injuries…” he said.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Did you use that red umbrella method to examine under sunlight?” she asked eagerly.

Coffin Boy nodded, showing some surprise.

“You know about it too,” he said.

She’d seen it on TV—holding up a red umbrella to see…

But…

“Just holding an umbrella lets you see it?” she asked puzzled. “That’s not very scientific.”

Coffin Boy smiled.

“Of course not. You need to sprinkle wine or vinegar… um, soak it for a while first,” he said, somewhat embarrassed. This was something he’d accidentally discovered during his dissolute and idle days. He wouldn’t dare let others know, since it was quite disrespectful. He never expected to use it openly in front of people, and moreover, in front of officials.

It was really… too exciting.

Qi Yue slapped his arm, startling Coffin Boy.

“X-ray! Haha, you guys are amazing!” she laughed heartily, patting Coffin Boy’s arm again. “That’s great, that’s great! I can use this too!”

The disciples nearby were drawn by Qi Yue’s laughter and looked over.

“Hey, there’s good news. Tomorrow when we go back, let’s try it. It should be very useful for examining bone injuries,” Qi Yue smiled at them.

The master was always thinking about the clinic. Everyone smiled at each other and loudly responded in agreement.

“Before you leave, write this down for me to use,” Qi Yue turned back to Coffin Boy.

Coffin Boy covered his arm.

“Alright,” he said with a wry smile.

“Huh?” After her excitement, Qi Yue remembered something and looked at him. “That’s not right. Even if the magistrate asked for you, you don’t have to leave.”

Coffin Boy lightly tapped her arm.

“I hadn’t finished talking, and you were already thinking about your own matters,” he said with feigned displeasure.

Qi Yue was stunned, then laughed heartily.

“Alright, alright, I was wrong. Go on, continue,” she laughed.

“Dengzhou Prefecture has a case, and the magistrate recommended me to assist there,” Coffin Boy said. “I agreed.”

He smiled at this point.

“Am I being too presumptuous?” he asked. “I just agreed like that, as if I were really capable…”

“Not at all,” Qi Yue smiled. “You are really capable.”

Coffin Boy smiled.

“I’ll consider it practice for building courage, to see how much mockery I can endure,” he said.

“Oh, that won’t happen,” Qi Yue smiled. “You’re leaving tomorrow?”

Coffin Boy nodded.

“Will you miss me?” he asked, using the night to hide his blush.

“Of course I’ll miss you,” Qi Yue said, finishing the last drop of wine. “Looks like I’ll have to readjust to frantic surgery again.”

“Then I won’t go,” Coffin Boy smiled.

Qi Yue made two dismissive sounds.

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “A man’s ambition lies in all directions. Starting a family and career—what’s the point of being someone’s assistant for life?”

“If not for you, no one would want me as an assistant,” Coffin Boy smiled.

“That’s because you’re lucky,” Qi Yue smiled. “You met me.”

“Yes,” Coffin Boy smiled.

He remembered what seemed like long ago, when he had his first big win after starting gambling. A luxurious carriage passed by on the street, and people said that was the young marchioness from the marquis’s manor who had brought him fortune. He watched the carriage, thinking—what did the young marchioness have to do with him?

Turns out she had such a great connection with him.

“On this trip, you might earn some fame and fortune,” Qi Yue smiled, looking at the river water with excitement. “Hey, then I can go around telling people, ‘See that Yuan Ziqing? He used to be my assistant.'”

She nudged Coffin Boy with her elbow and winked.

“If you want to know what showing off and bragging looks like, this is it!” she laughed.

Coffin Boy laughed heartily.

“Alright, I’ll definitely work hard so you can show off and brag,” he said.

“Yes, yes, and to celebrate, go get some more wine,” Qi Yue said eagerly.

“That would be harder than me earning fame and fortune,” Coffin Boy smiled. “Better let me drink while you watch.”

He walked toward A’Ru’s direction.

Qi Yue threw her wine cup at his back, laughing as she followed.

In the night, such liveliness was common in wine houses.

In one of the city’s finest wine houses sat several men of various ages, but none were drinking or feasting. The table was covered not with delicacies but with a pile of strange objects.

“This is supposed to be a stethoscope?” one man said, picking up a wooden trumpet-shaped object and putting it to his ear. “What can this do? Just by using this you can hear if there’s illness in the belly? Isn’t that a joke?”

Someone else took it and put it to his ear, then laughingly pressed it against another person’s body, who quickly pushed it away in disgust.

Laughter filled the room.

“These things are easy enough to obtain, but we can’t figure out how to use them. They’re Qianjin Hall’s secret formulas,” a younger man shook his head.

“Enough, these are just tricks and gimmicks for show,” an older man said impatiently, snatching the trumpet stethoscope and throwing it on the table. “What propriety is this?”

“Hey, did Qianjin Hall give you these things too?” someone else pulled out a paper, unfolded it and read, “…saline irrigation, all instruments must be soaked in alcohol, boiled in boiling water…”

Everyone nodded.

“Really now, that she should presume to teach us,” someone said angrily. “Why should hers be right? Our schools have always transmitted knowledge this way. Are they saying all our ancestors were wrong? Absurd!”

“But if we don’t follow her methods and something goes wrong, she’ll say we caused the patient’s death,” someone frowned worriedly.

“Why should everything she says be law?” someone shouted.

“Because people believe her!” someone else shouted back.

This voice drowned out the others, and the room fell silent.

Indeed, the patients believed what she said—what could be more frustrating than that?

“Really, isn’t there anyone to control her?” someone sighed after the silence. “At this rate, she’ll force us all out of business.”

Indeed, now more than half the business in Yongqing Prefecture was monopolized by Qianjin Hall…

“Of course someone can handle her,” someone suddenly said.

This made everyone look up with delight.

“The new Medical Doctor for Yongqing Prefecture is about to take office,” that person said with a smile.

“Yongqing Prefecture is getting its own Medical Doctor?” everyone asked in surprise.

The court had the Imperial Medical Academy managing imperial healthcare, while prefectures had Medical Doctors managing itinerant medical affairs within their territories. However, unlike the tight organization of prefectural officials, usually three prefectures and two counties shared one Medical Doctor, mainly for teaching, epidemic prevention, and adjudicating medical cases.

Yongqing Prefecture had shared a Medical Doctor with three nearby prefectures, but unexpectedly it was now getting its own.

“With a Medical Doctor here, Qianjin Hall won’t be able to act recklessly and spout nonsense,” the man said loudly, crumpling up the paper on necessary steps and precautions for treating external injuries distributed by Qianjin Hall.

“Right, right, exactly,” others in the room shouted.

“And do you know who this new Medical Doctor is?” he lowered his voice with a mysterious smile.

“Who?” everyone asked curiously.

“You’ll know when he arrives,” he kept them in suspense, laughing heartily.

Everyone clamored in dissatisfaction.

“In any case, this person definitely won’t disappoint you. Just wait for the good show,” he laughed heartily, raising his wine cup. “Come, come, everyone drink!”

Food and wine were served again, and the room finally began feasting heartily.

The magistrate’s recommendation didn’t involve drums and fanfare to send Coffin Boy off, nor did Dengzhou Prefecture come to welcome him with celebration.

In reality, Coffin Boy shouldered a bundle, took a letter of recommendation, and set off on his own.

Whether he could get this opportunity was still uncertain. Watching Coffin Boy’s increasingly solitary figure disappear into the distance, Qi Yue couldn’t help but sigh. She hoped this child would get a chance.

“Master, what are you thinking about?” Hu San asked beside her. “Why are you sighing for no reason?”

“Why are you so talkative?” A’Ru glared at him.

Qi Yue smiled.

“I was thinking,” she looked at Liu Pucheng, “we need to find two doctors quickly.”

Liu Pucheng nodded. Everyone chatted and laughed as they entered the city. Just reaching the city gate, they saw a commotion ahead with a crowd gathered at the gate, seemingly waiting expectantly for someone.

“What’s happening? Why are they all from medicine shops?” sharp-eyed Hu San asked.

Just then, the chattering crowd stirred.

“He’s coming, he’s coming! The Medical Doctor is coming!” they shouted, rushing chaotically toward the main road.

Qi Yue and her group were jostled aside.

“What person?” she couldn’t help asking. “Doctor? There are doctors here too?”

“It’s an official managing prefectural medicine, appointed by the Imperial Medical Academy,” Liu Pucheng shouted.

With all the surrounding noise, Qi Yue finally understood. She turned to look and her eyes immediately widened.

A procession approached on fine horses, led by a man in official robes and hat with dignified bearing who looked somewhat familiar.

“Good lord!” Hu San jumped up from the crowd, pointing and shouting, “Wang Qingchun!”

Good lord! Qi Yue also shouted in her heart, staring in disbelief at the approaching figure. How did this bastard become a doctor?
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Wang Qingchun, now a Medical Doctor, had dismounted and stood with those who came to greet him. There was quite a feeling of hometown folks meeting with tearful eyes, a wanderer returning home to see loved ones with tears of joy.

The others were perhaps infected by his demeanor, each becoming quite emotional. The scene looked very heartwarming. But someone had to break this warmth.

Hu San led the disciples in whistling a few times.

This drew the attention of those who were clasping hands in joy. Seeing them, Wang Qingchun’s expression changed slightly.

“Wang Qingchun,” Qi Yue called out with a smile, “you’ve finally come back to fulfill your wager!”

Liu Pucheng tried to restrain them from both sides, but while he could stop the disciples, he couldn’t stop Qi Yue. After she spoke these words, he simply gave up restraining them—it was useless anyway.

The scene fell silent for a moment. Those surrounding Wang Qingchun dared not look at his face, cursing this woman bloody in their hearts.

How could you speak like that?

Even if you really think this way, and that’s fine—we think the same—you can’t say it out loud!

If you want to say it, that’s nothing, but you have to consider the occasion!

Without considering the occasion, you should at least look at the official robes Wang Qingchun is wearing now!

Of course, you didn’t need to look at official robes before, with the great mountain of Marquis Dingxi’s manor protecting you. You were the biggest in Yongqing Prefecture.

But now? Now is not like before!

Although you treated the magistrate’s son, you’re still not his son after all.

It seems this woman is still arrogant, not knowing her current status.

But this is also good. People who don’t know their limits always need to learn some lessons.

This woman learning a lesson would be something everyone would enjoy seeing.

Wang Qingchun looked at this woman, and Qi Yue also looked back at him with a smile, completely unyielding. That provocative expression was enough to make one spit blood.

“Fine,” Wang Qingchun suddenly said, lifting his official robe.

Everyone was stunned, then scrambled to stop and support him.

“Sir, what are you doing?”

“Sir, you mustn’t act rashly.”

“Sir, wearing official robes, you kneel to Heaven, Earth, Ruler, Parents, and Teachers—how can you kneel for no reason!”

Amid the commotion, city officials also arrived. Not knowing what was happening, they hurried to dissuade him. When they learned the situation, they looked even more embarrassed.

Looking at Qi Yue and her group still standing calmly watching the excitement, the officials found themselves in a difficult position. If it were people from any other clinic, they would have ordered them beaten away with sticks long ago, but they couldn’t touch this person.

“Lady Qi, Lady Qi,” a clerk from the magistrate’s side ran over and said quietly, “Please don’t cause trouble.”

Qi Yue chuckled. Liu Pucheng was also desperately whispering words of dissuasion.

“I’m not causing trouble. I didn’t tell him to kneel,” Qi Yue smiled, looking at Wang Qingchun who was still struggling to kneel, and curled her lip. “Look at that pathetic act—does he even look like a man?”

She waved her hand after speaking.

“Let’s go.”

“Does he even look like a man!” Hu San didn’t forget to shout after her, then copied Qi Yue’s gesture of waving. “Let’s go!”

The commotion at the city gate was left behind.

But back at Qianjin Hall, Qi Yue could clearly see the unease and anxiety on the disciples’ faces.

“What does this Medical Doctor do?” Qi Yue frowned and asked. “Can he decide whether our Qianjin Hall’s business is good or bad?”

Liu Pucheng shook his head.

“Little Qi, the issue now isn’t what this Medical Doctor does, but that he’s back,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“That’s right, he’s back,” she said, leaning against a table and surveying Qianjin Hall’s main hall. “And he’s back in glory. So this can only mean one thing.”

She looked at everyone and pointed upward.

“He has people above him,” she said.

She laughed heartily at her own words.

But no one else was laughing.

Wang Qingchun having people above him was certainly not good news for them.

“So why did you have to provoke him at the city gate?” Liu Pucheng shook his head. “And in front of so many people, making him lose face.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Teacher, whether I provoke him or go up to flatter him, it’s all the same to him. My very existence already makes him lose face,” she said. “So since the result is the same, why should I flatter him?”

This logic made sense. Liu Pucheng shook his head then nodded.

“Alright, what’s there to fear?” Qi Yue clapped her hands, addressing everyone. “No matter who he has above him, we make our living with our skills. What can he do to us?”

That was true. Everyone immediately cheered up.

“Besides, no matter who he has above him,” Qi Yue smiled again, adding fuel to the fire, “if he dares to deliberately provoke us, I made him kneel once, and I can make him kneel a second time.”

Everyone burst into laughter.

“Alright, let’s get to work, get to work,” Hu San called out.

“Really not afraid?” Liu Pucheng asked with a smile.

Qi Yue lifted her chin and pointed to a plaque hanging prominently in the hall.

The “Miraculous Healing Hands” plaque written personally by the magistrate was in the most conspicuous position.

“You have people too,” Liu Pucheng smiled.

Qi Yue looked up and laughed heartily.

“Teacher, it’s not that one,” she laughed, pointing elsewhere.

Besides the plaques of gratitude from patients, there were also the precepts of great physicians.

“Calm the spirit and steady the will, vow to universally relieve the suffering of all living beings. Treat all equally, as if they were beloved relatives. Devote oneself wholeheartedly to rescue, without any thought of personal gain or reputation,” Qi Yue looked up and recited, then looked at Liu Pucheng. “Teacher, I know what we’re doing. This is like having Buddha in one’s heart—no fear of ten thousand demons.”

Liu Pucheng nodded with satisfaction.

“Lady Qi, you can graduate now,” he said with a smile.

Although Qianjin Hall was very busy, Qi Yue still made time to go herb gathering with the disciples. This was also her way of integrating teaching, connecting what they learned from books with reality, accelerating her mastery of traditional medicine.

This time they came to a hilly area ten li outside the prefectural city, a perfect place where summer herbs grew abundantly.

“Lady, take a rest,” A’Hao called out, bringing over a backpack. First she took out a cushion and spread it for Qi Yue to sit on, then took out a ceramic jar and poured a bowl of tea. “Would you like some pastries?”

Qi Yue was amused by her attentiveness. A’Ru, as head nurse, couldn’t leave Qianjin Hall, but she was worried about Qi Yue going out alone, so she had A’Hao accompany her. A’Hao wasn’t as skilled in nursing as A’Ru, but she was thorough and considerate in caring for people.

The disciples also scattered to sit on the field ridges, chatting and resting.

“What are you doing?” someone shouted from far away. It was a farmer, running over with some wariness. “Are you trying to steal melons?”

Melons? Only then did Qi Yue and the others notice a melon garden nearby.

“No, we’re disciples from Qianjin Hall. We came to gather herbs,” Qi Yue quickly called out.

The farmer immediately dropped his caution. Common people had great respect for medical practitioners.

“In such hot weather, would you like to eat some melons?” the farmer offered enthusiastically.

Qi Yue was always generous with food and drink, immediately having A’Hao go buy some. The farmer had originally wanted to give them away, but unexpectedly Qi Yue insisted on paying. Both panicked and grateful, he carefully selected the best melons to bring over.

In those days there was no pollution, so everyone just wiped the melons with cloth handkerchiefs before eating.

“These are muskmelons,” Qi Yue said after eating half of one. Standing in the melon field, she casually asked about the harvest.

“Not very good. Too much rain, they all rotted,” the farmer said, picking out a few more and tossing them aside. “See, another pile spoiled.”

Rotted muskmelons were piled in the ditches, attracting swarms of mosquitoes and flies. As the wind blew, they gave off a sour, putrid smell.

“Oh my, why don’t you throw them farther away?” A’Hao quickly covered her nose and pulled Qi Yue back.

Qi Yue smiled.

“They can be composted. Everything from the earth is treasure—nothing is wasted,” she said, looking at those rotting melons. “Take these melons—that mold and rot can produce a kind of medicine.”

“What medicine?” Zhang Tong asked.

“A medicine with very, very powerful effects,” Qi Yue said, looking at those melons. “If we had this medicine, that wet nurse from last time wouldn’t have needed amputation at all. Half a day…”

She held up her hand and waved it at Zhang Tong.

“Just one injection, and in half a day, the infection could be controlled,” she said.

Zhang Tong’s eyes widened. My goodness!

“Lady, then, then quick, let’s make this medicine too!” he said excitedly.

Qi Yue smiled bitterly, turning to look at the pile of moldy, rotting melons again.

“How could it be that easy?” she shook her head.

“But, but how is it not easy?” Zhang Tong asked, puzzled.

“It’s just not easy,” Qi Yue had no way to explain to him, so she answered vaguely and called to everyone, “Let’s go, let’s go!”

They returned at sunset, fully loaded.

At this time in the northern desert, the sky had already darkened. The large courtyard was lit with torches like daylight, filled with singing, dancing, and laughter.

A banquet was in full swing in the courtyard. Because they were entertaining a superior from the capital, the banquet was very elaborate, with not only theatrical performances and music, but also official courtesans for company.

The superior was also a man, and after drinking too much, he abandoned his restraint, holding a delicate courtesan in each arm, flirting with them.

Looking at the others, each was not to be outdone, and for a time the courtyard was filled with wine and sensual indulgence.

Among them, Chang Yuncheng sat alone, never selecting anyone, standing out conspicuously.

“How can we shortchange the Prince?” the superior noticed in his busy state and quickly called out. “Let the Prince choose first! You brats are just thinking of yourselves.”

Everyone laughed loudly. Chang Yuncheng also smiled. At this point, declining would be awkward, so he randomly pointed to one. The courtesan walked over with a smile and sat down, and everyone continued drinking.

“Prince, please,” the courtesan smiled, raising her wine cup in toast. She drank a full cup first, and whether intentionally or accidentally, more than half the wine spilled on her clothes. In the summer heat, clothing was already minimal, and the courtesans wore even more revealing attire. With the wine spilled on her, the garment clinging to her ample bosom became like nothing at all.

Chang Yuncheng felt his ears grow hot and quickly looked away.

“Prince, please drink,” the courtesan said coquettishly, her voluptuous body sliding against him like a snake.

Before she finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng raised his hand to block her and stood up himself.

The courtesan was pushed away, and the wine cup in her hand fell to the ground. The commotion made everyone quiet for a moment and look over.

“What happened? How are you serving the Prince!” someone immediately scolded.

The courtesan hurriedly apologized.

“It’s nothing, it’s not her fault. I’ve had a bit too much to drink and need to clear my head,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, gesturing for the courtesan to stand up.

Only then did the courtesan breathe a sigh of relief and stand up tremblingly.

“Little Chang’s alcohol tolerance has greatly decreased since he was injured,” the superior said, watching Chang Yuncheng take his leave and shaking his head with a sigh.

“No, it’s been greatly reduced ever since he learned his wife was pregnant,” said a big man nearby.

The superior glared at him.

“What nonsense are you talking about?” he said. “What wife being pregnant? The Prince has already divorced.”

Capital officials knew more than these people, and for a moment everyone was stunned.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t hear the discussion behind him, and even if he had, he wouldn’t have cared.

He didn’t return to his own courtyard but wandered the streets. The frontier had no night markets, and the streets were completely silent.

What was that woman doing? Sleeping?

Probably not. She must be reading.

Chang Yuncheng casually kicked stones on the ground. The stones rolled with a sound, adding some liveliness to the night.

Time seemed to have passed for a long time, so long that he could barely remember what that woman looked like.

The sound of a bird fluttering came through the night. Chang Yuncheng suddenly stopped. A message?

Sure enough, a guard not far behind caught a carrier pigeon.

Ever since receiving news of that woman drinking wine with Wang Qian at night, he had stopped the pigeon correspondence, telling those guards to just protect Lady Qi’s safety and not report anything else to him.

He had said he would accompany her in sorrow and in joy, but this was truly impossible.

Suddenly having a message arrive meant…

Chang Yuncheng’s heart jumped as he turned around.

The guard had already come over with the message tube, lighting a fire stick at the same time.

Chang Yuncheng’s hands trembled slightly as he pulled out and unfolded the message. His face immediately turned deathly pale.

“Mother critically ill. Return immediately.”

Chapter 249: Winning Favor
When night fell, the fragrance of food drifted from the back courtyard of Qianjin Hall.

A long queue had formed in front of the building marked “Canteen.”

This canteen was originally established to solve the disciples’ meal problems. Later, as more inpatients arrived, and because the prices were low and the patient meals were personally supervised and planned by Qi Yue, patients’ family members also came here to get food. So more and more people ate at the clinic canteen.

The original head cook could no longer keep up, so Hu San temporarily found two more cooks. Following Qi Yue’s instructions, they separated the disciples’ meals from the patients’ meals.

These cooks were all selected primarily from the disciples’ families. Although they didn’t earn as much as the disciples, they had the same benefits and treatment. Having their own apprentices also created employment opportunities for family members, which made the disciples even more motivated.

Hu San naturally complained that the treatment was too good and wasteful.

“This is called a sense of belonging,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Master, really, ‘A teacher for a day, a father for life’—what sense of belonging? Would a son dare to defy his father?” Hu San said.

“Since ‘a teacher for a day, a father for life,’ then isn’t it natural for a father to want his children to live better?” Qi Yue smiled.

A’Ru knocked on the door, and Qi Yue put down her book.

“Time to eat,” A’Ru said, carrying two plates into the room.

She had grown accustomed to Qi Yue’s simple fast-food approach. Though simple with two dishes and a soup, the combination of meat, vegetables, rice, and soup was well-balanced.

“Don’t listen to Hu San’s complaints. I’ve checked the books—the canteen isn’t losing money, it’s actually profitable,” she said while eating.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Many people are asking for the recipes for several soups,” A’Ru continued. “You know what Hu San said?”

“What did he say?” Qi Yue asked with a smile. Though she knew what Hu San would say, wasn’t this how conversations worked?

“He wanted money, of course. He bragged about secret recipes and techniques, something about ancestral secrets from the Medicine King,” A’Ru laughed. “He’s really thick-skinned.”

“Thick-skinned, but good-hearted,” Qi Yue said, stopping her chopsticks to look at A’Ru. “A’Ru, how are things progressing with you two?”

“What?” A’Ru didn’t understand and looked at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue winked at her.

“When will you… get married?” she said quietly.

A’Ru’s face turned red.

“When you get married, I’ll get married,” she said, but instead of running away shyly like before, she glared and put down her bowl and chopsticks.

“That won’t do,” Qi Yue laughed heartily. “Then you’d never get married in this lifetime.”

A’Ru looked at her.

“If you can live your whole life this way, why can’t I?” she said.

Qi Yue smiled and looked down, turning her chopsticks.

“Actually, about what Madam Yang mentioned that time…” A’Ru hesitated, then bit her lip and said.

Before she could finish, voices came from outside.

“Master, Master Wang requests an audience.”

A’Ru was startled, accidentally making noise with her bowl and chopsticks.

“Come in,” Qi Yue said quickly, standing up.

Wang Qian entered wearing plain clothes. Seeing them eating, he immediately apologized with a smile.

“Sorry to disturb you,” he said.

“Don’t say that, sit, sit,” Qi Yue smiled.

Wang Qian sat down and sniffed slightly.

“Qianjin Hall’s food is indeed excellent. No wonder people say you could run a restaurant as well as a clinic,” he said with a smile.

“A’Ru, bring a serving for Master Wang to try,” Qi Yue smiled.

“This is really too kind,” Wang Qian said with a smile, but didn’t refuse.

Too kind? Yet he specifically came at mealtime…

A’Ru responded and cleared away her own dishes, glanced at Wang Qian, and went out with her head down.

The food was quickly brought. A’Ru didn’t leave but stood to one side, organizing Qi Yue’s books.

“Truly delicious,” Wang Qian said after tasting it.

Qi Yue smiled and continued eating.

“Did Master Wang come specifically to eat with me?” she smiled.

Wang Qian chewed slowly, swallowed what was in his mouth, and sat up straight before speaking.

“Actually, I should be inviting you to dinner,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled with her chopsticks in her mouth, raising her eyebrows.

“This meal is deducted from my wages,” she smiled. “Remember to pay me when you leave.”

Wang Qian smiled.

“Those emergency treatment guidelines you distributed to various clinics in the city—could I have some?” he said.

“What do you want those for?” Qi Yue asked, puzzled.

“I think places other than Yongqing Prefecture need them too,” Wang Qian said with a smile.

Qi Yue suddenly realized—this Wang Qian seemed to be some kind of official somewhere.

“Oh my, truly the heart of a parent official,” she smiled. “Having such a good parent official like you is truly a blessing for the people.”

She put down her bowl and chopsticks and personally went to the cabinet to search, pulling out a thick stack.

These were the ones Hu San had tried to distribute but were rejected by the city’s clinics and pharmacies.

“If this isn’t enough, come ask me for more,” she said happily.

“If it’s not enough, I can print more myself. How could I make you pay?” Wang Qian said, standing up and accepting them with both hands.

Watching Wang Qian disappear slowly down the street with his servant, A’Ru couldn’t help but sigh.

“He really knows how to win your favor,” she murmured.

Not like the Prince, who either didn’t know how to win favor, or if he did, wouldn’t say so…

Really foolish… pitiful…

After seeing Wang Qian off, Qi Yue went to check on patients. By the time she finished her rounds, the bustle of eating, washing, preparing medicine, and nursing had quieted down, and Qianjin Hall began to enjoy the tranquility of night.

She had just sat down to continue reading when the door was knocked again.

“Teacher, why haven’t you left yet?” Qi Yue quickly stood up seeing Liu Pucheng enter.

Liu Pucheng looked excited, placing a muskmelon he was carrying on the table.

“I’ve already had fruit after dinner,” Qi Yue smiled, reaching for it. “But it can be a midnight snack.”

“Oh, it’s not for you to eat,” Liu Pucheng quickly took it back. “Zhang Tong said this can be made into medicine?”

He looked excited. Qi Yue was stunned for a moment.

“Oh, this,” she realized, then shook her head. “This, this can’t be explained clearly. It’s not that simple.”

“As long as it’s possible, we can try!” Liu Pucheng said eagerly.

Although Lady Qi always said those medicines her master left behind could never be obtained again, Liu Pucheng never believed it. Whatever existed in this world could definitely be recreated.

Zhang Tong had indeed carried a muskmelon back that day and excitedly told Liu Pucheng about it.

“Is this the medicine from those small bottles you used at the beginning?” Liu Pucheng immediately thought of it after hearing Zhang Tong’s description and asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Lady Qi!” Liu Pucheng shouted excitedly.

Qi Yue was startled but found it amusing.

“Teacher, it really won’t work. I know the general idea, but this really can’t be made,” she explained with a bitter smile.

“How do you know it won’t work without trying?” Liu Pucheng insisted.

Qi Yue was at a loss for words.

“But you know it won’t work even without trying,” she said, spreading her hands. “This kind of Western medicine from laboratories, this is completely…”

She gestured around. “This is completely impossible.”

“Then tell me, and I’ll try,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Teacher, the reason I said that medicine didn’t exist was to prevent you from neglecting your current skills and wasting time pursuing impossible research,” she said seriously.

“How can that be called neglecting?” Liu Pucheng smiled. “Some things must be done by someone. If everyone waits for others to do it, that’s what I’d call neglecting.”

Deep into the night, A’Ru had gone to sleep. Qi Yue sat at her desk, having finished writing the day’s case notes. A sweet fragrance drifted to her nose. She looked up at the muskmelon Liu Pucheng had placed on the table.

Some things must be done by someone. Could she do it?

Qi Yue reached out and picked up the muskmelon.

Instead of waiting for things to appear naturally when they were supposed to, should she try to make them appear early?

Could this really work?

A crisp sound came from the room as Qi Yue slowly bit into the muskmelon.

Having been kept by Zhang Tong for several days, the pure, natural, unpolluted muskmelon had become even sweeter.

Qi Yue nodded with satisfaction and began eating it in large bites.

Looking at the list Qi Yue had given him, Hu San looked surprised.

“…What are these for?” he asked.

“To make a kind of medicine, similar to injectable solution,” Qi Yue said.

“Is this the muskmelon medicine Senior Brother mentioned?” Hu San asked.

It seemed Zhang Tong, the big mouth, had already spread the news everywhere. Qi Yue smiled.

“Yes,” she nodded.

Hu San was about to shout with joy.

“Hey, hey, don’t make noise. First see if you can get these things for me,” Qi Yue smiled.

Hu San looked at several drawings of strange instruments and carefully put them away.

“Master, just wait. No matter what, I’ll get them made,” he said.

Hearing Hu San’s words, Liu Pucheng also couldn’t hide his smile.

“Don’t get happy yet. This might not be possible for several lifetimes,” Qi Yue quickly said, spreading her hands.

“As long as we’re willing to try, there’s a possibility. That’s better than not trying at all,” Liu Pucheng said.

As they were talking and laughing, the sound of a bell came from the main hall.

“Emergency call from the courtyard,” Qi Yue said quickly, and everyone busily prepared.

The person seeking treatment was a carpenter who had accidentally fallen while repairing a Buddha statue at the Great Buddha Temple and appeared to have broken bones.

The foreman had one of Qianjin Hall’s flyers in his pocket and knew that some injuries shouldn’t be moved carelessly, so he hurried to seek help.

Seeing the Qianjin Hall disciples in uniform clothing arrive, the onlookers made way.

“Alcohol,” Qi Yue said.

This caused murmurs among the spectators.

“Why alcohol?”

“To get drunk for pain relief?”

Amid the discussion, they watched a disciple bring a jar of alcohol and use a large brush to apply it to the injured person’s body, causing another uproar.

But Qianjin Hall had always been different from other clinics. Thinking this way, everyone found it quite normal.

During the discussion, they saw a disciple pull out a red umbrella and open it with a swoosh over the injured person’s head.

“…Here… here…”

Under the umbrella, the woman and a disciple looked carefully, then pointed to locations on the injured person’s body.

The umbrella was closed, the injured person was firmly bandaged and secured, then secured again after being placed on a stretcher. Since current vehicles had no shock absorption, Qi Yue still used manual carrying for such patients. Though slower, it was the safest method.

A group of people protected the injured person as they ran toward the temple exit. Though it wasn’t festival season, there were still many people offering incense.

“Yueniang.”

A voice called from beside her.

Qi Yue stopped and looked toward the sound.

She saw a luxurious carriage had stopped, with a line of servants and maids surrounding a beautiful woman who had just gotten out.

“Yueniang,” the beautiful woman looked at her and called again, smiling slightly.

Concubine Zhou?!

Qi Yue stared in amazement. (To be continued)

Chapter 250: Attempt
Is this some kind of old acquaintance reunion lately?

First Wang Qingchun, then Concubine Zhou.

Or perhaps it’s the great comeback of old enemies?

These people who had left in disgrace—how have they all returned looking so prosperous?

Wang Qingchun wore official robes, and now Concubine Zhou was also dressed luxuriously. If one didn’t look carefully, they might think the marchioness of Marquis Dingxi’s manor was out touring.

“Yueniang,” Concubine Zhou walked over slowly, her eyes actually shimmering with tears, her expression sorrowful and pitying, as if she were seeing lost flesh and blood again.

This was really…

Too disgusting…

Qi Yue got goosebumps all over. She looked away, said nothing, and walked off.

“Yueniang!” Concubine Zhou called out several times behind her, but Qi Yue left her far behind.

Liu Pucheng was more skilled with bone injuries, so Qi Yue wasn’t busy treating this patient. When Liu Pucheng was in charge of the ward, she took over the outpatient clinic. Qianjin Hall was busy but orderly.

She put the matter of Concubine Zhou behind her—what did it have to do with her? She didn’t believe Concubine Zhou would dare leave the Marquis Dingxi manor to harm her! But this woman was formidable, actually managing to make a comeback. This showed that men were unreliable.

Qi Yue shook her head and sighed, then smiled again. Madam Xie’s days were probably not going well, but that had nothing to do with her. Whether life was good or bad, one lived it oneself.

Over the next few days, the various bottles and jars Qi Yue had Hu San make were gradually completed.

“I still think this is somewhat absurd,” Qi Yue smiled, touching her ear. “How could this be possible?”

“Why couldn’t it be possible?” Liu Pucheng asked, puzzled.

Qi Yue just smiled—she couldn’t really explain it.

“This medicine is called penicillin,” she thought for a moment and said. “It’s extracted from penicillium mold. I told you before that various bacteria cause our illnesses. These bacteria aren’t all bad—they also inhibit each other. So medicine, to some extent, is also bacteria.”

“That’s the principle of mutual generation and restraint, fighting poison with poison,” Zhang Tong said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Penicillin is very powerful. It’s a bacterium that can kill bacteria—that is, it can prevent pathogenic bacteria from surviving. Naturally, it won’t harm the human body either, thus achieving therapeutic effects. The effects are very obvious—obvious to what extent?” She looked at everyone and raised her finger. “For that wet nurse’s septicemia last time, injecting it into the human body could completely control the condition within one or two hours. For diseases like gonorrhea, syphilis, plague, pneumonia, puerperal fever, and so on, it could easily cure them all.”

However, when these diseases were mentioned, everyone didn’t show the shock Qi Yue had imagined.

“What’s gonorrhea?” Liu Pucheng asked. “Syphilis? Plague? Is that the rat disease? Puerperal…”

“Alright, alright,” Qi Yue raised her hand to stop him.

She knew some diseases came from foreign countries, so perhaps no one knew about them yet.

If she had to explain these diseases, it would probably take half a day.

“In any case, it’s very, very powerful. It was once called ‘life-saving gold,'” she said concisely.

Liu Pucheng and the others all showed excited expressions.

“However, that’s under the condition of effective extraction,” Qi Yue spread her hands again. “For now, everyone shouldn’t get their hopes up.”

“But it was extracted by people, wasn’t it?” Liu Pucheng said with a smile.

Qi Yue rolled her eyes.

That’s right, but among all the people in this world, it was ultimately only researched by those few.

She, Qi Yue, was no physicist or biologist…

But she was standing on the shoulders of many predecessors.

Perhaps…

“Well then, let’s work hard. If we can really obtain this medicine, then we’ll…” Qi Yue clenched her fist, “we’ll have created history…”

Everyone was happy, but still not as excited as Qi Yue had imagined.

“What does ‘creating history’ mean?” Hu San asked studiously.

“Nothing,” Qi Yue said dejectedly.

The bottles and jars were quickly completed. Because there was precedent for extracting injection solutions, these things weren’t difficult to make. Even the culture medium was ready-made.

Qi Yue didn’t treat this as something to be realized immediately. For now, she preferred to rely on traditional Chinese medicine injections.

“Initially, this medicine took a full ten years from discovery to finding high-purity extraction,” Qi Yue murmured. “If I could produce an effective injection within a year, that would be tremendously lucky.”

Since it was a long-term plan, they decided to build a laboratory. To obtain enough mold, and because there would be bacterial experiments, it had to be far from the prefectural city. When Wang Tongye came to Qianjin Hall for treatment and heard the disciples’ discussion, he enthusiastically offered his suburban rural residence.

“Doesn’t Lady need melons?” he invited with a smile. “Our family has a melon garden, not just melons, but also an orchard with plums, oranges…”

Qi Yue was already tempted hearing this. She personally went to see it and confirmed that Wang Tongye’s family didn’t normally live there—it was just a plantation where the steward and servants stayed during harvest season. The distance was moderate, wouldn’t affect others’ normal lives, and resources were abundant. It was simply perfect.

Qi Yue paid rent to lease the Wang family’s manor. After some renovation, she simply moved the traditional Chinese medicine injection laboratory there too.

“Consider it Qianjin Hall’s pharmaceutical factory,” she said with a smile.

Baskets of melons and green oranges were brought in, and Qi Yue personally supervised their placement.

“Stack them in ways that will rot and mold quickly,” she directed.

“All of these can be made into medicine?” Wang Qian’s voice came from behind.

Qi Yue turned around, first seeing Wang Qian, then seeing a little head quickly ducking behind Wang Qian.

“Hey, hey,” she hurried over. “Little troublemakers can’t come here. This isn’t for playing.”

Wang Qiao’er poked her head out from behind her father, glaring angrily at Qi Yue.

Though she didn’t know what “little troublemaker” meant, she knew it wasn’t anything good.

“There are bacteria here. If you have wounds on your body and accidentally get infected, it would be terrible,” Qi Yue said seriously. “At worst, you’d die; at best, you’d have an arm or leg sawed off.”

These words frightened Wang Qiao’er until her face turned pale, and she turned and ran.

Wang Qian was also somewhat surprised.

“Isn’t Lady doing something very dangerous then?” he asked with some concern.

“Being a doctor is like being a soldier—both are marching and fighting, so naturally there’s danger,” Qi Yue smiled.

Wang Qian looked at her smile and shook his head.

“The body, hair, and skin are received from parents—one should be more cautious,” he said.

“Father!” Wang Qiao’er called from a distance, obviously unhappy that her father wasn’t following her.

“I came back this time and heard Lady was here, so I specially came to see,” Wang Qian ignored her and continued. “Since I’m here, I must fulfill my duty as host. I’ve prepared some modest wine, hoping Lady will accept it.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“However, I seem to have rented this place. So now, the one who should fulfill the duty of host should be me,” she said.

Wang Qian smiled and gestured.

“It’s better to obey than to be polite,” he said with a bow.

Qi Yue shook her head and smiled, looking at him with some scrutiny. Wang Tongye’s marriage proposal was later said to be for appearances and not real, but wasn’t this Wang Qian being a bit too…

“Master Wang, aren’t you busy with official duties? Don’t you officials from other places not get to go home except for holidays?” she said, taking the lead.

“I came back precisely for official business,” Wang Qian said, taking out a paper from his sleeve. “Thanks to Lady’s generous gift last time, after implementing it in my jurisdiction, everyone compiled some questions. They originally wanted to ask Lady personally, but I was afraid of disturbing you, so I organized and brought them back myself.”

Qi Yue was amazed and excited. She couldn’t care about being self-absorbed anymore.

“Really?” she asked happily.

With the joy of a child receiving praise.

Wang Qian smiled slightly and handed over the paper.

“Of course it’s real. Lady’s sincere intentions—how could everyone not see them?” he said.

Qi Yue smiled with squinted eyes, rarely blushing.

“This, this… it’s nothing much, nothing much. You’re too kind,” she smiled, so happy she didn’t know what to do with herself.

These matters had been coldly received in Yongqing Prefecture and even aroused hostility. Though Qi Yue didn’t say it, she was quite hurt inside. She hadn’t expected that when one door closes, another opens—Wang Qian had helped her implement them.

“Really, thank you,” she smiled and bowed to Wang Qian, sincerely. “You’ve worked hard.”

“As long as Lady is happy, that’s enough,” Wang Qian didn’t be polite but said directly.

Qi Yue looked at him with some wariness and scrutiny.

“Consider it compensation for my daughter damaging Lady’s precious item,” Wang Qian immediately smiled. “I’ve also settled a debt of the heart.”

Qi Yue immediately became joyful.

“Oh, your sincerity is really so genuine,” she laughed heartily, looking around and pretending to be careful while winking. “Much more skillful than your grandfather’s compensation.”

Wang Qian smiled without speaking.

A gentleman never talks about elders behind their backs.

Qi Yue praised him several times.

“This isn’t urgent. I’ll look at it later. Now I want to personally make a sincere meal for you,” she said, glancing at Wang Qiao’er who was glaring at her menacingly from not far away. “Of course, including this little troublemaker.”

Wherever there was Qianjin Hall, there was good food. This pharmaceutical factory was naturally no exception.

Soon by the pond outside the manor, Qi Yue had set up a barbecue rack and laid out ground mats. Wang Qian sat on the ground while Wang Qiao’er stood under a tree not far away.

“Father, I want to go home!” she shouted loudly.

Wang Qian ignored her and accepted a skewer of grilled meat from Qi Yue.

“Lemon juice grilled meat,” Qi Yue smiled. Because of the busy work, fine sweat appeared on her nose, glistening healthily in the dappled sunlight. After speaking, she grinned, “Actually it’s green orange juice. The taste is quite good.”

Wang Qian smiled and took a bite, nodding.

“Hey, is that child afraid to eat?” Qi Yue called out to Wang Qiao’er.

Wang Qiao’er came over, grabbed a grilled meat skewer from the plate, and ate it. After swallowing, her eyes lit up, but she quickly turned away and snorted.

“Don’t say you have a stomachache when you go back—no one will believe it. Things made by doctors only kill bacteria, they don’t cause illness,” Qi Yue smiled.

Wang Qiao’er, her little scheme exposed, snorted again without looking at her.

Wang Qian looked up and smiled at Qi Yue, who smiled back.

“Lady,” A’Ru’s voice came from the side.

A’Ru came? Qi Yue looked over happily.

“A’Ru, you came at the perfect time. Come join us…” she said with a smile, following the voice with her eyes. Then her words got stuck and she froze.

My goodness, was she seeing things?

Chang Yuncheng stood quietly beside A’Ru, looking over.

Chapter 251: A Request for Medical Treatment
So this person was Wang Qian.

So this was what sharing drinks and joy looked like.

When he turned around the tree, he suddenly saw this scene of harmonious family bliss – like a family of three – and watched that woman and that man exchange smiles with each other. His mind went blank with a thunderous roar.

So she really was that happy.

So she really could live this happily…

So actually seeing it was even more than he had imagined…

Unbearable.

Qi Yue threw down the barbecue in her hands and came over in a few steps. Wang Qian also stood up, while Wang Qiao’er took the opportunity to pull all the grilled food from the plate in front of herself, tasting each piece one by one.

The man before them looked travel-worn and had lost more than just a bit of weight. Even so, though it felt like a long time since they’d last met, seeing him again felt very familiar at first glance.

“Chang Yuncheng, you… how did you come back?” Qi Yue was both surprised and delighted. Thinking of something, she looked him up and down again. “You… are you alright? Were you injured?”

Watching the woman before him rush over in an instant, her face still bright with that familiar smile, Chang Yuncheng felt the buzzing in his ears gradually subside.

Had he been injured?

He stared blankly at this woman – she was the first person to ask him this since his return.

It was she who asked, the very first thing she said.

Chang Yuncheng felt his throat burning with pain.

He remembered what she had said: “Chang Yuncheng, I like you.”

“I’m fine,” he said, even managing a slight smile on his face.

He hadn’t expected he could still smile, but somehow, smiling felt like the most natural thing.

As if nothing had happened, as if he were her husband returning from campaign, and she were his wife rushing over to greet him first.

“Fine?” Qi Yue frowned. “So you were injured?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled.

“Really, I’m fine,” he said.

“Lord.”

A male voice interjected, breaking the illusion and bringing Chang Yuncheng back to reality.

“Lord has returned.” Wang Qian came over to bow in greeting.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing. He didn’t return the courtesy either.

He was a man – he couldn’t and didn’t want to act as if nothing had happened with such magnanimity.

The atmosphere became somewhat awkward.

“We were barbecuing,” Qi Yue said, trying to break the stifling atmosphere, pointing to the grill nearby. “Lord, would you like to eat together?”

We?

Chang Yuncheng felt his ears buzzing again.

Wang Qian slightly averted his gaze, showing some discomfort.

Already “we”?

The atmosphere seemed to worsen.

Qi Yue also calmed down from her initial delight at seeing Chang Yuncheng. Right – why had he come? What was he here for? Looking like he was catching someone in adultery…

Catching adultery? Qi Yue laughed. Who are you?

This laugh also brought Chang Yuncheng back to his senses. In the blink of an eye, though it was still a smile, this smile was completely different from that first joyful smile upon seeing him.

This woman was about to explode again…

It seemed he had provoked her.

Chang Yuncheng laughed self-deprecatingly. From beginning to end, this was all he could give her – never making her smile, but always making her angry.

“Lord, weren’t you going to ask my mistress for medical treatment?” A’Ru couldn’t bear to watch anymore and quickly spoke up.

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding.

“I wonder which hostage Lord has captured this time to test my skills?” she said with a half-smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled, saying nothing.

Seeing him like this, Qi Yue felt rather bored and thought her own behavior was somewhat meaningless, so she reached up to touch her nose.

Chang Yuncheng bowed deeply to her.

“Please save my mother, Miss Qi,” he said in a deep voice.

Madam Xie was ill?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment.

“Is it depression or mania? Mental health isn’t really my specialty,” she asked with a laugh.

Given what she knew about Madam Xie, that woman very likely had mental problems.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand what she was talking about, so he wouldn’t have the reaction of a modern person feeling insulted – he simply maintained his bowing position without moving.

Looking at the bent figure of Chang Yuncheng, Qi Yue sighed.

“Actually, I’m not necessarily able to help, but if you insist, then bring her to Qianjin Hall,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng still didn’t straighten up.

“My mother is no longer able to be moved. Please trouble yourself to make a house call,” he said quietly.

She could no longer be moved? That serious?

“What?” Qi Yue asked with concern. “Have you consulted other physicians?”

Hearing her ask this way, Chang Yuncheng felt his nose sting with emotion.

Yes, what illness could be this serious?

He had rushed home frantically, only to find Madam Xie gravely ill and learn that they had barely consulted any physicians.

“Madam said it was nothing serious,” several serving women said.

Chang Yuncheng swept his gaze across the people in the room. Besides Nanny Su and A’Luan, most were unfamiliar faces.

In less than a few months, how had all of Madam Xie’s servants been replaced?

Hearing these women speak, though their faces showed respect, the few traces of perfunctory attitude in their expressions couldn’t escape Chang Yuncheng’s notice.

Without saying a word, he lifted his foot.

The room filled with the women’s wails.

“What use are such incompetent servants?” he said coldly.

“Lord, have mercy!” The women who had been kicked down and nearly lost half their lives begged for forgiveness through their tears.

Footsteps clattered outside the door.

“Yuncheng, how did you come back?” Marquis Dingxi rushed in, both surprised and worried. “Did you get approval from the War Ministry? You didn’t desert and come back, did you? That would be a capital offense involving the whole family!”

“Mother is this sick – why didn’t you tell me!” Chang Yuncheng turned and shouted.

Marquis Dingxi was suddenly startled.

“Unfilial son! How dare you speak to me like that!” he also shouted angrily.

“Marquis, don’t be angry. Lord is worried about Madam,” a soft female voice said.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng notice the woman who had followed Marquis Dingxi in.

“You?” He looked coldly at Concubine Zhou. “What are you doing here?”

Concubine Zhou bowed to him, her expression respectful but tinged with shame, as if she were very frightened by this questioning.

Having his woman scolded by his son was too much for Marquis Dingxi’s pride.

“This is her home. She hasn’t been divorced, so naturally she can come back,” he said angrily.

These words hit Chang Yuncheng’s sore spot.

Yes, the woman who shouldn’t be here had returned, while the woman who should have been here could never return.

Chang Yuncheng clenched his fists, his knuckles crackling.

“Lord, please don’t blame the Marquis. Madam has been ill for quite some time. She kept saying it was nothing serious, and we found people to examine her who also said there was no serious problem. But somehow she didn’t improve, so we’ve been giving her medicine while she rests. We truly didn’t deliberately avoid telling you, Lord,” Concubine Zhou quickly said.

“Who did you consult?” Chang Yuncheng asked coldly without looking at her.

“We consulted everyone we should have,” Marquis Dingxi answered irritably. “She’s your mother, but she’s also my wife. What kind of person do you take me for!”

“If she’s not getting better, why didn’t you ask Qi Yueniang to examine her?” Chang Yuncheng said word by word.

Marquis Dingxi shot to his feet.

“Lord, naturally we wanted to ask her – she’s become the miracle doctor here. But our family and she… after all, this… wouldn’t be quite appropriate, would it?” Concubine Zhou quickly grabbed Marquis Dingxi’s arm, signaling him not to get angry, while speaking.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Of course. With you here, it’s indeed inappropriate,” he said coldly.

Concubine Zhou’s face turned pale as she lowered her head and wiped away tears.

“Lord, that matter truly had nothing to do with me,” she said miserably.

“Enough! It’s not because she’s inappropriate, but because of you. And you.” Marquis Dingxi shouted, pointing at Chang Yuncheng, then at Madam Xie lying unconscious on the bed in the inner room. “You two… you drove Yueniang away, and you still have the face to ask her to come treat someone? Besides, even if we asked, how could she possibly care?”

He would never do such a shameful thing!

Chang Yuncheng looked at Marquis Dingxi.

“She’s not that kind of person,” he said.

What kind of person? Marquis Dingxi was confused.

Chang Yuncheng no longer looked at Marquis Dingxi and stopped talking to him.

“Please have Imperial Physician Zhou come in,” he said flatly toward the door.

That he had even summoned an imperial physician surprised Marquis Dingxi, but also relieved him.

“Troubling an imperial physician over such a small matter – don’t let people say we’re abusing our imperial favor,” he said, his tone much gentler now, taking on the attitude of an elder instructing a junior.

“She is my mother,” Chang Yuncheng said without looking at Marquis Dingxi, walking step by step to Madam Xie’s bedside and kneeling down. “Nothing could be excessive.”

“Lord’s filial piety will surely be rewarded by the court – how could they criticize?” Concubine Zhou quickly said, with a face full of gratification.

Marquis Dingxi nodded, not bothering to argue with Chang Yuncheng’s attitude – this boy had never had a good attitude anyway.

The imperial physician had already entered – a man around fifty with a peaceful demeanor.

“Initially, half a month ago, she had a cold with blocked nasal passages and difficulty breathing,” Marquis Dingxi described the condition from the side. “We consulted Old Physician An from Shanning…”

“Do you mean Physician An the Court Judge?” Imperial Physician Zhou quickly stood up and asked respectfully.

Marquis Dingxi nodded.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression toward Marquis Dingxi softened slightly as he lowered his head to look at Madam Xie.

Madam Xie’s face was sallow, and she was in a deep sleep, occasionally making snoring sounds due to breathing difficulties.

“Old Physician An said it was nothing serious, just some phlegm confusing the mind. He prescribed heart-clearing and lung-moistening medicine,” Marquis Dingxi continued. “Originally there was improvement, but later…”

He stopped here, looking somewhat embarrassed.

“What happened later?” Imperial Physician Zhou asked, not letting the matter drop.

“She has a bad temper,” Marquis Dingxi said, glancing at Madam Xie and frowning. “She flew into a rage and stirred up her liver fire, making her condition worse that very day.”

Concubine Zhou wiped away tears at the side.

“It’s all this concubine’s fault…” she sobbed.

“I told you it wasn’t your fault,” Marquis Dingxi immediately comforted her.

Imperial Physician Zhou understood the affairs of wealthy households all too well. Hearing this, he asked no more questions and proceeded with examining, listening, inquiring, and taking her pulse. After a moment, he stood up solemnly.

“Imperial Physician, how is she?” Marquis Dingxi immediately asked.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, watching Imperial Physician Zhou.

“I’m afraid Madam is not in good condition,” he said quietly.

At these words, Concubine Zhou was the first to cry out in grief.

Marquis Dingxi’s face darkened as he collapsed into a chair. Chang Yuncheng prostrated himself over the bed, his whole body trembling.

It was actually this serious!

Thinking of this, Chang Yuncheng’s whole body trembled again.

“It’s said to be phlegm confusing the mind, with swollen throat and blocked qi and blood,” he said in a trembling voice, word by word. Having said this, he prostrated himself again in a bow. “Please… Miss Qi… save her life.”

“You don’t need to be so formal – please get up,” Qi Yue said. “I’m a physician. Since someone has requested a consultation, I’ll naturally go take a look.”

“Thank you,” he said with his head lowered, slowly rising and walking away step by step without raising his head.

Qi Yue watched his retreating figure and couldn’t help but sigh.

“I’m sorry,” she turned to Wang Qian. “I can only invite you to eat another time.”

“Life and death are at stake – please go quickly, Miss,” Wang Qian said hurriedly.

Qi Yue nodded and left quickly with A’Ru.

Wang Qian watched their master and servant disappear before withdrawing his gaze. Turning around, he saw that the plate in front of Wang Qiao’er was completely empty.

“You ate it all?” Wang Qian asked, somewhat losing his composure as he stared.

Wang Qiao’er elegantly wiped her mouth with a handkerchief and stood up.

“To prevent that bad woman’s food from harming Father, your daughter took the disaster upon herself,” she said in gentle, refined tones with graceful, dignified bearing. But the next moment, she lifted her skirt and ran off with pattering steps, her ladylike demeanor completely abandoned.

Wang Qian watched his daughter run away and shook his head helplessly. The charcoal fire was still burning brightly, and the skewer of meat Qi Yue had placed on it had turned to charcoal.

Wang Qian reached out to remove it, replacing it with a fresh skewer, slowly rotating it as the oil sizzled.

“What you can’t have is what you miss most,” he said to himself, then paused. “But what you do have might be even more unforgettable?”

He smiled at this thought, shook his head, and continued focusing on grilling the meat.

After leaving there, Qi Yue returned to Qianjin Hall, told Liu Pucheng about the house call, took her medicine box, and came out.

Chang Yuncheng was waiting outside the door. Watching this woman emerge without so much as a glance at him, she went straight to the carriage.

Compared to the Marquis’s residence carriage beside it, Qianjin Hall’s carriage looked small and simple.

The carriage headed toward the Marquis Dingxi’s residence with Chang Yuncheng riding alongside.

He dimly remembered a scene similar to this moment.

That woman had emerged from Qianjin Hall with a certain coldness, completely ignoring him as she got into the carriage.

“Hey, let’s go see the liveliest marketplace in your area…”

A clear female voice rang in his ears.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly turned to look.

The small azure carriage creaked along, its cloth covering swaying and concealing the interior, so quiet it seemed empty.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze and looked ahead.

When they arrived at the gates of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, it was already afternoon.

Qi Yue looked at the mansion gates – everything was as before.

She never imagined she would step through these doors again, and so soon after leaving.

Fate was truly unpredictable.

Qi Yue smiled slightly. The gates on both sides opened, and the steward was the first to emerge. Seeing Qi Yue, his expression was excited, and behind him crowded many servants, each with equally excited expressions.

Every person’s eyes were greeting her, but they didn’t know how to speak.

“Miss Qi, please,” Chang Yuncheng said in a deep voice from the side.

Yes, the Qi Yueniang who had left would never return – the one entering now was Qi Yue.

One departure, one return – things remained the same but people had changed.

Qi Yue gently lifted her skirt and stepped forward.

Chapter 252: Refusal
Actually, calculating it, it had only been four months. The path beneath her feet was still familiar to walk, but everything she saw felt strange.

More and more servants and maids gathered along the road, watching Qi Yue walk step by step with excited expressions.

None of them actively spoke to her or bowed in greeting – they just watched her like that, their eyes flashing with light.

Those servants looked at her, and Qi Yue looked back at them, equally silent, only smiling.

A’Ru, walking beside Qi Yue, also felt her emotions were complex, but she couldn’t maintain Qi Yue’s calm composure, so she couldn’t help but lower her head to hide her unusual feelings.

Soon they reached the path to Madam Xie’s courtyard.

Qi Yue looked up at Chang Yuncheng ahead, remembering that this path was the one the two of them had walked together most often – going to pay respects, then he would enter the room while she stood outside as punishment…

When she looked up, Chang Yuncheng also turned back, and their gazes collided.

This was probably the first time they had looked at each other since the divorce.

Both were stunned for a moment.

“Yueniang.” Concubine Zhou’s voice rang out ahead.

Qi Yue smiled and shifted her gaze away, looking past Chang Yuncheng.

The entourage of many servants and maids looked at first glance like Madam Xie’s retinue.

Concubine Zhou approached with tears in her eyes and an excited expression.

“If I see this woman even once, I won’t take this patient,” Qi Yue stopped and said.

Concubine Zhou’s steps immediately halted, looking at Qi Yue in disbelief.

“Yueniang, I truly didn’t harm you – you must believe me…” she sobbed.

Chang Yuncheng had already raised his hand.

“Take her away,” he said in a deep voice.

The steward appeared from somewhere, personally leading people over. Before Concubine Zhou could turn and retreat voluntarily, the servants had already grabbed her arms and dragged her away without ceremony.

Behind them, the servants and maids who had been displaying themselves like peacocks stood rooted to the spot in stunned silence.

Since returning, Concubine Zhou had been enjoying unlimited glory, but unexpectedly, upon meeting the young mistress face to face, she suffered such a tremendous loss of face.

Being dragged away by male servants was completely different from being dragged away by female servants.

The young mistress… was still as sharp as before – when she wanted, one sentence could make you lose all face.

The maids and women immediately scattered with a commotion.

Only then did Qi Yue lift her feet and step forward, quickly passing Chang Yuncheng and entering Madam Xie’s courtyard.

Marquis Dingxi, who had been hiding to the side, wiped his sweat.

Good thing he hadn’t stepped forward – what if she had said those words to him?

But she probably wouldn’t…

It was all the fault of that mother and son. I was deceived – it has nothing to do with me.

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but look over there feeling wronged.

“Marquis.”

The steward appeared from behind him, nearly making Marquis Dingxi jump.

“Here, here, how was this cleaned! Look how dirty and messy it is…” he immediately pretended to be composed, pointing randomly at the artificial rock formation and shouting.

The steward looked at the rocks that didn’t have even a single weed and nodded respectfully.

“Yes, Marquis. This old servant was negligent,” he said.

Only then did Marquis Dingxi pat his clothes that had been wrinkled by the rocks and emerge.

“Marquis, Concubine Zhou wants to see you,” the steward said.

“See what! Tell her to stay far away. If she dares let Yueniang see her again, send her back to the manor,” Marquis Dingxi said with a stern face, his manner dignified and imposing.

Only when the young mistress was present did the Marquis seem to have a backbone and show authority…

The steward couldn’t help but feel sad. But this young mistress was gone forever.

Qi Yue stepped into Madam Xie’s courtyard. Calculating the time, she had lived in this Marquis Dingxi’s residence for quite a while after transmigrating, but she could count on one hand the number of times she had come to Madam Xie’s place.

Chang Chunlan, Chang Huilan, and Chang Yunqi, who had received the news, all came out to greet her.

“Sister-in-law,” Chang Huilan couldn’t help but call out first.

This address of “sister-in-law” made everyone’s feelings complex.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded at her.

“Long time no see. Is everyone well?” she smiled.

Chang Chunlan and Chang Huilan nodded through tears.

Chang Yunqi also smiled slightly at her.

“Yueniang,” he said.

Qi Yue had already walked in front of him and looked at him upon hearing this.

“How does this feel?” he asked.

Feel?

Chang Chunlan and Chang Huilan found these words somewhat harsh.

A divorced woman returning to her former husband’s home – what kind of feeling could that be!

But Qi Yue looked at Chang Yunqi, seeing the faint smile on his face, and was instantly startled.

This feeling…

The divorced woman who had been driven out, now respectfully invited back through the gates of her former husband’s home. Arrogant – that woman who had once been arrogant toward her now needed her to decide between life and death…

Though it wasn’t proper to say it, this feeling was indeed very satisfying!

However… Qi Yue looked at Chang Yunqi.

Chang Yunqi looked at her, smiling slightly without any evasion.

I will avenge you…

Revenge…

“You.” Qi Yue’s heart skipped twice, and she opened her mouth to speak, but then came to her senses and held back.

A maid had already lifted the curtain.

Chang Yuncheng was also standing behind her.

“Please,” he said quietly.

Seeing him look over, Chang Yunqi’s gaze at Qi Yue still showed no hint of evasion.

Chang Yuncheng followed Qi Yue into the room.

There weren’t many servants in the room, only Nanny Su and A’Luan. Seeing her enter, both stood up with complex expressions.

Joy? They had never imagined they would face this woman with such feelings…

Sadness? But this was Madam Xie’s chance at life…

Why! Why did it have to be this woman!

Nanny Su knelt on the ground, prostrating herself in grief – was it for Madam Xie’s condition, or for this situation?

Qi Yue paid no attention to them. A’Ru skillfully opened the medicine box, handing over gloves, masks, and other instruments one by one.

Qi Yue approached to first observe Madam Xie.

Madam Xie was still unconscious, mouth open, making huffing sounds – clearly having difficulty breathing.

“Blood oxygen saturation is very low,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru nodded and began taking blood pressure while Qi Yue picked up the stethoscope.

Both busied themselves with their tasks.

“Wheezing, stridor, weakened breath sounds in the right lung… obvious wet rales in the trachea…” Qi Yue quickly said, frowning as she began palpating along Madam Xie’s neck.

The sudden pressure made Madam Xie’s breathing even more difficult. She involuntarily made several gasping sounds and opened her eyes.

She moved her gaze confusedly, finally settling on the woman before her.

Who is this…

Madam Xie’s unfocused gaze began to concentrate, then suddenly widened.

“You!” She let out a dry gasp, hoarsely spitting out one word. Her hand that had been lying at her side suddenly shot up to grab Qi Yue’s hand.

Qi Yue was startled and met Madam Xie’s eyes.

“You’re awake? Perfect, I need to ask you a few questions…” she said.

Nanny Su and Chang Yuncheng immediately rushed over.

“Madam, Madam.”

“Mother.”

The call of “Mother” made Madam Xie shift her gaze from Qi Yue.

“Yun…” she wanted to call out but couldn’t make a sound, dryly opening her mouth and reaching toward Chang Yuncheng. Tears poured out.

Chang Yuncheng grasped Madam Xie’s hand, burying his head and choking back sobs.

Qi Yue gave A’Ru a look, and both stepped back a bit.

“Mother, you’re ill. I’ve come back to see you,” Chang Yuncheng raised his head to explain to Madam Xie.

Madam Xie couldn’t speak, just looked at him through tears, gripping his hand tightly.

“Madam occasionally wakes up a few times during the day, but she’s been waking less and less these past few days. It seems mother and son are truly connected – Madam knew you had returned,” Nanny Su cried from the side.

Chang Yuncheng again buried his head on the bed and called out “Mother.”

Madam Xie was also emotionally agitated, experiencing a bout of shortness of breath.

“Don’t get excited, don’t let her get emotional,” Qi Yue quickly said, stepping forward to adjust Madam Xie’s position.

Nanny Su immediately didn’t dare cry anymore. Chang Yuncheng also raised his head.

Madam Xie looked at Qi Yue again, her expression even more agitated. She released Chang Yuncheng’s hand and pointed at Qi Yue, eyes wide, making roaring sounds.

“Mother, you’re ill. So I asked her to come treat you,” Chang Yuncheng grasped her hand again and said in a deep voice.

Madam Xie wouldn’t listen at all. She struggled with all her might, grabbing whatever she could reach nearby and hurling it at Qi Yue, her eyes full of anger.

The room immediately became chaotic.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” Marquis Dingxi, who had been hiding for a long time, couldn’t help but rush in, asking loudly.

To prevent Madam Xie from becoming too agitated, Qi Yue and A’Ru stepped away.

“What’s happening?” Marquis Dingxi boldly took over the conversation, walking to the bedside and looking at Madam Xie who was still struggling. He was immediately delighted. “She’s awake?”

He was extremely excited and looked at Qi Yue.

“Yueniang, you really are a miracle doctor,” he said excitedly with flattery.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Don’t – it has nothing to do with me. I haven’t treated her yet,” she said, then laughed again and raised her eyebrows.

If you insist there’s a connection, it might be that she was angered awake…

“Well, you’re a miracle doctor. The illness was scared away as soon as you arrived,” Marquis Dingxi said with a forced smile.

You don’t hit a smiling face. Qi Yue looked at Marquis Dingxi’s face full of flattery, feeling mixed emotions.

She simply turned her head and ignored him.

Marquis Dingxi, having been snubbed, didn’t dare speak again.

After all this commotion, Madam Xie’s spirit was even worse, almost to the point of gasping for breath, as if she might expire at any moment.

But the word “Get out” was pronounced clearly.

Madam Xie struggled to sit up, with Nanny Su tearfully supporting her.

“What are you fussing about? Yueniang is treating your illness,” Marquis Dingxi scolded.

“Mother,” Chang Yuncheng also called out, with some pleading in his voice.

Madam Xie paid no attention to them, only staring fixedly at Qi Yue, her complexion growing paler.

“Die,” she gasped out the word with difficulty. “Let me die… rather die… than let her see me…”

She would never accept this woman’s kindness!

She would never let this woman succeed!

Such backbone.

Qi Yue smiled, gave Madam Xie a thumbs up, and tossed her head.

“Let’s go,” she said, turning and walking out.

A’Ru immediately followed behind.

“Yueniang, Yueniang!” Marquis Dingxi was greatly alarmed and called out frantically. Turning to see Chang Yuncheng still kneeling by Madam Xie’s bedside, he angrily kicked him. “Why aren’t you chasing after her!”

Chang Yuncheng was kicked but didn’t move.

Madam Xie gasped while glaring at Marquis Dingxi, reaching out to grab things randomly to throw at him.

Unable to catch her breath, she fell back into Nanny Su’s arms.

“Imperial Physician!”

The room immediately fell into chaos.

Finally, they had to summon Imperial Physician Zhou.

When Chang Yuncheng chased after her, Qi Yue had already reached the gate, once again with servants crowding to see her off.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng called.

Qi Yue turned back to look at him calmly.

“I’ve wronged you again,” Chang Yuncheng said from behind.

Qi Yue looked back and smiled.

“This doesn’t wrong me. I respect the patient’s choice. It’s also good for the patient – treating illness requires trusting the doctor first. Besides, the imperial physician is surely better than me,” she said.

Because she didn’t care, she wasn’t wronged anymore.

Because they were no longer family, just patient and doctor, she wasn’t wronged anymore…

Chapter 253: Taking Advantage of the Chaos
The people at the Marquis Dingxi’s residence had barely slept all night. By dawn, Madam Xie’s condition had stabilized slightly, but it was still far from optimistic.

“There’s nothing more I can do. You should make preparations early,” Imperial Physician Zhou said in a low voice.

Marquis Dingxi had stayed up all night, his complexion looking terrible. Hearing these words, he slumped down dejectedly.

Inside the room, Chang Yuncheng had been half-kneeling by Madam Xie’s bedside all night. At this moment, it seemed as if all his strength had been drained away.

Imperial Physician Zhou walked out of the room. Though he hadn’t slept all night, he wasn’t particularly tired—for an imperial physician, staying up all night was a very familiar thing.

Under the guidance of two little maids, he went to the guest room to rest.

“If the young madam were here, everything would definitely be fine…”

“That’s right, definitely fine…”

The conversation between the two maids caught Imperial Physician Zhou’s attention.

He had already found it somewhat strange.

Yesterday, when he said that the Marchioness wasn’t doing well and was respectfully invited to rest, he heard the little maids outside the door running around in chaos, whispering excitedly about the young madam coming, each one acting as if they’d been injected with chicken blood…

The young madam came? Shouldn’t the young madam be living at home?

Moreover, with the madam being ill, why would they be so excited about the young madam coming? Shouldn’t they be this excited about hearing that a doctor had come instead?

“Your young madam doesn’t live at home?” he couldn’t help but ask.

The two little maids were startled and lowered their heads.

Inquiring about other people’s family affairs was indeed inappropriate, and Imperial Physician Zhou also felt he had been presumptuous. Just as he was about to change the subject, one of the little maids boldly turned around and spoke.

“We don’t have a young madam anymore,” she said.

Don’t have a young madam anymore? What did that mean?

Imperial Physician Zhou was stunned for a moment, but this time he didn’t ask further.

“From what you’re saying, the young madam you mentioned is a doctor?” he changed the subject and asked.

This topic was indeed the right one. Both little maids turned around, their eyes bright.

“Yes, the young madam is very capable.”

“The young madam is a divine physician…”

Imperial Physician Zhou laughed. Of course, he found it purely amusing.

Divine physician—who in this world would dare call themselves a divine physician, especially in front of an imperial physician?

However, he couldn’t stoop to arguing with little maids.

“Oh, a divine physician,” he said casually. “I wonder what makes her so divine?”

The little maids became even more animated.

“The young madam can cut open people’s stomachs and sew them back up.”

“No matter what illness. Those diseases that all doctors say can’t be cured, the young madam can cure them all.”

“The young madam has needles in her hands. While embroiderers sew clothes, the young madam sews people’s lifespans…”

Imperial Physician Zhou, who had originally thought the little maids were just vaguely repeating the words “divine physician,” was stunned. He hadn’t expected them to speak so specifically.

“…The prefect’s son had his stomach kicked by a horse, and they said something inside his stomach was broken. It was the young madam who cut open his stomach and sewed it back up… Now the young master is living well, and riding horses and fighting doesn’t hinder him at all…”

“Oh no, that’s not right. The earliest case was A’Hao—she had such a long scar on her stomach, and it was the young madam who opened it up and sewed it back together.”

The two little maids became more and more excited as they talked. They had walked quite far before turning back to see that Imperial Physician Zhou hadn’t followed, which scared them into running back with pale faces.

“Is everything you said true?” Imperial Physician Zhou was brought back to his senses by the two maids’ apologetic voices. He completely ignored their apologies and asked urgently.

The two maids nodded.

“It’s true. If you go ask around the city, who doesn’t know?” they said in unison.

There was actually such a skill?

Imperial Physician Zhou lowered his hand from stroking his beard and immediately turned to walk outside.

“Hey, sir, you…” the two little maids hurriedly called out.

“I’m going out for a stroll,” Imperial Physician Zhou said.

A stroll? At this time?

“But our madam is still…” the maid hurriedly caught up.

“Your madam is just like that. There’s no need for further treatment,” Imperial Physician Zhou waved his hand dismissively.

As an imperial physician who moved among the homes of the wealthy and powerful, he never knew what it meant to read people’s expressions.

What?

The two maids stood there dumbstruck.

The news that the Marchioness was beyond help quickly spread throughout the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

“So this woman really is done for,” came a voice from a remote courtyard.

Concubine Zhou turned from the window, looking at the maid before her with a smile.

The maid nodded.

“That’s what the imperial physician said, and he’s already gone out,” she said with a smile.

The smile on Concubine Zhou’s face gradually spread.

“After all these years, I’ve finally waited for this moment,” she said slowly, clasping her hands together. Due to her excitement, she gripped so tightly that her long pinky nail actually broke off. As she spoke, she straightened her clothes. “Quickly, help me with my makeup. At a time like this, how can I not go and see this with my own eyes?”

The maid responded and hurried over to serve her.

“However, the Marquis still wants to invite the young madam,” she thought of something and said in a low voice. “He says the young madam will definitely be able to save her.”

Concubine Zhou’s hand, which had been adjusting the red hairpin on her head, stopped.

Right, there was still that woman…

Concubine Zhou slowly lowered her hand.

“Yes, there’s still that woman,” she said slowly. “Madam Xie’s death this time is truly worth it.”

The little maid didn’t understand and looked at her in confusion.

“Tell me, if the young madam doesn’t save the madam this time and the madam dies, will everyone blame her?” Concubine Zhou asked.

Ah?

That won’t happen, will it? Well, maybe a little?

The little maid thought to herself.

“Not saving someone is completely different from trying to save them but failing,” Concubine Zhou reached up to remove her red hairpin, saying with a smile.

“The young madam is kind-hearted and definitely won’t stand by and watch someone die,” the little maid said from the side.

Concubine Zhou nodded.

“Exactly,” she smiled slightly at her reflection in the mirror. “She won’t stand by and watch someone die.”

She turned to look at the maid.

“Do you want to earn a large sum of money?” she asked with a smile.

The maid was stunned for a moment, her eyes lighting up.

“Concubine, who doesn’t want to earn money?” she laughed.

Concubine Zhou smiled slightly.

“What if the price is very high?” she asked.

By this point, if the little maid still didn’t understand, she really wouldn’t deserve to survive in the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

“Well, that depends on whether it’s worth it,” she said with bright eyes, hesitating for a moment.

Concubine Zhou beckoned her over and whispered something in her ear. The maid looked shocked.

“Do you think it’s worth it?” Concubine Zhou asked with a smile.

The maid’s expression changed repeatedly. Finally, she gritted her teeth and knelt down to kowtow.

“Thank you for your generosity, Concubine. This servant will earn this money,” she said.

When the sun was high, Qi Yue was also hurriedly leaving home. She had overslept.

Last night she had thought all night about the affairs at the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. She always felt that Chang Yunqi’s words were strange. Could it be that he had poisoned or somehow harmed Madam Xie? However, judging from the symptoms she had seen yesterday, it definitely wasn’t caused by poison. Never mind, there was an imperial physician there. No matter what, he would be much better than herself—a surgeon who wasn’t good at internal medicine and had lost all kinds of instrumental assistance.

“Drink your porridge,” A’Hao chased after her, shouting.

Qi Yue had a piece of flatbread in her mouth and was stuffing several notebooks into her bag.

“I’ll eat at work,” she said.

A’Hao stamped her feet behind her.

“Who told you not to wake her up,” A’Ru came out from behind, saying.

“I saw that she slept so late, I felt sorry for her and wanted to let her sleep a bit more,” A’Hao said aggrievedly.

“Alright, alright, it’s fine. The cafeteria food is also good,” A’Ru reached out to pat her reassuringly, then hurried out herself.

Just as she stepped outside, she saw Qi Yue standing outside the door.

Qianjin Hall was close to here, so they usually walked. At Qi Yue’s pace, she should have already left the alley by now. How come…

Then A’Ru also froze, seeing Chang Yuncheng standing in the alley.

“I feel that if I were to speak up, it would truly be… bullying others too much,” Chang Yuncheng said. He smiled, but this smile looked worse than crying.

Qi Yue also smiled.

“Actually, even if you did speak up, it wouldn’t matter,” she said. “As a son, it’s human nature.”

She spoke and smiled, turning back to look at A’Ru.

“This is already quite good. Given your personality, you should have beaten me up first and then dragged me there, right?”

A’Ru didn’t find it funny and frowned with a bitter expression.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue.

“Yueniang, if it were someone else, I would indeed do that,” he raised his head to look at Qi Yue. The journey, worry, mental exhaustion, and grief—all these emotions intertwined, covering his entire being with a layer of gray. “But for you, I really can’t bring myself to say it.”

Qi Yue looked at him and nodded.

“Thank you for thinking this way. At this time, you can still think this way. Thank you,” she said.

She looked at Chang Yuncheng, bowed slightly, lifted her feet, and brushed past him.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t move and didn’t speak again.

A’Ru lowered her head and followed. Qi Yue stopped again.

“Although I wasn’t able to examine her properly, I actually specialize in surgical operations—all obvious flesh wounds. For your mother’s condition, it’s better to have other doctors examine her,” she turned back and said. “Because if it’s not a condition that can be solved by surgery, you know that I don’t know how to use medicine or diagnose pulses. I really can’t help at all.”

Having said this, she lifted her feet and turned out of the alley.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng turn around, looking at the empty alley.

So, despite everything, she still said it. She still didn’t want to leave him with any regrets.

A’Ru quickened her pace to catch up with Qi Yue.

“Really, it can’t be treated?” she asked in a low voice.

Qi Yue stopped in her tracks and turned to look at A’Ru.

A’Ru felt somewhat unnerved being looked at with such a wronged expression.

“What, what’s wrong?” she asked stutteringly.

“A’Ru, you actually don’t trust me?” Qi Yue looked wronged, reaching up to cover her heart. “What kind of person am I in your eyes?”

A’Ru was flustered, confused, anxious, embarrassed, ashamed, and guilty all at once.

“I, I, no, no,” she stuttered helplessly and simply raised her hand to slap her own face.

Qi Yue laughed heartily again, reaching out to pull down her hand.

“Alright, let’s go quickly,” she laughed, striding forward.

Before they reached Qianjin Hall, they saw a disciple running out.

“Master,” seeing Qi Yue, he immediately shouted loudly, “Master, at Santai Village three li outside the city, there’s an emergency.”

Emergency. Qi Yue quickly responded and hurried into Qianjin Hall.

“…Male, forty-five years old… pierced through the leg by a plow blade…” the disciple said loudly.

In the hall stood a child trembling all over, unable to straighten his back due to violent running and panting.

“This is the patient’s family member. He came to request emergency treatment,” the disciple pointed and said.

Qi Yue nodded, looking at the emergency care cart in front of the courtyard. Everyone was already prepared.

“Let’s go,” she said, grabbing her own medicine box.

Seven or eight people rushed out of Qianjin Hall, and the cart bearing red lanterns with the words “Emergency” also rushed over from behind. Everyone, including the child, got on, and the driver cracked his whip, racing through the streets.

Seeing this cart, people on the road moved aside one after another.

There was also a cart that obviously belonged to a wealthy family, whose driver also hurriedly moved toward the roadside.

“What’s going on?” the master in the cart called out unhappily.

“Sir, it’s Qianjin Hall’s emergency cart,” the driver quickly said.

The cart fell silent.

Watching Qianjin Hall’s cart disappear down the street, a small woman who had been standing under a shop’s eaves finally emerged. A trace of a smug smile appeared at the corner of her mouth. She looked around before turning to blend into the crowd and walk away.

Chapter 254: Reaping What One Sows
Chang Yuncheng stepped through the door.

“How did it go?” Marquis Dingxi asked urgently, while looking behind him. Not seeing the figure he was hoping for, his face immediately fell. “Useless thing!”

“She said she couldn’t treat it,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Marquis Dingxi kicked him.

“Bah,” he spat. “It’s not that she can’t treat it—she’s unwilling to treat it.”

“She’s not that kind of person!” Chang Yuncheng turned around and shouted in a low voice.

Marquis Dingxi became even more irritated at being shouted at and kicked again.

“What are you shouting for? What right do you have to shout at me!” he raged. “If it weren’t for you mother and son bringing this upon yourselves, would today’s events have happened!”

Chang Yuncheng’s hands hanging at his sides clenched into fists.

Marquis Dingxi became angrier as he spoke.

If it weren’t for their mother and son bringing this upon themselves, how would today have come to pass!

If it weren’t for their mother and son bringing this upon themselves, Qi Yueniang would still be his daughter-in-law, and all the powerful families in the city would have to treat him with respect and deference!

If it weren’t for their mother and son bringing this upon themselves, there wouldn’t be today’s situation where every bit of Qi Yueniang’s glory brought a bit of humiliation to the Marquis Dingxi’s residence!

If it weren’t for their mother and son bringing this upon themselves, how would the Marquis Dingxi’s residence have become the laughingstock of the entire city!

“It’s all because of you! What left and right wives nonsense! What did you see in that girl! Now look! The retribution has come!” Marquis Dingxi shouted angrily.

“It’s all because of them? Chang Rong! Do you have any conscience when you speak!” An aged voice came from outside.

Both Marquis Dingxi and Chang Yuncheng looked toward the sound.

Old Madam Xie was walking quickly with her cane, and the little maid supporting her couldn’t keep up.

The steward was running beside her.

“Marquis, Old Madam Xie is here…” he called out.

Nonsense! I’m not blind yet! Marquis Dingxi glared at the steward.

“Why have you come, Old Madam…” Marquis Dingxi said.

Old Madam Xie struck her cane against the ground.

“I have another daughter dying in your house. Can’t I come to see her one last time?” she said breathlessly.

“Mother, slow down,” Master Xie followed behind. Being fat, he was even more out of breath from walking.

“Slow down? If I slow down, you’ll have one less sister!” Old Madam Xie turned to scold him.

After saying this, she looked at Chang Yuncheng again, her eyes reddening.

“My child…” she cried, reaching out to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to take her arm.

“Grandmother, don’t be anxious… your health is important…” he said hoarsely.

“What use is this body of mine! What use is it!” Old Madam Xie wailed. “Why won’t they let me die! Why wasn’t it me who died!”

Master Xie looked ashamed.

“Mother, sister hasn’t… yet,” he hurriedly said in a low voice to comfort her.

Old Madam Xie spat in his face.

“Sooner or later she’ll be killed by this Chang family!” she shouted.

Memories from the past jumped out again. Marquis Dingxi felt his ears buzzing.

Back then, his mother was still alive. She alone had withstood the Xie family members who nearly overturned the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. Now that his mother was gone, would he… would he be devoured alive by the Xie family?

In the past, the Xie family ancestors had followed the founding emperor in conquering the world, specifically responsible for reconnaissance, and they were elite scouts at that. Those scouts did the most dangerous and tense work, and everyone had developed strange habits—like scalping people, like eating people…

It was said that the Xie family ancestors were the type who would capture Tartars, dig out their hearts, and eat them raw…

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but step back two paces.

Seeing Marquis Dingxi’s instantly pale face, Master Xie felt somewhat sympathetic. This brother-in-law was pitifully stupid.

“Mother, let’s go see sister first. Old Physician An has also gotten out of the carriage,” he quickly said in a low voice.

Old Madam Xie stopped looking at Marquis Dingxi and went crying into the room.

Old Physician An examined the pulse, his expression grave.

“How did it become like this…” he murmured, with disbelief. “It was just a cold with nasal congestion and breathing difficulties. How did it suddenly become…”

Hearing him speak this way, and seeing Madam Xie’s condition where each breath was weaker than the last, the people in the room finally gave up hope.

“Mei’er…” Old Madam Xie sat down and began to cry.

“Don’t cry, don’t cry,” Old Physician An hurriedly comforted her, while looking up at Chang Yuncheng. “Have you asked my master to examine her?”

His master?

Marquis Dingxi and the others didn’t immediately understand.

“She said it couldn’t be treated,” Chang Yuncheng replied, knowing whom Old Physician An was referring to.

Only then did Marquis Dingxi and the others realize.

Old Physician An called her master! Old Physician An’s master! She was worthy of it!

Marquis Dingxi felt his mouth fill with bitterness.

“It’s all because she herself offended Yueniang. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be unable to get help now,” he said loudly.

“She offended her?” Old Madam Xie stepped forward, looking at Marquis Dingxi with red eyes. “Chang Rong, even if it was originally her idea, who submitted the memorial?”

“I, I did so because she told me to!” Marquis Dingxi said huffily.

“She told you?” Old Madam Xie stepped forward. “If she told you to die, would you go die?”

Marquis Dingxi’s face turned white with anger.

“It takes two to clap. Chang Rong, if you hadn’t been tempted, could a mere woman’s scheming in the inner quarters have brought about an imperial edict?” Old Madam Xie struck her cane and shouted. “You yourself were heartless and unrighteous, you yourself brought shame and disgrace, you yourself caused this trouble, and you’re pushing it onto others! Saying it’s because Zhengmei has a grudge against Qi Yueniang and can’t seek medical treatment—bah!”

Having said this, she spat. Fortunately, Marquis Dingxi had been on guard all along and jumped away in time.

“If you had treated her as a daughter-in-law, as family, would you have submitted that memorial? Chang Rong, people aren’t fools. Who treats whom well, who doesn’t take whom seriously—everyone knows in their hearts! What are you pretending to be wronged and innocent about!” she continued scolding. “Still calling her daughter-in-law—think hard, has she ever called you father?”

Marquis Dingxi stared with a pale face. Had she ever called him father?

He couldn’t help but think about it.

At first, she hadn’t. Later…

She had! She had called him that. He remembered now. When he heard that his son and daughter-in-law had surrounded Wang Tongye’s house, he went to demand an explanation. At that time, the woman had turned around, looked at him, and called out “Father” with bright, shining eyes…

Later, from when did she stop calling him that?

Right, it seemed to be from when she learned about marrying the left and right wives…

Marquis Dingxi suddenly felt his nose sting.

Before his eyes appeared the woman’s bright, shining eyes.

“Father,” she had called, showing a full smile. “Thank you, Father.”

Thank you, Father…

The quarrel between the two, almost coming to blows, was giving Old Physician An a headache.

“No, no, Master isn’t that kind of person,” he raised his hand and said loudly, stopping them both.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“She said she couldn’t treat it,” he said again.

Hearing him say this, Old Physician An sighed.

“Then it truly… cannot be treated…” he said, shaking his head.

“It can be treated! It can be treated!”

An urgent voice came from outside the door, followed by someone rushing in.

The moment Marquis Dingxi saw this old man, his anger flared up.

What kind of imperial physician was this! Did he have any medical ethics! Here they were with someone dying, and he had gone out for a stroll!

How did this kind of imperial physician manage to survive before the Emperor!

“Maoqing!” Old Physician An looked at the person who had run in and called out in surprise.

Imperial Physician Zhou only then noticed Old Physician An in the room and immediately stepped forward excitedly to bow.

“Director An,” he said respectfully.

“You’ve come too,” Old Physician An nodded.

However, this wasn’t the time for reminiscing.

“You just said it could be treated?” he asked urgently.

Imperial Physician Zhou nodded, his expression excited.

“Director An, the Marchioness’s condition is due to a foreign object stuck in her airway, which caused her throat to swell and blocked her blood circulation,” he said.

Old Physician An had just arrived and hadn’t inquired yet, so he didn’t know the illness was actually caused by this.

“What?” he asked in surprise.

“I’ve inquired about it. When the Marchioness first became ill, she choked while eating a late-night snack and felt short of breath, but after a while, she seemed fine. It was from that time that she gradually began to frequently feel short of breath…” Imperial Physician Zhou explained, gesturing at his throat. “According to my speculation, there should have been unswallowed foreign matter remaining at that time—wheat or beans or something similar. At first, it was tiny and harmless, but as it absorbed water, it gradually swelled, so it increasingly blocked the airway, leading to today’s situation…”

He pointed to Madam Xie on the bed, who was gasping for breath and had turned blue.

So that was it!

The people in the room were amazed.

So even choking once could cause such serious consequences…

“This is nothing unusual. The illnesses of the world are naturally strange and varied,” Old Physician An explained to them.

“If this had happened at the beginning, I could have used vegetable or rice balls to swallow and push the foreign object down, but delayed until today, that foreign object must have adhered to the flesh wall. Rash swallowing would not only fail to push it down but could immediately block the remaining airway, and the madam would die instantly,” Imperial Physician Zhou said with a sigh. “So I really have no solution and can only say there’s no hope.”

Old Physician An nodded. If it were him, he would also have no solution.

“However, now it’s good! This Yongqing Prefecture actually has a doctor with miraculous needle and blade skills,” Imperial Physician Zhou’s eyes lit up again as he shouted excitedly. “There should be a way to remove the foreign object.”

Old Physician An was stunned.

Imperial Physician Zhou excitedly couldn’t stand still and walked back and forth several steps, telling about how he had spent the day wandering around and inquiring about that divine physician’s skills. It was even more exciting than listening to storytelling.

“It was truly spectacular. If I hadn’t been eager to rush back and tell you all, I still had two more cases I hadn’t finished hearing about,” he said with some regret, clicking his tongue.

“So, to save the madam, you must go and invite that doctor again,” he said to Marquis Dingxi meaningfully.

Having listened to stories for half the day, he naturally understood the divine physician’s background, and the entanglement between the divine physician and the Marquis Dingxi’s residence was naturally an essential part of the story.

The back-and-forth between them was as exciting as the medical cases themselves!

Imperial Physician Zhou was very satisfied with the tea money he had spent today. This was rare entertainment that couldn’t be heard in the capital even for ten times the price.

“But she said it couldn’t be treated…” Chang Yuncheng said.

“That’s because she doesn’t know. She was driven away before anyone could properly examine the patient,” Imperial Physician Zhou stamped his foot. “Go quickly, go quickly. If you explain the cause of the illness clearly now, she’ll definitely say she can treat it.”

Hurry, hurry! He would actually be able to witness such miraculous skills with his own eyes!

Imperial Physician Zhou was so excited he could barely catch his breath.

Where would the incision be made? The chest? The neck? He couldn’t help but look over Madam Xie’s body with shining eyes.

“If it’s inconvenient for you, I’ll go speak to her,” Old Physician An said.

“No need,” Chang Yuncheng said, about to step forward.

“You don’t need to either,” Old Madam Xie reached out to stop him.

“Grandmother,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her in confusion.

“My daughter—I’ll go ask her,” Old Madam Xie said. Without waiting for anyone to respond, she quickly walked out.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression was complicated, but he finally stopped.

If I go, Yueniang will be put in a difficult position…

Soon, Old Madam Xie returned with a pale face.

“She refused?” Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but ask, with a hint of schadenfreude on his face.

Serves you right! Who do you think you are! As if Yueniang would give you face!

“She’s not that kind of person!” Chang Yuncheng shouted at Marquis Dingxi again, his expression firm and brooking no doubt.

Marquis Dingxi was startled, glared at Chang Yuncheng resentfully, opened his mouth to scold, but seeing Old Madam Xie, finally closed it.

“That’s right, Master wouldn’t do that,” Old Physician An said.

“I don’t know whether she would or wouldn’t. I just didn’t see her—she went out on a house call,” Old Madam Xie said.

How could it be such a coincidence…

Everyone looked at her with anxious, complicated expressions.

“The madam is dying!” came Nanny Su’s heart-wrenching cry from inside the room.

The courtyard immediately erupted in chaos.

Chapter 255: Crisis
Chang Yuncheng was the first to rush into the room, with Old Madam Xie following close behind.

Inside the room, Imperial Physician Zhou stood up from beside the bed and shook his head at everyone.

Chang Yuncheng dropped to his knees beside the bed with a thud.

“Then… Madam’s burial clothes are all prepared. Should we change them now…” a servant woman said unconsciously.

As soon as these words were spoken, Old Madam Xie, who was standing nearby, struck her with her walking stick.

Watching the servant woman fall to the ground, wanting to cry but not daring to, Concubine Zhou, who was standing behind the crowd, couldn’t help but pat her chest.

Fortunately, it wasn’t her who had spoken those words… though she had already been screaming that very sentence in her heart.

“Death! Death, even if she dies, we must exhaust all efforts before she dies!” Old Madam Xie muttered, gripping her walking stick tightly and striking it forcefully against the ground. “If the mountain won’t come to me, I’ll go to the mountain! Come, carry Madam. We’re going after her.”

Marquis Dingxi, the master of the household, was completely ignored as Old Madam Xie and Great Master Xie commanded the servants, creating chaos as they prepared to carry Madam Xie.

“Lord Marquis, disturbing Madam like this, how can this be good…” Concubine Zhou squeezed through the crowd to stand beside Marquis Dingxi, speaking with worried urgency while dabbing at her tears with a handkerchief. “If Madam were to… to breathe her last breath halfway there, or outside… that… that would be so improper!”

Marquis Dingxi stood there in a daze, watching the courtyard full of people in chaos.

Mother…

Why did you have to die earlier than this old lady of the Xie family…

“Lord Marquis.” Concubine Zhou shook his arm. “Qi Yueniang obviously harbors jealousy and resentment toward Madam. She won’t treat her. Otherwise, how could it be such a coincidence that she went out for house calls… If we send her there… and get rejected, wouldn’t that be even more humiliating…”

Marquis Dingxi was shaken back to his senses.

He suddenly jerked his hand away.

“She’s not that kind of person!” he roared.

Concubine Zhou stumbled back several steps, caught off guard, looking at Marquis Dingxi with surprise.

She’s not that kind of person?

Why… why did they all believe she wasn’t that kind of person?!

Why couldn’t she be that kind of person?!

In Sanli Terrace Village, Qi Yue only felt her nose itching. She raised the back of her hand to rub it, and her hand came away covered in blood.

This was the most severe trauma she had witnessed since arriving here.

In the courtyard, the injured person lay on the ground. A plow blade had pierced his thigh, blood flowing like a river. No, this wasn’t even the most serious injury—the most serious was his chest.

A bamboo pole attached to the plow blade had pierced through the injured person’s chest.

The scene was extremely gruesome. The crowd gathered outside the courtyard gate continuously burst into cries.

They were terrified…

“Master, he can’t be saved, he can’t be saved…” Even several disciples couldn’t help but mutter.

“Shut up!” Qi Yue shouted. “When is it your turn to say someone can’t be saved!”

The disciples came to their senses and responded with some shame, continuing to busy themselves.

“Master, it’s no use—he’s lost too much blood,” one disciple called out, his hands and body also stained with blood.

Qi Yue bit her lower lip.

Massive blood loss—without blood replenishment, survival was absolutely impossible!

Blood transfusion! Blood transfusion! Blood transfusion!

She raised her head, her gaze falling on the melon vines in the courtyard.

“Pick pumpkin vines and wash them clean,” she shouted.

The disciples didn’t know what this was for, but in emergencies, following their master had become an instinct ingrained in their bones. One responded and rushed toward the pumpkin vines.

“Family members,” Qi Yue called out again.

The old and young huddled on the ground in the courtyard looked over in panic.

This was a woman with three children ranging from three to ten years old, and another old woman who had already fainted on the ground.

“I need blood. Your children are the most likely to be suitable, so I need their blood,” Qi Yue said.

The woman’s face turned deathly pale. She stretched out her arms to hold the three children tightly, looking at Qi Yue as if she were seeing a demon.

“No, no.” She shook her head and said in a trembling voice.

“No, don’t be afraid. Just a little bit—it won’t harm the children,” Qi Yue hurriedly explained.

The woman still held her children and shook her head with a terrified expression.

“Mine. Use mine,” the unconscious old woman awakened and heard this, crawling toward them. “Use mine. He’s my son. Use mine.”

Time was running out—there was no time left.

Qi Yue stopped trying to reason with the three of them and rushed directly to the old woman, kneeling on the ground for convenience.

“Syringe, infusion bottle,” she called out.

A disciple ran over carrying the medicine box.

Sterilization, needle insertion, blood drawing.

The crowd outside erupted in commotion again. Not just the women and children, but even the men turned pale with fright.

This… this was truly an unprecedented scene.

“The pumpkin vines are ready,” a disciple called from the other side.

Here, Qi Yue had drawn two syringes of blood, but really couldn’t draw any more. The old woman was so shocked that her entire body had stiffened, and Qi Yue was certain that if she continued drawing, the old woman would die of fright.

Previously, they would bring infusion sets for emergencies, but one of their three tubes had already broken, and the remaining two were more often used as drainage tubes and were no longer brought out, creating a crisis for emergency transfusions.

Fortunately, the pumpkin vines were similar in size and thickness to the tubes. She quickly connected the porcelain bottle filled with blood to the vine, attached the syringe needle, and hung it upside down.

This took only a few blinks of an eye, but Qi Yue felt as if she had lived a lifetime.

Blood dripped from the needle.

Qi Yue clenched her fist and let out a shout.

“Master, didn’t you say that mismatched blood types couldn’t be transfused? That it would be fatal?” Zhang Tong asked.

“Nothing is absolute,” Qi Yue said, inserting the needle into the patient’s vein while a disciple brought over a stand to hang the porcelain bottle.

Qi Yue looked up at the porcelain bottle—red could be faintly seen in the pumpkin vine tube.

“The history of blood transfusion… In the first three hundred years after blood transfusion was invented, without blood type compatibility, even without vascular compatibility, many lives were lost. But despite this, it ultimately saved many lives,” she sighed. “So, many times, treating illness is like gambling.”

Three hundred… three hundred years…

How had he never heard of this?

Could it be that Master’s master was truly a godlike figure?

These techniques must come from overseas immortal mountains, where naturally there was no knowledge of spring, summer, autumn, and winter.

Zhang Tong looked up at the blood transfusion device made from pumpkin vines, not knowing what expression to show…

Gods…

Only gods could think of such an incredible method.

Here, the disciples’ emergency anti-shock herbal medicine was also poured in, using needles and moxibustion—in short, all methods were employed. They forcibly pulled this man back from the gates of the King of Hell.

“Can you hear me speaking now?” Qi Yue shouted loudly, extending her hand toward the man. “I’m a doctor. Do you know what happened to you?”

The man’s unfocused eyes looked at her, and his lips moved slightly.

Good, there was a response!

“Listen to me. Don’t be afraid. I’m treating you now, and you’ll definitely get better,” Qi Yue said.

“…Don’t… don’t need to… I’m dying…” the man murmured.

This voice carried out, and everyone around cried out in amazement.

He was really saved! He was really still alive!

Of course, this didn’t mean the man was fine. In fact, he was still lying on his side on the ground, with the bamboo pole piercing through his front and back presenting a horrifying scene.

Qi Yue picked up scissors, supporting the bamboo pole with one hand while cutting the back portion with the other.

“Master, should we also cut the front part?” a disciple asked, already prepared.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“No need,” she said, raising her hand. “Quick, return to Qianjin Hall immediately for emergency chest exploration surgery.”

The disciples responded and began preparing the stretcher.

“No, no…” the woman who had been trembling on the ground suddenly screamed. “You, what are you doing…”

“His condition is very critical. We need to take him back to Qianjin Hall for surgery,” a disciple hurriedly explained.

The woman gasped, staring with wide eyes.

“Here. Here, no, you can’t leave,” she said in a trembling voice.

“This won’t work here—the surgical environment isn’t suitable,” Qi Yue loudly said. “Our Qianjin Hall, don’t worry, saves people.”

The old woman who had fainted from blood drawing woke up again. Hearing this, she crawled over and struck the woman.

“You cursed wretch, you want to watch my son die?” she cried and scolded, kowtowing toward Qi Yue. “Bodhisattva, Bodhisattva, please save my son…”

Qi Yue nodded. They were about to lift the injured person onto the stretcher when the woman stumbled to her feet and lunged forward.

“No, no, you can’t take him away,” she cried out in panic, her voice frantic and her expression somewhat mad.

Seeing her rushing over, the disciples quickly protected the stretcher.

“Don’t move, don’t bump into him…”

“…Watch out for secondary injury!”

“Block her…”

The scene immediately became chaotic.

Had this woman gone mad from excessive grief? Qi Yue was anxious and stepped forward, taking a deep breath to explain to her, but the woman absolutely wouldn’t listen, just repeatedly saying that he couldn’t be taken away and had to stay here.

“Fellow villagers, please help us—we can’t delay any longer!” Qi Yue urgently called out to the surrounding onlookers.

The villagers outside looked at each other, and several women ran out.

“Can’t cause such trouble…”

“…If we delay further, this person will be gone…”

Everyone grabbed the woman and dragged her aside.

The woman struggled.

“He can’t be taken away,” the woman finally broke down crying. “He can’t be taken away, or he’ll have died for nothing…”

What? Everyone was confused by these words, thinking the woman was speaking nonsense from shock, so they didn’t pay attention and dragged her away with much effort.

Here, the disciples called out as they lifted the stretcher, but before they could take a step, there was another commotion outside with people and horses in chaos.

“Doctor, doctor, save us!” Four or five servants and attendants shouted at the top of their lungs.

They shouted all the way here, both to clear the path and to get timely directions.

Old Madam Xie sat outside the cart, striking her walking stick against the cart with a constant knocking sound.

“Shout, shout, shout loudly for me,” she called out hoarsely.

Another person needing rescue?

The crowd gathered outside the farmhouse gate scattered in panic to make way.

Qi Yue and the others were also stunned. Before they could react, they saw four or five people carrying someone rushing in.

“Doctor, doctor,” Imperial Physician Zhou took the lead, running faster than if it were his own mother or son, rushing to Qi Yue’s side. “Quick, save someone, quick save someone.”

He spoke while looking back, then froze, his excitement immediately dissipating.

Madam Xie on the door plank already had an ashen complexion with blue-tinged lips.

He stepped forward and felt for her pulse with one hand while checking her heart with the other.

“It’s over, it’s over, no heartbeat, no saving her, no saving her…” he muttered with a face full of regret. Now he wouldn’t get to see divine techniques.

Old Madam Xie, who had followed closely, went weak in the knees and was supported by Chang Yuncheng. Before she could speak, she saw Qi Yue stride over in a few steps.

“Acute laryngeal obstruction, difficulty breathing!” Qi Yue shouted at a glance, pushing aside the Imperial Physician who was still shaking his head and sighing. She positioned herself in front of Madam Xie, who was still being carried, and pulled Madam Xie’s head back with her hand. “Give me a needle!”

The disciples had already formed a conditioned reflex to her words. Without any consideration, as soon as they heard, someone immediately rushed over with a needle attached to a syringe.

Qi Yue reached out to take it, and without half a moment’s hesitation or pause, she thrust the bright, sharp needle directly into Madam Xie’s exposed throat.

Everyone around let out a piercing scream.

Today’s scenes had been so shocking one after another that finally some women couldn’t bear the stimulation and fainted with rolled-back eyes, while the men watching also started screaming like women.

So terrifying! So terrifying!

Chapter 256: Dilemma
Everyone stopped breathing for an instant, but Madam Xie, who had already stopped breathing, exhaled.

Qi Yue also resumed breathing in that moment.

Her already soaked clothes were drenched with sweat again.

She gasped as she withdrew the syringe, leaving the needle in Madam Xie’s throat. As Madam Xie breathed, the needle trembled, stimulating everyone’s vision.

She was momentarily breathless and couldn’t ask questions when someone grabbed her.

“How did you do that? How did you do that? What is this? How is she alive again?” Imperial Physician Zhou asked in rapid succession.

He had completely forgotten about proper conduct between men and women, grabbing Qi Yue’s arm and shouting excitedly.

This man’s excitement appeared as nervousness in Qi Yue’s eyes.

She noticed that this man was the first to rush to her for help, and now had the strongest reaction. Could this person be… Madam Xie’s father…

“This is cricothyrotomy, used for emergency laryngeal obstruction to help patients resume breathing,” Qi Yue hurriedly explained. After finishing, she realized these people couldn’t possibly know what cricothyrotomy meant, so she added, “Her throat was blocked, so I pierced through here to create an opening, allowing air to flow smoothly without going through the throat, mouth, or nasal cavity…”

Imperial Physician Zhou trembled with excitement.

“Just pierce it and it works?” he asked in a trembling voice.

“Of course not. You have to find the right position and depth—this isn’t random piercing,” Qi Yue said.

“Position…” Imperial Physician Zhou gripped Qi Yue’s hand, about to say more when Chang Yuncheng pushed him away.

Old Madam Xie finally trembled forward.

“Is she, is she, alive?” she asked tremblingly, looking at the needle stuck in Madam Xie’s throat, gleaming coldly in the sunlight.

“This is only temporary relief,” Qi Yue said, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “How did this happen?”

Behind her mask, her eyes were bright and spirited, frank and clear, like the brightest stars in the night sky, instantly giving people peace in the darkness.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“The Imperial Physician said Mother has a foreign object stuck in her throat, causing suffocation,” he said concisely and quickly. “Only by removing the foreign object can she be saved.”

Foreign object suffocation. Qi Yue understood, nodding as she looked at Madam Xie, then at Chang Yuncheng.

“You’re a good family member,” she nodded.

Calm, quick, no nonsense description of the condition, no questions, no unreasonable demands, no panic or grief.

He had always been like this. Qi Yue looked at him and smiled, giving him a thumbs up before turning to examine Madam Xie.

“Cut it open? Are you going to cut it open?”

Imperial Physician Zhou, who had been pushed back, rushed forward again, eyes shining as he shouted.

Who was this person?

Qi Yue finally looked at him, feeling that his expression was more excitement than concern.

The kind of excitement from watching something extraordinary…

“How long has it been stuck?” she asked.

“At least half a month. It should be something that swells easily when soaked, like peanuts, beans, or red dates,” Imperial Physician Zhou answered.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“This is the Imperial Physician I invited,” Chang Yuncheng introduced quietly.

Oh, Imperial Physician? A living Imperial Physician was like this? Cough, cough, an active Imperial Physician…

Qi Yue looked at Imperial Physician Zhou. His age was similar to Old Physician An, but his temperament seemed somewhat… unreliable…

“Quick, cut it! Can’t delay. Where to cut? The chest?” the unreliable Imperial Physician asked excitedly again. From his manner, if there had been a knife in front of him at that moment, he would have handed it to Qi Yue without hesitation.

“It’s not that simple…” Qi Yue frowned.

Before she could say more, the disciples began shouting.

“Master, what about this patient?” they asked urgently.

Right, there was still another patient.

Qi Yue walked over in a few steps.

Imperial Physician Zhou also went over.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, pointing at the injured person pierced through the chest by the bamboo pole, looking shocked. “Wow!”

He was so shocked he could only repeat this word, then rushed over like a wound-up toy train.

“Still alive, still alive, how is he still alive, what is this?” he asked in rapid succession, looking at the porcelain bottle held by a disciple plus pumpkin vine plus empty syringe needle…

However, he was a doctor after all and didn’t reach out to touch anything.

“He’s alive now, but if we don’t rescue him in time, he won’t live much longer,” Qi Yue said.

“Yueniang.” Old Madam Xie saw Qi Yue run away and seemed to lose her last straw, hurriedly calling out and rushing over to grab her. “Save Zhengmei, save Zhengmei!”

Qi Yue was pulled away again.

This, this situation, really…

The disciples were also dumbfounded.

Qi Yue was also anxious and furious.

How the hell was this so unlucky!

She sighed. Two equally critical patients were both in front of her, both needing emergency surgery, both at death’s door.

“Master, we can’t delay any longer!” Zhang Tong shouted.

Indeed, they couldn’t delay. Qi Yue naturally knew this too.

“Save Zhengmei first.” Old Madam Xie grabbed Qi Yue and pulled her toward this side.

This old lady was very strong, and Qi Yue was pulled stumbling over.

“Doctor!” A young woman suddenly rushed out from the crowd, falling to her knees with a thud. “Save my father, save my father.”

Seeing this young woman, the injured man’s wife, who had been held aside by several women, seemed to find her backbone and began crying loudly again.

“Doctor, we lowly people aren’t worth money, Doctor, we lowly people aren’t worth money, but when one person collapses, the whole family collapses. Please have mercy on our family with old people above and young children below. If Father is gone, there’s no way to go on…” the young girl cried, kowtowing repeatedly.

Seeing her like this, the woman cried even harder. The three children were completely at a loss, and seeing everyone crying, they also started crying. The old woman was already crying and stopped talking, just kowtowing to Qi Yue.

Here, children, old people, and women were crying and kowtowing, creating an extremely tragic scene that moved all the onlookers to tears.

Qi Yue looked at this side, unable to move her feet.

“They asked for the doctor first!” someone in the crowd shouted with righteous indignation.

When someone spoke up, more people began to speak.

“That’s right, Old Langtou’s family asked for the doctor first!”

“Why should you be seen first!”

At first, people were still afraid of the powerful and wealthy, but as more and more people spoke up, strength came in numbers, and the voices grew louder.

The atmosphere became even more tense.

Not only were there two critical patients, but it looked like there would be a riot.

The disciples were almost ready to faint. What was happening today… what was going on!

They all looked at Qi Yue.

What to do? Save which one?

To save one meant abandoning the other…

Master, what to do?

Qi Yue looked left and right. Here, Old Madam Xie held on tightly and wouldn’t let go. There, women, children, and old people kowtowed until their heads were bleeding. Here, Madam Xie’s breathing was labored and about to stop. There, the chest-pierced patient’s organs were failing.

Heaven, you really favor me! Even in modern times, these would be conditions that could keep an entire hospital busy, and they’re all dumped on me alone!

“Qi Yueniang, what do you want? I’ll give my life for Zhengmei, all right? Please save her. I’ve already watched one daughter die with my own eyes—I can’t watch another one die! I’ll give you whatever you want! Money, people! People!” Old Madam Xie shouted. At this point, she looked back in panic, saw Chang Yuncheng standing beside her, grabbed him and pushed him in front of Qi Yue. “Take him, he’s yours.”

Qi Yue felt like laughing, but this certainly wasn’t the time for laughter.

Chang Yuncheng, pushed in front of her, looked at her.

“Qi Yueniang,” he said word by word, “you know what you should do.”

Qi Yue looked at him. Yes, I know what I should do!

She nodded and raised both hands high.

“Now, there’s no time to transport the injured back to Qianjin Hall, so I’m going to perform two surgeries here,” she turned around and said loudly to the disciples of Qianjin Hall.

Here! Two surgeries!

The disciples were all stunned. In fact, they had been stunned for a while. Qi Yue’s words actually shocked them back to their senses.

Imperial Physician Zhou was also stunned, but his expression wasn’t shock—it was excitement!

“Good, good!” he shouted loudly.

This voice, filled with the joy of watching a spectacle, was particularly jarring in this scene.

“You.” Qi Yue looked at him and shouted.

Imperial Physician Zhou looked at her and also saw many angry glares from the scene, but he didn’t care at all.

“You go take care of this injured person now,” Qi Yue said to him, then ignored him. “How much disinfectant do we have left?”

At least say ‘please’! This was the first time since becoming a master that he had been ordered around like this.

Imperial Physician Zhou pursed his lips and turned to go to the man.

“Golden needles,” he said, extending his hand.

The disciples had already placed the injured person back on the ground and immediately handed him golden needles upon hearing this.

Here, Qi Yue asked her question, and immediately a disciple turned to check the emergency kit they had brought.

“Master, four bottles left!” the disciple shouted.

“Go find liquor! Find quicklime!” Qi Yue said.

The disciple who had just answered immediately responded, rushing toward the crowd and loudly asking for what Qi Yue needed.

“My house has some!” a man shouted.

Then other people also shouted.

The disciple followed them.

“Have your people return to Qianjin Hall in the city, quickly send people, medicine, and all supplies here,” Qi Yue shouted to Chang Yuncheng.

“I’ll go,” he said, turning to leave.

“Don’t go!” Qi Yue instinctively called out, reaching out to grab his arm.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even ask questions and immediately stopped.

“Take my horse and go quickly,” he shouted to a servant.

The servant responded and ran out.

Qi Yue began directing the clearing of the area.

“Do we… do we have to go out too?” the patient’s family member, the young woman, asked.

“Yes, during surgery, family members shouldn’t be present because it will affect the surgery,” Qi Yue said.

The young woman’s gaze swept back and forth between the two injured people.

“Then, if you drive us out, how do we know whether you’re saving my father or someone else?” she said through gritted teeth.

Right, this comment made the villagers who were about to leave in confusion stop again.

Right, if everyone was driven out, wouldn’t you have the final say on everything?

Moreover…

Everyone’s gaze looked toward Old Madam Xie and the others who were also retreating.

Dressed luxuriously, even in such a tense moment, they still maintained extraordinary bearing, clearly from wealthy and powerful families.

Then they looked at this side—the man and his family, with broken house and tattered clothes, the kind of people who would be grateful just to have a broken mat to wrap their bodies when they died.

Heaven and earth, the difference between humans and insects.

Whose life was precious and whose was lowly could be seen at a glance.

Naturally, in this world, precious lives were valuable, and precious lives were not to be offended.

They didn’t believe that at this moment, facing these two lives with such contrasting circumstances, the lowly life would be treated equally!

“We’re not going out—we want to watch.”

The villagers all started shouting.

What the hell was this! Qi Yue was furious.

The more chaotic it got, the more chaotic it became! This was exactly the situation being described right now!

Chapter 257: Single-Minded
Qi Yue gritted her teeth and was about to speak when Chang Yuncheng had already stepped forward.

“All of you, get out!” he shouted sternly while drawing the sword from a nearby guard’s waist.

As he drew his blade, the guards beside him also stepped forward and drew their swords.

Under the sunlight, the neat row of blades flashed with cold light.

“Clear the area! Those who refuse to comply will be treated as unruly citizens!” Chang Yuncheng looked at the common people crowding in the courtyard and slowly shouted in a deep voice.

Unruly citizens! That meant they could be killed without mercy!

The people’s faces turned pale with fear.

Finally, everyone retreated.

“You’re insane!” Qi Yue shouted in shock, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “Do you know what you’re doing! What if…”

No explanations, no guarantees, no gentle or reasonable words—just drawing swords and harshly driving away these people full of doubts. If the treatment succeeded, everything would be fine, but if it failed, the consequences were unimaginable!

“That’s my business,” Chang Yuncheng interrupted her, turning his back to her and looking toward the gate. “You do what you need to do. Everything else has nothing to do with you.”

“The Prince is doing this for his mother too—his filial piety is understandable,” Imperial Physician Zhou said while busy, though his main purpose was to remind Qi Yue to hurry with the surgery. If the person died, there would be no surgery to watch…

Was he only doing this for his mother? Of course not…

Qi Yue looked at the man’s back with a complex expression.

“Now preparing emergency thoracic surgery with the goal of removing foreign objects and repairing damage,” she turned to look at several disciples. “First step: general anesthesia. Liu Jiang, from now on you’re responsible for anesthesia.”

The disciple called Liu Jiang was around thirty years old, covered in blood on his hands and body. Hearing this, his whole body trembled, but he straightened his chest and responded loudly, then turned to take out all the anesthetics from the medicine box.

“Now we need to prepare charcoal fire and pick pumpkin vines to wash and prepare!” Qi Yue said.

Other disciples responded and went to do so. The charcoal fire was also self-prepared, considering various emergency situations. As improvements were made, the emergency cart was almost becoming a mobile operating room, except for the lack of a simple room structure.

“Now performing tracheotomy surgery with the goal of removing foreign objects from the trachea,” Qi Yue said again, pointing to several disciples. “You, you, you will be my assistants. Although you haven’t been in surgery before, you’ve watched every time. Now, you are A’Ru. You are Zhang Tong.”

She was naturally referring to each person’s position. Saying this, she looked at Zhang Tong.

“Senior Brother, from now on, you are in Xiao Guan’s position,” she said.

First assistant! First assistant!

Zhang Tong responded affirmatively.

“Change clothes, disinfect!” he shouted.

Imperial Physician Zhou watched as the disciples efficiently stepped aside, removing their contaminated gowns, hats, head covers, and gloves all together and piling them up. Immediately, one disciple held a porcelain bottle and sprayed these people. Another disciple took out a stack of yellowed, medicine-scented cloth and distributed it. Everyone wiped their hands up to their elbows.

Imperial Physician Zhou watched without blinking. He simply walked over and extended his hands.

“I want some too,” he said.

The disciple said nothing more and efficiently sprayed him and threw him a cloth, except there was no gown for him, because they needed to change clothes for the two surgeries, so they couldn’t waste any on unrelated people.

During this time, the disciples who had fetched lime and strong liquor had already begun disinfecting the area in the courtyard.

“Why do all this?” Imperial Physician Zhou asked loudly.

But no one answered him.

Here, the patient with the bamboo pole through his chest was being anesthetized, while Qi Yue had already knelt on the ground facing Madam Xie to begin surgery.

Fortunately, she was used to carrying her own medicine box, whether for consultations or emergency calls, otherwise she wouldn’t be able to perform surgery.

Disinfection, local anesthesia, taking the scalpel.

She cut…

Imperial Physician Zhou felt goosebumps all over his body, his temples throbbing with excitement.

She cut!

He shouted wildly in his heart—the neck! That’s the neck!

“Hook retraction and lateral traction,” Qi Yue said, reminding the somewhat stiff Zhang Tong.

“Yes,” Zhang Tong said with a trembling voice. He was naturally also kneeling on the ground, recalling Coffin Boy’s movements, using two iron pieces to reach toward the incision.

But he ultimately couldn’t control his shaking and bumped into Qi Yue’s knife performing blunt dissection.

Qi Yue’s instinct was to raise her hand and heavily knock Zhang Tong’s hand away.

This was what a lead surgeon would do without hesitation in an operating room, along with a warning.

She forcibly restrained herself, saying nothing, and freed the hand that was palpating the trachea to properly perform traction.

Zhang Tong’s face flushed red, both ashamed and nervous as he pulled properly.

“This—this is the trachea!!” Imperial Physician Zhou couldn’t help but shout from the side, pointing at the trachea exposed by Qi Yue’s cutting and separation.

The trachea! Look! A living person’s trachea!

He almost wanted to scream and shout!

Qi Yue picked up heated iron chopsticks from the charcoal fire for hemostasis.

Imperial Physician Zhou shouted again.

A living person! A living person! Help!

Fortunately, only he was shouting. Qi Yue and her disciples were all busy with their tasks, as if they neither heard nor saw.

A hand covered Imperial Physician Zhou’s mouth.

“You, get out too,” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice.

Imperial Physician Zhou finally understood why this place needed to be cleared. Even he, a physician, was losing his composure like this—if those common people, those blood relatives had seen…

It would have been absolute chaos!

“I won’t move…” he said to Chang Yuncheng with muffled speech.

Chang Yuncheng released his hand.

“I won’t speak anymore,” Imperial Physician Zhou expressed clearly, and even covered his own mouth with his hand.

Seeing the trachea, Qi Yue stopped the hand holding the knife.

She looked down at the surgical instruments placed beside her.

No tracheal retractor…

These forceps might not be sufficient either…

“Do you know approximately where it’s stuck?” she turned to ask.

Imperial Physician Zhou, who had been covering his mouth, quickly lowered his hand and nodded without the slightest hesitation.

“Here,” he also knelt down, extending his hand to point at Madam Xie’s throat.

Haha, haha, I touched the exposed trachea! And it’s still moving!

Did he have X-ray vision? How could he be so certain?

But there was no other option.

Qi Yue didn’t hesitate. With one hand holding open the trachea and the other taking the knife, she cut open the tracheal ring and picked up forceps to insert them.

Everyone held their breath, staring intently at Qi Yue’s hand.

Qi Yue’s hand slowly stopped, then slowly withdrew.

“Ha!” Imperial Physician Zhou couldn’t help but shout again.

Fortunately, it was Qi Yue holding the forceps—didn’t you see Zhang Tong beside her was startled by this shout and nearly dropped the retractor?

The forceps were gripping a small piece of swollen matter.

“It really is a date!” Imperial Physician Zhou said, this time lowering his voice.

Qi Yue inserted again, but this time found nothing.

“Adjust body position, lower the head more,” she said.

Zhang Tong and several other disciples carefully supported Madam Xie, allowing Qi Yue to slowly lower Madam Xie’s head further, while she herself had to bend even lower while kneeling on the ground.

Bit by bit, the soaked and deteriorated dates were gradually extracted.

“How much longer until the anesthesia takes effect?” she asked loudly.

The disciples standing around the injured patient waiting for surgery immediately answered.

“Also, Master, we’re almost out of blood!” he shouted.

Sweat densely covered Qi Yue’s forehead and continuously flowed down.

Chang Yuncheng reached out with a handkerchief to wipe it away for her.

“Go ask that family for more blood,” Qi Yue said.

A disciple responded and ran toward the gate.

Here, Qi Yue finally extracted the last piece and looked at Madam Xie’s complexion.

Once the airway was clear, blood oxygen saturation immediately recovered.

“Keep still,” Qi Yue said, putting down the knife and forceps and standing up.

After kneeling for so long, her body was numb, and she stumbled when suddenly standing up.

Everyone was frightened and cried out. Chang Yuncheng reached out to support her.

Qi Yue steadied herself with his help.

“What do you need?” Chang Yuncheng asked urgently.

“To draw blood—they don’t know how,” Qi Yue said, supporting herself on Chang Yuncheng as she walked toward the other patient.

“Teacher, they… no one will give blood,” the disciple who had run outside came back with a nervous expression and shouted.

What?

“I’ll go…” Chang Yuncheng immediately started to walk outside.

Qi Yue pulled him back.

“There’s no time for explanations back and forth,” she said, already pulling off her gloves and starting to roll up her sleeves. “Give me a needle.”

The disciple, not knowing what to do, handed her the syringe.

Qi Yue crouched down, took some cotton from nearby to wipe her arm, and inserted the needle.

Amid everyone’s shocked cries, blood was drawn out.

“Qi Yueniang!” Chang Yuncheng’s body trembled as he called her name through gritted teeth, looking at her with reddening eyes.

“Here,” Qi Yue drew two tubes in succession before pulling out the needle. A disciple had long forgotten about propriety between men and women and immediately pressed disinfected cotton to the spot.

Qi Yue handed the needle to the trembling disciple.

The disciple was almost in tears, taking it with shaking hands.

Qi Yue had already turned and knelt again beside Madam Xie.

“Disinfect the syringe immediately after use and bring it to me,” she said, efficiently disinfecting and putting on new gloves.

The syringe was quickly brought over. Qi Yue put down what she was holding, picked up scissors, looked at the syringe, pulled out the inner tube, removed the needle, and forcefully cut it off.

“Master!” the disciples cried out.

“What is Master doing!” Zhang Tong also shouted, eyes wide.

No one understood the significance of this syringe better than they did! There were only three in the world!

Qi Yue ignored them and quickly cut the syringe.

“This will have to do—better than pumpkin vines anyway,” she muttered to herself, threading the needle through both sides with thicker cotton string to create a tracheal cannula.

Next, she completed suturing, packing, and drainage in quick succession.

“Done. Pay attention to observation,” Qi Yue said, standing up.

Looking at Madam Xie, whose breathing had obviously returned to normal, Imperial Physician Zhou knelt on the ground and felt her pulse, then made a sound as if he were about to cry.

How is this possible… how is this possible…

How did she… just… come back to life…

“Now performing emergency thoracotomy surgery.”

Qi Yue’s voice came from the other side.

Thoracotomy… My God, was he dreaming? So… so fascinating…

Imperial Physician Zhou seemed to be crying and laughing at the same time as he struggled to stand up. Whether from over-excitement or something else, it took him three or four attempts to get up, and he stumbled over.

Right posterior lateral incision, entering the right chest through the fifth intercostal space, the bamboo pole pulled out and thrown aside…

Imperial Physician Zhou knelt on the ground watching the terrifying scene before him, watching that woman’s flying needle and thread, knives and scissors dancing together, watching her direct the disciples to lift surgical drapes and pass medicine as she commanded.

“…Right middle lobe shattered beyond repair, removal required.”

“…Saline solution…”

“…Check for air leakage in lung lobes…”

“…Two drainage tubes…”

Imperial Physician Zhou sat collapsed on the ground, staring at the scene before him. He seemed to have forgotten how to blink, his mind completely blank…

Where on earth did this come from…

This must be what the ancient medical texts described—divine physicians performing abdominal surgery and skull drilling…

Commotion came from outside the gate—hoofbeats, cart wheels, people shouting.

But people didn’t rush in. Instead, there were scattered sounds of disinfection.

“Master, Master, they’re here!” Zhang Tong, who had been dutifully guarding Madam Xie, shouted, his voice almost tearful.

Chang Yuncheng’s guards stepped aside from the gate, and Liu Pucheng, A’Ru, and a group of disciples rushed in. They were all already wearing gowns, hats, and masks, with gloved hands held in front of them.

Seeing them, the busy disciples on scene couldn’t help but want to cry.

Thank heavens, they were so frightened…

More people, medicine, and surgical equipment made the scene more stable.

A large surgical drape was erected to form a crude temporary ward, and more disinfectant and sterilizing solutions began to be sprayed.

The contaminated items they had changed out of were also taken away by designated people to be burned.

Liu Pucheng and the others looked at these two patients with expressions no better than Imperial Physician Zhou’s.

Two patients—one with throat injury, one with a bamboo pole through the chest…

My heavens…

What had happened here…

Here, Qi Yue closed the chest cavity and completed the last suture.

When the words “surgery complete” were spoken, cheers couldn’t help but ring out in the courtyard.

Because the entire surgery was completed while half-kneeling or simply kneeling on the ground, Qi Yue could no longer stand up.

A’Ru supported her while holding back tears. Qi Yue had just barely managed to stand when the disciple monitoring the patient let out a shocked cry.

“Master, bleeding!” he shouted.

“With such a serious injury, what’s strange about bleeding?” Imperial Physician Zhou couldn’t help but say.

Liu Pucheng also came over. Seeing the bleeding was from the man’s initial thigh wound, he pressed down on it.

“The wound is large—let’s suture it again,” he said.

“No need,” Qi Yue’s voice sounded.

This made everyone pause and look up at her, only to see Qi Yue’s face was pale, her gaze staring directly at the patient.

“It’s not poor suturing…” she murmured, “it’s hemolytic reaction…”

So…

She didn’t always have good luck…

Qi Yue let her head drop in dejection.

She wasn’t a deity—how could she possibly cure every illness…

Chapter 258: Incurable
Liu Pucheng reached out to close the patient’s eyes.

“But he was clearly going to live—how did he suddenly fail again?” Imperial Physician Zhou asked in confusion, still examining the deceased by circling around him.

During Qi Yue’s surgery, he had been earnestly and excitedly observing the patient’s reactions, pulse, and heartbeat, so he was very clear and certain about the deceased’s condition.

He had clearly escaped from death’s door—how did he suddenly… and so quickly too? He didn’t even have time to attempt rescue, though of course he wouldn’t have known how to rescue anyway.

This was the first time he had encountered such a situation… today many situations were his first time encountering them.

He had thought there were no more cases in the world that could surprise or interest him, but it turned out… indeed the saying “learning has no limits” was reasonable.

“Is this what you meant by blood can’t be transfused carelessly? That carelessly transfusing blood not only fails to save people but can kill them?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Here, Qi Yue nodded, her face pale, showing signs of exhaustion. A’Ru carefully supported her.

“Don’t be sad—we did our best,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue said nothing, obviously in a bad mood.

“Sad about what?” Imperial Physician Zhou heard this and frowned. “He was going to die from the start. That he lived until now is truly incredible.”

Although he said this, the atmosphere in the courtyard was still somewhat dejected.

Since having Qi Yue, they had become accustomed to bringing people back from the dead, seeming to forget that illnesses were unpredictable and life and death uncertain.

Qi Yue raised her head and regained her composure.

“Alright, alright, this one is already like this. Let’s focus on the other person. Send the post-surgery patient back to Qianjin Hall for intensive care,” she said, taking a deep breath.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“I’ll go notify the deceased’s family,” Qi Yue said again.

Hearing this, disciples hurried forward.

“Master, let us handle these matters…” they said.

Liu Pucheng stopped them, shaking his head.

“One must overcome their own obstacles themselves,” he said in a low voice.

Imperial Physician Zhou had finished examining the corpse and was somewhat disappointed.

“Why are you all acting like this? This person was already beyond saving—it’s not like you killed him,” he said with a frown. “Why do you all look like this?”

“We’re not doing this for the patient. We all know about fate determining life and death, and doing our human best while leaving the rest to heaven. It’s just…” Liu Pucheng said, turning to look at Imperial Physician Zhou, then suddenly pausing. “Eh? You… you’re Senior Zhou?”

Imperial Physician Zhou also paused.

The scene had been tense earlier, with everyone busy with their own tasks, so no one had paid attention to who was present.

“You’re Little Liu,” he said in surprise.

Liu Pucheng hurriedly bowed to him. Though they were similar in age, seniority mattered.

“So you’re here. I thought you had gone traveling the world,” Imperial Physician Zhou said with a smile, reaching out to pat him.

However, this wasn’t the time for reminiscing. Imperial Physician Zhou pressed on about what “it’s just” meant.

“It’s just that Qi Niang-zi probably isn’t used to it,” Liu Pucheng said. Though he didn’t know about before, in the time he had known her, Qi Yue had never failed.

“Not used to it? Not used to birth, aging, sickness, and death? Then what kind of doctor is she! Does she think she’s a deity?” Imperial Physician Zhou said with a disbelieving frown.

Though with such skills, she wasn’t far from being a deity…

Qi Yue had already walked outside. Beside her, in addition to A’Ru, Chang Yuncheng had also come over.

Seeing her come out, the crowd gathered outside immediately surrounded her.

“How is it?” Old Madam Xie was the first to rush over and ask.

“The surgery was very successful. The dates stuck in her throat have been removed,” Qi Yue told her. “As long as she gets through the post-operative danger period, she should be fine.”

Old Madam Xie let out a wail and collapsed into the arms of her maids and servants.

If everyone hadn’t clearly heard Qi Yue’s words, they would have thought it was bad news.

“Then, what about my father?” The young girl stepped forward, asking with a nervous expression and anxious demeanor.

Qi Yue looked at her and bowed her head.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Your father lost too much blood. I couldn’t find a suitable blood type. The final transfusion caused a hemolytic reaction, so…”

The young girl couldn’t understand these words at all.

“Just tell me what happened!” she said urgently.

“He died,” Qi Yue said, raising her head to look at her. “Excessive blood loss beyond saving.”

The surroundings fell quiet, with only the sound of torches burning in the night wind.

“Dead?” the young girl murmured, looking at Qi Yue as if she couldn’t believe it. “Dead?”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Dead,” she said, bowing her head again. “I’m sorry.”

Dead! The corners of the young girl’s mouth twitched, showing a trace of a smile that looked particularly eerie.

She suddenly turned around.

“Mother, Grandmother, Father is dead,” she shouted, her voice trembling, seeming to laugh.

Over there, hearing someone lived produced wails; here, hearing someone died produced laughter.

It was truly a stark and eerie contrast.

The several people huddled together were suddenly stunned.

“Dead, dead,” the woman repeated dully, making cackling sounds in her throat. “Dead, finally dead!”

Finally?

This woman must be going mad from excessive grief.

The young girl was the first to let out a howling cry, interrupting the woman’s words. The other children and the old woman immediately started crying too, and the family rushed into the courtyard.

This time no one stopped them, and the neighbors followed them in.

The bloody smell in the courtyard, along with the strong medicinal odor and the obviously tidied scene, made everyone somewhat timid yet curious.

The man lay flat on a stretcher, covered with white cloth. The family rushed over to pull it away, seeing his body still bloody but neatly arranged.

“Where’s the bamboo pole?” everyone asked, looking around.

“The bamboo pole was removed. The thoracic surgery was successful, but due to excessive blood loss from the thigh wound, he ultimately…” Qi Yue said.

The family members had already surrounded the man, crying loudly.

“You, you, you didn’t treat my father, did you?” The girl suddenly raised her head, looking at Qi Yue and shouting loudly.

“How could I not have treated him?” Qi Yue shook her head. “I performed thoracic surgery on him, removed the bamboo pole, and sutured the damaged organs…”

“But my father still died!” the girl interrupted, screaming shrilly.

“That was because of blood loss…” Qi Yue answered.

Before she could finish, she was interrupted again.

“Then why didn’t she die?” the girl pointed at Madam Xie being lifted onto a cart and screamed shrilly.

“This is completely different—the symptoms are different,” Qi Yue said.

But the girl didn’t listen at all and stood up to rush over.

“Why didn’t she die? Why didn’t she die? Because she’s more noble than us? Because we’re lowly so we deserve to die? You didn’t treat my father! You didn’t treat my father at all!” she screamed shrilly.

However, she didn’t actually reach Qi Yue. Chang Yuncheng stepped forward, blocking her.

“Get lost!” he shouted. “Destined to die by fate—should we blame the doctor?”

He kicked away the person rushing over.

“Oh dear, you,” Qi Yue grabbed his arm urgently. “You’re escalating the conflict—stop making trouble!”

The girl fell to the ground. Looking at the mountain-like dark-faced man, she didn’t dare approach no matter what.

She sat on the ground crying loudly.

“Heavens, our lives are cheap and we deserve to die! Deserve to die!” she beat her chest and shouted.

The neighbors and townspeople in the courtyard looked at Chang Yuncheng with eyes full of fear and indignation.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing and didn’t even look at these people. He grabbed Qi Yue’s hand and turned to leave.

Qi Yue still wanted to explain, but couldn’t break free from Chang Yuncheng and was dragged away.

The disciples packed up their things, bowed to this side, and all got on the cart.

Though the neighbors looked angry, no one dared stand up to stop them.

That statement was right—their lives were cheap, and naturally cheap lives didn’t count as human! What could they do!

“Why won’t you change this temperament of yours? Would speaking nicely kill you? Not speaking nicely really can kill people!” Qi Yue said, forcefully pulling back her hand.

“Do you think if you speak nicely now they’ll listen?” Chang Yuncheng said, turning to look at her. “They now only believe what they see and what they want to believe. Whatever you say is useless.”

“But you can’t act like this! Acting this way only makes them more convinced that you’re using power to suppress people!” Qi Yue said.

A trace of a smile appeared at the corner of Chang Yuncheng’s mouth.

“So what?” he said.

Yes, so what? Qi Yue paused. Initially, this boy had also not considered Yuan Bao human, slashing his arm with a knife.

“You…” she frowned, wanting to say something but not knowing what to say.

Chang Yuncheng turned his head and strode away.

Qi Yue watched his retreating figure with some anxiety, frowning.

“Master, please get on the cart,” a disciple requested from behind.

Qi Yue turned back to glance at the courtyard. The torches had been taken away by Chang Yuncheng’s guards, and the courtyard was swallowed by darkness. Crying sounds came from within, particularly chilling in the night.

Failed…

She turned and got on the cart.

Failed!

Qi Yue suddenly sat up and found herself in her own office, with dim light outside.

She immediately got out of bed and walked outside. The courtyard didn’t have the usual morning quiet. There were early-rising patients, disciples changing shifts, and patient families chatting in the courtyard. That platform that had once belonged exclusively to Qi Yue had also been taken over—it was the families’ favorite place to chat.

Because of the emergency patient Madam Xie, Qianjin Hall had to clear out a room, and naturally, it was Chang Yuncheng who handled this matter.

Those patients could have been discharged already, but they just wouldn’t leave. When had they changed from worrying about having no one to admit to worrying about people refusing to be discharged?

At this moment, those chatting families were discussing Madam Xie.

“…I saw it… inside the neck…”

“Surgery inside the neck? Can you still live after cutting open the neck?”

“…Nonsense, with Qi Niang-zi here, even if the heart were removed you could still live. What’s cutting the neck…”

Hearing this, Qi Yue smiled bitterly and sighed. Qi Niang-zi wasn’t omnipotent either…

“Master,” a disciple saw her and hurriedly bowed and called out.

Everyone in the courtyard looked over and greeted her warmly and respectfully.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded to each one, then walked into Madam Xie’s room.

A’Ru was checking the blood pressure gauge. Chang Yuncheng and Old Madam Xie were both inside. Because it was said to be intensive care, those maids and servants weren’t allowed to come. Originally, these two were also supposed to go back, but naturally that was impossible to convince them of.

“Doctor Liu went to prepare medicine,” A’Ru said. “Why didn’t you sleep a little longer?”

How could she sleep…

Qi Yue smiled.

“I slept quite well and am not tired anymore,” she said, walking to Madam Xie’s bedside.

“No bleeding, temperature slightly elevated,” A’Ru hurriedly reported.

Qi Yue nodded, looking at Madam Xie who was still unconscious with her eyes closed, though this was no longer the kind of shock near death.

“You go rest. I’ll watch over her,” she said.

A’Ru nodded and left without ceremony.

Everyone had become accustomed to this shift system, no longer being overly formal about master-servant or teacher-student relationships, but following the principle that good rest enables better work.

“Yueniang, is she really… going to be alright?” Old Madam Xie asked, looking at Qi Yue.

She had asked this question many times since last night.

Qi Yue used cotton cloth to examine the incision site.

“I…” she began, hesitating slightly, “can only say I’ll do my best.”

Old Madam Xie made an “oh” sound and continued looking worried. Chang Yuncheng glanced at Qi Yue.

News of Madam Xie naturally traveled back to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion. Imperial Physician Zhou, satisfied with the spectacle, had no place to sleep at Qianjin Hall, so he still returned to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion to rest last night.

At this time, seeing that the people who heard the news had no particular reaction, he couldn’t help but find it very strange.

“Hey, she’s been cured! Your madam was about to die, and she cured her,” he couldn’t help but grab a servant to emphasize the significance of this event. “She was really dead at the time, no breath…”

The servant’s reaction to him was very disdainful.

“That’s natural,” the servant said. “Our young madam is a divine physician, of course she can bring people back to life. What’s strange about that?”

Imperial Physician Zhou’s face twitched from what was said.

What’s strange about that?

Your reaction is what’s strange!

Where does this certainty come from! This is treating illness! Life-and-death critical illness! Not something as simple as eating!

Chapter 259: Amusing
Learning that Madam Xie had successfully undergone surgery and was admitted to Qianjin Hall, a large group of people from the Marquis Dingxi’s residence came surging toward Qianjin Hall in droves.

Marquis Dingxi even specially changed into new clothes.

“Marquis, you can finally rest easy now…” the steward sighed with relief by his side.

“Yes, yes.” Marquis Dingxi nodded repeatedly, his face full of excitement and comfort, “I knew Yueniang still had our family in her heart.”

The steward twitched the corner of his mouth.

“Marquis, I was talking about Madam being fine,” he said.

Marquis Dingxi’s hands stopped adjusting his clothes.

“Of course, that’s what I meant too,” he said, “If Yueniang didn’t have us in her heart, how could she have cured her? Such a great grudge too.”

These were completely different matters. The steward was speechless. The young madam had cured countless people – did that mean she had feelings for all of them?

The young madam was a physician, and physicians naturally took saving lives and healing the wounded as their duty.

The young madam was not that kind of person!

However, forget it. Better not to discourage the Marquis. It wasn’t easy to have face and an opportunity to go to Qianjin Hall. If he scared him and the Marquis didn’t dare go again, there would be even less chance.

Chance? The steward paused himself. What chance was he thinking about?

Could there still be a chance to be a family?

As the words “one family” flashed through his mind, the steward felt somewhat bitter. Actually, even now, they still unconsciously regarded Qi Yueniang as the young madam, as family.

It was just… just in their hearts. In reality, this chance was already… impossible.

He looked at Marquis Dingxi, who was as happy as if some great joy had occurred, and finally sighed without saying anything.

Marquis, from the day the young madam stepped out of the mansion’s gates, everything became irreversible.

The group from Marquis Dingxi’s residence surged toward Qianjin Hall, blocking the entire street, but they had no chance to block Qianjin Hall.

“What are you doing?” The disciples at the entrance stopped the dark mass of people trying to enter. Though facing people dressed in luxurious, eye-blindingly bright clothing, those wearing the same azure robes showed no fear whatsoever. “What do you want with so many people?”

“Young brother, we’re here to visit,” the steward hurried forward to say.

“We’re from Marquis Dingxi’s residence,” Marquis Dingxi said, while majestically straightening his posture.

“The patient from Marquis Dingxi’s residence is in intensive care and cannot receive visitors,” the disciples replied, showing no intention of yielding.

Marquis Dingxi and the others were stunned.

“Young brother, we’re family,” Marquis Dingxi coughed and said.

“What family?” the disciple frowned.

“Didn’t I say? From Marquis Dingxi’s residence,” Marquis Dingxi frowned, very dissatisfied with this disciple who had no sense.

How could business be good this way? Yueniang, being a woman, really couldn’t manage it all.

“So what?” The disciple was also getting anxious. They were blocking the street, and other patients couldn’t get in! “Go away, go away. I told you intensive care doesn’t allow so many people to visit. Someone from your family is already there for care. The rest of you wait a few more days.”

Marquis Dingxi was unwilling to let go of this opportunity to repair relations with Qi Yue.

“Go on, go on. What’s all this fuss? Really have no sense,” he said irritably, raising his hand to push the disciple aside and walk in.

With him taking the lead, the others were unwilling to fall behind and hurried to follow, all surging inside at once.

“What are you doing!”

An impatient female voice came from inside.

The surging crowd stopped and saw Qi Yue walking out.

“Yueniang,” Marquis Dingxi hurried to say, “You’ve really worked hard. I came to see…”

“No visiting is allowed right now. Old Madam Xie and the Prince are both inside. Either you switch to two people going in,” Qi Yue said.

Switch? Those two inside definitely wouldn’t agree.

Seeing that Marquis Dingxi still wanted to say something.

“If you don’t leave, I’ll have someone carry your madam out, and you can all leave together,” Qi Yue said.

Was this something family would say?

This wasn’t something family would do either.

But everyone standing outside knew that this woman really could do such a thing…

“I, I’ll go in.”

An old man squeezed forward from behind.

“I’m not from Marquis Dingxi’s residence…” he called out.

Qi Yue looked at this Imperial Physician Zhou and had no choice but to let him in.

The area outside Qianjin Hall instantly returned to quiet, and the street flowed smoothly again.

“Master?” a disciple called softly.

Qi Yue, who was still standing at the door looking outside in a daze, came back to her senses.

She made an “oh” sound and turned to go inside.

Outside was quiet, but the courtyard was lively again.

“Hey, don’t move around randomly, okay?”

“This old gentleman, you can’t enter here…”

Imperial Physician Zhou wandered around the courtyard, looking east and west, curious about everything. Last night it was dark, and with all the chaos of attending to Madam Xie, he hadn’t noticed Qianjin Hall’s setup. Today he had originally come to ask Qi Yue about those miraculous techniques, but as soon as he reached the back courtyard, he couldn’t take it all in.

Unfortunately, these disciples were all very vigilant – this couldn’t be touched, that couldn’t be entered, and no one would answer his questions.

“Young lady, come here,” Imperial Physician Zhou saw Qi Yue and hurried to wave her over, pointing to the room hung with the three characters “Disinfection Room” and asking, “What is this for?”

Qi Yue glanced at him.

“For disinfection,” she said.

This was like saying nothing.

Imperial Physician Zhou looked at the characters on the door.

“I can read,” he said, “What does this ‘disinfection’ mean?”

Qi Yue looked at him and opened her mouth.

“Sorry, I’m not feeling energetic today and don’t really want to talk,” she said, while calling to a nearby disciple, “You explain the meaning of disinfection to this Imperial Physician.”

The disciple responded yes. This knowledge was all memorized by heart, and he stood beside Imperial Physician Zhou.

Imperial Physician Zhou glanced at this disciple, who was holding a basket of medicine, obviously a herb-gathering laborer, not even counting as an apprentice. What could he know!

“Not energetic? What do you mean not energetic?” he frowned.

It was just not wanting to talk – trade secrets, right? When it came to medical techniques, physicians were all like guarding against thieves.

“Master performed two surgeries yesterday and also took care of patients. She’s tired,” the disciple defended his master, saying with displeasure, while efficiently explaining what disinfection meant.

Imperial Physician Zhou initially didn’t take it seriously, but listening to the laborer speak so knowledgeably, he had obviously been taught.

This Qianjin Hall – even the laborers were this capable…

Qi Yue had already entered the room, but she wasn’t resting or reading. Instead, she sat at the table staring at a book in a daze.

“That man’s death has nothing to do with you.”

Chang Yuncheng’s voice sounded outside the door.

Qi Yue came back to her senses and looked over, seeing him standing there at some unknown time.

“Has your mother woken up?” she asked, not responding to his words as if she hadn’t heard.

“She’s awake. Doctor Liu is administering medicine,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue nodded and stood up.

“Good. I’ll go take a look. Without anesthesia, she must be in great pain,” she said.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng said again, “That person’s death has nothing to do with you. Don’t be sad.”

Since returning yesterday until now, no one had mentioned the dead man. To everyone, with injuries that severe, it was impossible to save him anyway, so naturally no one took it to heart, and no one thought anything of it.

Regarding Qi Yue’s strange behavior, everyone would only think she was tired and wouldn’t think much of it.

“Actually, I don’t know what it’s because of either,” Qi Yue said, clasping her hands, then looked up and smiled at him, “But it’s fine. I’ll be fine in a while. After all, for a physician to see a patient die before their eyes is still a sad thing, right? Human nature, I suppose.”

She always comforted herself. No matter what happened, it was always “it’s fine, I’ll be better in a while…”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and reached out to embrace her.

Qi Yue was startled by his sudden embrace.

“Hey,” after the initial nervousness, she relaxed and reached out to pat Chang Yuncheng’s back, “If you don’t let go soon, I won’t consider this comforting, but indecent assault.”

Chang Yuncheng released his hold.

“No matter what,” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled, “I still have to say thank you.”

She finished speaking and walked out.

Watching Qi Yue leave, Chang Yuncheng finally realized what he had just done!

He had hugged her! He had actually hugged her!

The awakened Madam Xie was terrified about her condition. She wanted to touch her neck, wanted to shout, but was held down by the disciples. The severe pain also prevented her from making any sound.

“You learned surgery from your master, so naturally you’re best at pain relief,” Imperial Physician Zhou said.

Liu Pucheng nodded. After using the medicine, Madam Xie’s pain finally lessened somewhat after a moment, and her emotions could stabilize a bit.

Qi Yue walked in at this time.

“Use charcoal braziers, get some incense burners and such, turn the salt-sugar water into steam, and have her inhale it at intervals,” she instructed the disciple behind her.

The disciple responded yes and hurried to comply.

Seeing her enter, the recently calmed Madam Xie became violently agitated again.

“Get out… get out…” she opened her mouth desperately trying to shout, ignoring the pain as she waved her hands at Qi Yue.

“Don’t move! Don’t let the tube fall out!” Qi Yue shouted urgently. The disciples by the bed hurried to hold down Madam Xie.

But Madam Xie continued struggling.

“Be fucking quiet!” Qi Yue suddenly raised her voice, pushed the disciples aside, stood by the bed and glared at Madam Xie as she shouted fiercely.

Everyone in the room was startled.

Madam Xie was also scared into stopping her struggle.

“What are you shouting about! What are you making a fuss about! You think too highly of yourself – do I need to curry favor with you by saving you? What behavior!” Qi Yue continued shouting at her, “Really think you’re some treasure, think your family is some treasure, look at your stupid appearance!”

Everyone in the room looked stunned, and hearing this, they all couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.

This, this, this wasn’t quite appropriate for cursing someone at this time…

Madam Xie gasped as she stared at her, eyes wide.

“If you fucking die and kick the bucket, that would be satisfying! See how principled you are, not letting me, your enemy, succeed in showing you kindness! Succeed, what a joke. Wouldn’t it suit me better if you died? Who has time to show you kindness!” Qi Yue said with complete disdain.

Madam Xie was so angry she nearly stopped breathing.

Liu Pucheng couldn’t help but want to step forward to dissuade her, but Qi Yue paid no attention.

“Look at your mother!” she continued shouting, pointing at Old Madam Xie sitting nearby.

Without maids to serve her, she had insisted on staying. Being elderly, she ultimately couldn’t endure it and could no longer stand at this moment.

Chang Yuncheng also entered at this time, and Qi Yue pointed at him.

“Look at your son!” she shouted loudly, “Look what they’ve become because of you! You die easily and comfortably! What about them! Really enemies from past lives, relatives in this life – they must have owed you a lot of money in their previous lives!”

As her words fell, laughter rang out in the quiet room.

Imperial Physician Zhou looked at Liu Pucheng and others looking at him, somewhat sheepishly suppressing his laughter.

“It really was quite amusing,” he pointed at Qi Yue to explain, while showing an expression of “isn’t it? didn’t you feel it?” He wanted to laugh again but forced himself to hold back under the gaze of Liu Pucheng and others.

Chapter 260: Night Watch
After Qi Yue finished shouting, her anger dissipated.

“Your throat is blocked, and your brain is blocked too? Wake up! You don’t owe gratitude to me – you owe it to your mother, to your son. If not for them, do you think you’d still be alive? In this world, besides them, who cares whether you live or die!” She snorted, “You think you’re tormenting and torturing me? Wake up, fool! Besides those who love you, who can you hurt? Whether you live or die, whether you’re happy or sad, whether you enjoy fortune or suffer hardship – who cares! Look at your foolish appearance, it’s really laughable!”

In the quiet room, Imperial Physician Zhou laughed out loud again.

“That’s right, that’s right,” he even nodded as he spoke.

Liu Pucheng looked at him somewhat helplessly again.

Old Madam Xie trembled as she came over from the side and grasped Madam Xie’s hand.

“Zhengmei, Zhengmei,” she called, “I’ve already had to bury one child before their parent once. Don’t make me do it again…”

She couldn’t continue speaking, and tears flowed down her withered, wrinkled face.

Madam Xie looked at her and finally made whimpering sounds as tears flowed, tightly gripping Old Madam Xie’s hand.

Chang Yuncheng also walked over and knelt by the bed, grasping Madam Xie’s other hand.

“Don’t let her cry. It’s bad for the wound,” Qi Yue said.

But clearly, you’re the one who made her cry…

Of course, no one dared say this.

Her words were like an imperial edict. Old Madam Xie immediately stopped crying and hurriedly wiped Madam Xie’s tears.

“Don’t cry, don’t cry. When you’re better, you can cry however you want,” she coaxed.

Watching this scene, everyone in the room felt somewhat moved, except for Imperial Physician Zhou and Qi Yue.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Is Master also moved?” a disciple couldn’t help but ask.

Qi Yue shook her head. She was now standing outside the sick room, looking at the courtyard.

“Such a detestable person still has people who care for and love her. It’s really…” she shook her head and sighed, “There’s no justice in heaven.”

What… what did this mean?

Could it be that Master wasn’t speaking in reverse to counsel the patient just now, but was really… scolding?

“Of course I was really scolding,” Qi Yue said in her room, fiddling with a quill pen as she spoke to A’Ru who had brought her food. “I feel annoyed just looking at her! Complete neurotic!”

As she said this, she viciously stabbed the orange peel on the table with the quill pen.

“Don’t play with that,” A’Ru reached out to take away the orange peel. “The stain on your hands won’t wash off easily.”

“I don’t want to eat,” Qi Yue pushed away the food box.

A’Ru looked at the barely touched food.

“What’s wrong with you again?” she asked. “Are you tired?”

Qi Yue lazily made an “oh” sound.

“Then rest early. I’ll take the first half of the night watch. You sleep first, and I’ll call you later. I’ll prepare some midnight snacks too,” A’Ru said while starting to clear the dishes.

There were footsteps outside that stopped at the door.

“Lord,” A’Ru turned to look back, hurriedly bowing as she addressed him.

Chang Yuncheng walked in.

Qi Yue remained lying lazily on the table, not moving.

“How is Madam?” A’Ru had to actively ask.

“She’s taken medicine and is sleeping,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I had someone escort grandmother back.”

“With nurses there, you don’t need to keep watch at her side,” Qi Yue said, supporting herself on the table to sit up properly as she looked at Chang Yuncheng. “You should also go lie down. Haven’t you slept for several days and nights?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, lowering his eyes to hide the bloodshot veins that had spread throughout them.

“Has Lord eaten?” A’Ru asked.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak.

“Where would he find time to eat,” Qi Yue said. “Go get another portion from the cafeteria.”

A’Ru responded and left.

Chang Yuncheng sat down and looked around the room.

“How is it? My office isn’t bad, right?” Qi Yue leaned back in her chair, spreading her hands with a smile as she asked.

Two rooms, inner and outer, with bamboo curtains hanging between them. The outer room had a table, a cabinet, a small bed, a clothes rack. Books and pens were arranged on the table, along with two pots of lush green plants. A bamboo tube extended from the wall, with a water basin underneath, beside which sat a large pot of green-leafed plants.

She didn’t like flowering plants. She always grew lush green plants that only grew leaves, like spider plants and such.

Looking at everything overall, it was all so familiar, just like being at home.

But this home would never have him again.

“Why aren’t you eating?” Chang Yuncheng turned his gaze away to the table.

A’Ru hadn’t taken away the food box; Qi Yue’s was still on the table.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound but didn’t say anything.

“You woman…” Chang Yuncheng looked at her but didn’t continue. Instead, he leaned forward to pick up the chopsticks. “Eat.”

Qi Yue made a “tsk” sound and leaned back in her chair again, looking like she might prop her legs up.

Chang Yuncheng’s hand holding the chopsticks persisted in reaching out.

Competing in patience with a physician? Qi Yue smiled as she looked at him.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his hand, placed the chopsticks down with a thud, and began eating Qi Yue’s food.

“Hey!” Qi Yue straightened up.

This time it was Chang Yuncheng’s turn to ignore her as he ate in large bites.

“It’s cold!” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng’s chopsticks paused slightly as he brought food to his mouth. His throat felt burning and his eyes stung, but he continued eating in large bites.

A’Ru came in carrying food and was stunned by the scene.

“Give me that one,” Qi Yue said, reaching out.

A’Ru hurriedly brought it over and set it down.

Qi Yue picked up her chopsticks and began eating too.

The two people in the room ate quietly without speaking. A’Ru watched them and gradually stepped aside. Looking at the two people separated by a table, heads down eating, she somehow felt only sadness in her heart. She turned around and wiped away tears that had welled up in her eyes while pretending to fix her hair.

The simple meal was finished quickly, and A’Ru cleared up and left.

“I don’t have any good tea here,” Qi Yue said, pouring him a cup of tea.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to take it, but before he could grasp it, Qi Yue pulled her hand back.

“Let it cool down before drinking. Don’t just pour things into your mouth regardless of hot or cold,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Good, I’ll remember,” he said.

Only then did Qi Yue push the cup toward him, and she stood up.

“I’ll go check on your mother while she’s sleeping,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng stood up, but Qi Yue had already walked out.

She really didn’t want to spend too much time with him, and didn’t want to say much more to him…

Yes, she cared for him, was considerate of him, understood him, and perhaps even liked him. But she could do without him.

When Qi Yue came back in, she found Chang Yuncheng had already fallen asleep on the small bed outside.

“Should I wake him?” A’Ru asked in a low voice.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“Obviously he’s extremely tired. He doesn’t need to keep watch in the sick room either. Even if he kept watch there, he wouldn’t sleep well. Let him rest here,” she said softly.

“You go sleep at my place,” A’Ru said quietly.

Qi Yue nodded, and A’Ru went to tidy up first. She stood by the door for a while, then finally walked in.

This small bed wasn’t for resting but for examining patients, so it only had a sheet spread over it, with no pillow or blanket. Sleeping on the hard surface certainly wouldn’t be comfortable.

Qi Yue lifted the curtain and entered the inner room, bringing her own pillow and thin blanket.

The man slept deeply. Qi Yue struggled considerably to lift his head and place the pillow properly, then took off his shoes and covered his waist and abdomen with the thin blanket, drawing the window curtains before walking out.

The door was gently closed, and the sound of footsteps faded away. Chang Yuncheng on the bed curled up his body, his eyes still tightly closed, even more tightly closed. He turned on his side and reached out to tightly embrace the pillow, burying his head in it.

Let him be shameless just this once. Only by pretending to be foolish and shameless this once could he get close to her again, could he possess her scent again.

Chang Yuncheng’s body slowly curled up. The pillow was no longer under his head but held tightly in his arms. On the small bed, the tall man seemed so lonely.

At first he had indeed only been pretending to sleep, thinking to enjoy the feeling of her being nearby one more time. With Madam Xie in her current state, he definitely couldn’t sleep, but he hadn’t expected to actually fall asleep. When he woke with a start, he found the night outside was already deep and quiet.

It must have been because his heart was at peace.

Chang Yuncheng got up, looked at the blanket and pillow in his arms, slowly arranged them neatly and placed them on the bed. He looked around the room again. Nothing could be seen clearly in the darkness, but he still looked over everything bit by bit, as if wanting to imprint it all in his heart, then turned and walked out.

Only one lantern hung in the courtyard, creating a mutual glow with the light coming from one of the sick rooms.

Chang Yuncheng walked over and saw Qi Yue’s silhouette through the bamboo curtain.

“Master, don’t people who commit suicide usually cut their throats? Why can cutting the throat kill someone, but also save someone’s life?” two disciples asked from the side.

Qi Yue, who was checking a blood pressure gauge, smiled.

“That depends on how you cut. It’s like arsenic being poison that kills if you eat it, but when used in medicine, it can cure illness,” she laughed.

The disciples made “oh” sounds and smiled as they scratched their heads.

“Master is really amazing. How did you think of it?” they said.

“I’m not amazing. This, ah, is the accumulated experience of countless generations,” Qi Yue stood up, looking at the wound on the sleeping Madam Xie’s throat. A breathable cloth was now draped over the tracheal tube to prevent dust contamination. “Countless failed experiences created what seems like an incredible miraculous technique today.”

At this point, she looked toward the two disciples.

“So we should never fear failure. What appears to be failure actually provides experience for those who come after. Failed experience is also success,” she said.

She was speaking to the disciples, but also to herself.

The two disciples straightened up.

“Yes,” they responded solemnly.

“Don’t be so formal,” Qi Yue laughed, directing them. “Come, continue the nebulization.”

The disciples responded and began working with the small incense burner on the charcoal brazier.

“…Master, will her throat feel comfortable after inhaling this?”

“Yes, it can prevent dryness.”

“But Master, you were really amazing then, to dare stab down like that…”

At this point, Qi Yue smiled.

“Actually, I’m not that amazing,” she said with some reminiscence. “I once saw a patient who suddenly developed respiratory obstruction. At that time, there was nothing available, and that old physician used his own fountain pen to perform a tracheotomy, buying life-saving time for the patient…”

She looked at the disciples at this point.

Surprised? Shocked?

The disciples nodded with wide eyes.

“Master, what’s a fountain pen?” one of them asked with a face full of curiosity.

Ancient people’s focus was always out of sync with hers…

Qi Yue let out a frustrated breath.

“It’s a type of pen, with a sharp point…” she said dejectedly.

The disciple made an “oh” sound.

“Like the quill pen Master uses?”

“…Steel and feathers are different, right?”

“…What’s steel?”

Seeing the topic running away like an unbridled horse, Qi Yue smiled and shook her head. The latter half of the night was the most tiring time – it was good for everyone to chat. She smiled and turned around, carefully examining Madam Xie’s entire body to check for subcutaneous emphysema.

Under the dim lamplight, the busy figures in the room looked so warm and cozy.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze from the window, turned to look at the courtyard.

The night gradually faded, morning mist lifted, and people gradually began walking on the streets. Suddenly, a passerby stopped and let out a sharp scream.

Startled, he crouched on the ground. After a while, he came to his senses and, seeing no danger approaching, carefully raised his head to look over.

Not far away on the street, a row of people knelt, dressed in mourning clothes, a white mass.

Early in the morning, suddenly seeing this could really scare someone to death!

What was this about?

The passerby muttered and walked closer out of curiosity, then clearly saw that in front of Qianjin Hall, besides these women and children in hemp and mourning, there was a door panel placed before them with a… dead person lying on it.

The passerby finally let out another scream and ran away with his head turned.

Chapter 261: Domineering
This voice startled the kneeling people. The young woman in the lead raised her head, her gaze flickering as she looked up at the plaque of Qianjin Hall in front of her, revealing an expression that seemed both crying and laughing.

“It’s daybreak, unfurl the banner,” she said.

The woman had been kneeling in a daze all along, as if she couldn’t hear anything and had no reaction. The two children looked at each other uncertainly.

“Quickly!” The young woman turned back, her eyebrows raised as she scolded in a stern, low voice.

The two children trembled and hurriedly took out a roll of white cloth from in front of their legs.

The white cloth unfolded and was held up in front of them.

“Where is Heaven’s justice?”

Four large red characters that, with the daylight penetrating through the morning mist, were particularly glaring.

Early in the morning on the street, people were constantly running in one direction.

A peddler carrying his load ran so frantically that he couldn’t even be bothered to respond when someone called out wanting to buy something.

“What’s happening?” curious people inquired.

“Something’s happened again at Qianjin Hall!” shouted those running past.

These words were like a stone thrown into water, sending ripples as more people followed suit and began running.

The street at Qianjin Hall was once again packed solid, with the aroma of food wafting everywhere. Since most people hadn’t eaten breakfast yet at this time, watching the excitement while eating was killing two birds with one stone.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong?”

People on the outside inquired of those inside.

“It seems someone died from treatment…”

This statement caused an uproar.

How could that be possible! Qianjin Hall had a divine physician – how could they kill someone in treatment!

“Is it because they were scared by the surgery? Are they making trouble?”

Those who knew about Qianjin Hall’s treatment methods shook their heads with disdainful expressions.

“No, the dead body is laid out right at the entrance!”

Ah!

Upon hearing this, the people outside squeezed even more fiercely. The scene became turbulent as everyone stood on their toes trying to see clearly, and those who could see clearly let out exclamations.

In front of several people dressed in mourning clothes, there was indeed a person lying there – a dead person.

Qianjin Hall had really killed someone in treatment!!

Even divine physicians could kill people!!

“Really?” In a small hall room at the government office, Wang Qingchun suddenly stood up.

“Really!” A medicine shop owner who had hurried over said with an excited expression, “The body is laid out right at the entrance!”

Wang Qingchun couldn’t help but want to laugh out loud, but remembering his current position, he forcibly restrained himself.

Good, good! You finally have this day coming!

Let you act arrogant! Let you act domineering! Let you be so capable! The greater your reputation, the higher you stand. As long as you make one wrong step, I’ll step on you so hard you’ll never be able to turn things around!

“Quickly, we naturally cannot ignore such matters,” Wang Qingchun said, immediately extending his hand and shouting loudly, “Change clothes!”

At this time outside Qianjin Hall, Liu Pucheng and others were also standing outside, with buzzing discussions all around.

“Miss, I’m very sorry about your father’s situation, but we truly were powerless to help,” Liu Pucheng said.

That family just knelt there wiping tears. No matter what they said, they wouldn’t speak or agree to leave.

This standoff had been going on for nearly half a watch period.

“Miss, please get up first, everyone get up first. Let’s go inside to talk,” Liu Pucheng stepped forward again to say.

The family still kept their heads down crying without moving.

Hu San stomped his foot and stepped forward to pull them.

The young woman let out a sharp scream and fell to the ground, scaring Hu San into jumping three times.

“I didn’t touch her!” he said hurriedly.

The young woman collapsed on the ground, crying even louder, with no other words – just calling “Father, oh father” over and over.

She cried painfully, and the other two children also started crying loudly along with her.

The woman remained stupefied. Apart from shedding tears, she just shed tears.

The three-year-old baby leaning against her hadn’t been crying. Being trapped here for half a day, he felt bored. With everyone crying in pain and no one paying attention to him, he wobbled over to the corpse lying on the door plank.

“Daddy, get up and hold me.”

The childish voice rang out as he tried hard to pull his father, but lost his balance and fell onto his father’s body.

The small child didn’t understand life and death, still thinking his father was playing with him. He threw himself on the man’s chest, letting out giggles.

This laughter was particularly jarring amid the crying.

“Oh my heavens, how pitiful.”

The onlookers now all had red eyes, and those women raised their hands to wipe tears. The mood at the scene was slowly changing.

No matter what, orphans and widows who had lost their man were indeed heartbreaking and pitiful…

“He was the only one in the family, and there’s also an eighty-year-old mother…” the fellow villagers who had come along tearfully told the surrounding people, “The woman is sickly all over, and they depended on the man doing odd jobs to support the whole family of old and young. Now it’s all over…”

“You could save him, so why wouldn’t you save my father!” the young woman cried out, looking at Liu Pucheng.

“We really couldn’t save him. Your father was injured too severely…” Liu Pucheng said again.

But the young woman seemed unable to hear what he was saying, just crying relentlessly and repeating this phrase.

Children crying, adults crying, and the corpse lying on the ground drew everyone’s attention. Not many people listened to Liu Pucheng’s words.

“Really killed someone in treatment?”

“How could it be fake? The body is laid out right here…”

“So pitiful…”

“How could they kill someone in treatment? Didn’t they say he was a divine physician?”

“…Divine physician… who knows… maybe not so divine…”

“Why isn’t the divine physician coming out? Did she run away?”

The onlookers discussed and pointed, their gazes toward Qianjin Hall becoming somewhat different.

“Don’t make trouble here unreasonably! Your father deserved to die – how can you blame us!” Hu San shouted, jumping with anger.

But this statement only further angered the family.

The young woman threw herself at him head-first.

“You deserve to die! You deserve to die! You killed someone in treatment, then say we deserve to die! Is there no justice in heaven!” she cried out.

Seeing their sister lunging at someone, the two older children also cried and followed, pummeling Hu San.

“Bullying our sister, bad people, bad people!”

Hu San was besieged by one woman and two children, in a complete mess.

The disciples of Qianjin Hall hurried forward to help him, but the woman tore open her clothes and lay on the ground shouting about assault.

“Hey, you killed someone in treatment, and you won’t let people make a fuss about it!”

“Exactly, this is too domineering. No matter what, someone in their family died. How tragic…”

“Still calling it a medical hall – how can their hearts be so cruel…”

Some people around couldn’t bear to watch and spoke up.

“No, we didn’t kill him in treatment!” a disciple shouted.

“Oh my, you didn’t kill him in treatment? Would they carry him to your medical hall otherwise? Why not go to other medical halls?” an old woman glared and scolded.

The disciple was so anxious he was sweating profusely.

“That’s not what I mean! He was supposed to die anyway, we didn’t kill him in treatment…” he shouted.

Before he finished speaking, the clamoring around became even louder.

“So when we get sick, we all deserve to die?”

“…Then what do we need you doctors for! We might as well just wait to die!”

The crowd’s emotions immediately became even more turbulent.

“If you can’t speak properly, don’t speak!” Zhang Tong scolded, and the disciple retreated with a red face.

Seeing that everyone around was on their side, the young woman cried even harder.

“Where is Heaven’s justice! Where is Heaven’s justice! Father, how can we live!”

She cried so heartbreakingly that the soft-hearted women began to shed tears along with her.

“Qianjin Hall, give them an explanation!” someone began to shout.

This got more people to agree.

“Right! Give an explanation!”

The crowd began to surge forward.

“Where’s the divine physician! Let the divine physician come out!”

“Let her come out! Give an explanation!”

“Divine physicians can’t disregard human life!”

Seeing the crowd surging forward, the disciples of Qianjin Hall changed color.

“Should we call Master?” Hu San stammered.

Qi Yue had been on duty the latter half of the night and had just fallen into deep sleep.

“Call her for what! She doesn’t need to come out for this kind of thing!” Liu Pucheng firmly refused.

After speaking, instead of retreating, he advanced, facing the increasingly agitated crowd.

“Everyone listen to me. We didn’t kill anyone in treatment. This person was injured too severely and truly couldn’t be saved…” he said loudly.

At this moment, who would listen to him? Everyone was clamoring.

Suddenly there was a commotion outside, with the sound of whips cracking.

“Make way!”

After a flurry of chaos, everyone finally saw that someone was coming with a team of guards.

The path was quickly cleared. It was Chang Yuncheng, who had just returned to the Marquis residence, riding his horse in.

This man’s arrival made the scene quiet down.

Chang Yuncheng surveyed the situation.

He looked at the family still crying huddled on the ground.

“Drive them away!” he said cleanly and decisively, cracking the whip in his hand.

The guards behind him responded in unison, startling the onlookers who stepped back several paces, looking at these sword-carrying men with some fear.

“My mother is hospitalized here. You all get lost quickly. If you disturb my mother, I’ll make you pay with your lives!” Chang Yuncheng shouted from his high position on horseback, sweeping over these people.

The guards took a step forward as he spoke.

The crowd of onlookers, being afraid after all, immediately retreated much further.

“Your mother is human, but my father isn’t human?” the young woman shrieked, striking her chest with her hand, tears streaming down her face. “Heaven! Heaven! Dear Heaven, why make us be born as humans! We might as well be beasts!”

“You can take that up with Heaven,” Chang Yuncheng said coldly, completely ignoring her cries and raising his hand to wave.

The guards stepped forward, each grabbing one person.

“…Is there no justice in heaven! Is there no justice in heaven!”

The cries of adults, children, and women echoed through the street.

“Who is this person?”

“How domineering!”

“Too excessive!”

“Just because they’re hospitalized, no one else can pass through here?”

“Shh, shh, better say less. Can’t afford to offend the powerful…”

Discussions scattered as people’s attention shifted from Qianjin Hall to focus on the man over there. Intimidated by his authority, they dared to be angry but not speak, only looking at that arrogant man on horseback.

“You killed my father, and now you want to kill our whole family?” the young woman cried out, being dragged by the guards while glaring angrily at Chang Yuncheng.

What? The onlookers showed some surprise.

How did it become this man who killed her father? Wasn’t he killed in treatment at Qianjin Hall?

Chang Yuncheng fixed his gaze on this woman.

“That’s you seeking death yourselves – can’t blame others,” he said coldly. After speaking, he suddenly cracked his whip, making a loud sound that quieted the chaotic crowd once again.

Chang Yuncheng pointed at the crowd with his whip.

“All of you get lost! Anyone who dares disturb my mother, don’t blame me for being impolite!” he shouted word by word.

Too domineering!

Everyone was stunned. Their questioning of Qianjin Hall was forgotten – all their anger burned toward this man.

Too detestable!

Chapter 262: Face Revealed
With all the noisy commotion outside Qianjin Hall, the sleeping Qi Yue was naturally awakened.

“Medical dispute?” she asked in surprise.

She was somewhat shocked by this news, while also feeling a slight bitterness.

So this was the nature of practicing medicine – one couldn’t slack off in the slightest. Once you made a mistake, no amount of previous success could shield you from doubt.

Especially with her treatment methods that were completely different from conventional ones.

So this was the difference between success and failure…

“Don’t go, let them explain,” A’Ru stopped her, saying.

This time was different from previous conflicts that were deliberately provoked. Before, everyone was still in treatment, and the results were successful. But this time, someone really had died, it really was a failure.

Although it truly wasn’t their fault, many people in many situations only recognized results, not the process.

If a real conflict broke out, then…

“My patient, my matter – naturally I must face it and resolve it myself,” Qi Yue shook her head, saying, “Hiding away is not something I, Qi Yue, would do! Besides, this isn’t even a medical accident!”

When she rushed out, she heard Chang Yuncheng’s words, which made her glare with anger.

Was this troublemaker thinking things weren’t chaotic enough, so he was preparing to fan the flames and turn this simple doctor-patient conflict into a mass incident…

Qi Yue stepped forward and grabbed his leg.

“Get down, what are you causing trouble for!” she scolded.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing and dismounted.

“Don’t cause trouble. This is my matter, I’ll handle it,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t look at her.

“This isn’t your matter,” he said indifferently, his gaze on the adults and children being driven away by the guards, his expression ice-cold. “This is my mother’s matter. My mother is staying here, and I cannot let my mother be disturbed.”

Qi Yue backhanded him with a hard push.

Chang Yuncheng swayed slightly and finally looked at her.

“Besides charging forward recklessly, what else do you know how to do?” Qi Yue glared and scolded.

You think I don’t know what you’re thinking! You think I can’t see that you’re deliberately drawing fire to yourself to deflect the conflict?

This kid really was…

She didn’t even know what to say!

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled.

“Nothing else. I don’t know how to do anything else,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him and was again at a loss for words, inexplicably feeling somewhat sad.

She finally stopped talking to Chang Yuncheng, turned toward the crowd, and raised her hand.

“Everyone listen to me!” she shouted loudly.

The divine physician has come out! Everyone’s gaze turned toward her.

“Miss Qi, did you really kill this person in treatment?”

“Miss Qi, why couldn’t this person be cured?”

Seeing Qi Yue come out, everyone couldn’t help but have questions, shouting and asking one after another.

The gazes directed at her were different from the previous respect and awe – there was much more doubt mixed in.

After all, with a dead body laid out here, people couldn’t help but think wildly.

Seeing her come out, Liu Pucheng and the others also inexplicably felt at ease, but simultaneously felt ashamed.

When had they developed such dependence on this young woman, as if whenever she was present, there was no problem that couldn’t be solved?

This was truly too shameful.

Qi Yue looked at everyone with a gentle and calm expression, taking another step forward.

“Everyone listen to me. This injured person was indeed treated by us. We at Qianjin Hall received this injured person the morning before yesterday. Miss, you should be very clear about your father’s injuries at that time…” Qi Yue looked at the family being dragged by the guards and said loudly.

Rather than speaking to them, it was more like speaking to everyone present.

The divine physician’s appearance still had considerable intimidating power. The noisy scene quieted down significantly as everyone looked at her to hear what she would say.

But before Qi Yue could continue, there was another commotion outside.

“Make way, make way,” someone shouted loudly, dispersing the crowd. “The Doctor has arrived…”

The Doctor has arrived – whenever Qi Yue heard this phrase, she wanted to laugh. This moment was no exception, except this laugh was a cold laugh.

Wang Qingchun, I was just thinking about you, and indeed, you can’t be absent from this kind of occasion!

Well done!

Wang Qingchun, who had been silent since arriving, finally jumped out like a cat that smelled fish…

But he hadn’t found meat – he had come to be abused!

Because officials were clearing the way, the crowd quickly parted.

Wang Qingchun in his official robes, with a solemn expression, walked in surrounded by a group of people.

He stopped in front of the door, looked over, and immediately saw Qi Yue.

That woman stood at the entrance, chin slightly raised, smiling slightly at him.

To be fair, this woman was truly beautiful. Especially when she smiled – even Wang Qingchun, who considered his horizons broadened after mixing around the capital, had to admit this woman’s appearance could be called devastatingly beautiful.

It was because of this appearance that she was pursued by those men. What doctor – speaking plainly, she was the same as a top courtesan in a brothel!

Wang Qingchun cursed viciously in his heart.

“Why has Lord Wang come? Are you here to fulfill our wager? I had forgotten, but you still remember – truly a gentleman of his word,” Qi Yue smiled.

This wench, and she still has the mood to say this now!

Wang Qingchun felt a breath stuck in his throat, his hands at his sides clenching into fists.

Laughter arose from the surrounding people, but it was quiet laughter – after all, Wang Qingchun’s official robes still had considerable intimidating power over the common people.

However, although they dared not speak out, everyone didn’t mind watching the excitement, especially when it was this entertaining.

“This official, under imperial command, is inspecting medical affairs within the prefecture. Hearing there were patients making trouble here, I came to investigate,” Wang Qingchun cupped his hands toward the direction of the imperial city and said loudly with a serious expression.

“The Medical Doctor is specifically in charge of medical affairs,” his followers hurriedly said loudly, mainly speaking to that family to remind them that the just and righteous official had arrived – they could kneel and cry out their grievances.

“Scram!”

Instead of crying grievances, someone cursed.

Everyone was stunned, looking at Chang Yuncheng standing tall on the steps.

Compared to the heir apparent, a Medical Doctor was nothing…

But currently speaking, when this nothing spoke up, it wasn’t completely irrelevant!

At least, it could make you stink!

In front of the common people, involving medical matters, this nothing definitely had the right to speak!

“Lord Heir, it’s like this – you see, this is after all a medical matter. This subordinate must inquire, otherwise there’s no way to account to superiors, to the people, or to His Majesty,” Wang Qingchun respectfully bowed and said loudly.

“I don’t care what you…” Chang Yuncheng said coldly, not even glancing at him.

“You shut up! Stand aside!” Qi Yue cut off his words, glared at him with a low scold, then smiled and gestured for Wang Qingchun to enter. “Lord Wang, then please come in to talk.”

Go in? What would be the point of going in to talk?

Wang Qingchun gave a cold laugh.

“Let’s let everyone hear, to avoid misunderstandings,” he said with a serious expression.

“Lord, this… isn’t quite appropriate?” Qi Yue frowned.

Look, look, getting scared now! Wang Qingchun was overjoyed. You also have days when you’re afraid of losing face!

“What’s inappropriate about this?” Wang Qingchun said loudly, looking toward the crowd. “If there are any misunderstandings, it would be good to clear Qianjin Hall’s name.”

Of course, if there were no misunderstandings, hmph…

“This is because I’m afraid of putting you in a difficult position, Lord,” Qi Yue said with some apparent difficulty.

No difficult position – toward you, I absolutely won’t be in a difficult position.

Wang Qingchun sneered coldly.

“This official will certainly handle this fairly and show no favoritism,” he said loudly.

Qi Yue nodded.

“That’s wonderful,” she said. “I was afraid you would hold a grudge against me and deliberately make things difficult.”

What kind of words were these? Even if this was the truth, it couldn’t be said so directly.

Wang Qingchun’s face darkened.

“Miss Qi has a petty mind,” he said coldly, flicking his sleeves. Too lazy to waste more words with this woman, he looked toward the family that was still struggling with the guards and tumbling about on the ground. He had just put on a kind expression and hadn’t had time to greet them when Qi Yue spoke again.

“Then, Miss, you tell us how I killed your father in treatment,” Qi Yue said.

Meddlesome! Wang Qingchun cursed inwardly, maintaining his kind expression as he looked at the family.

“You tell us, how did Qianjin Hall’s quack medicine kill your father?” he asked.

As soon as these words were spoken, all the disciples of Qianjin Hall changed color, and Hu San and others couldn’t help but want to jump out and curse.

However, this was also expected, and everyone sneered coldly.

Quack medicine killing people – that wasn’t something you could make true just by saying it!

Seeing that the people from Qianjin Hall didn’t actually make a fuss, those who had followed Wang Qingchun were somewhat puzzled, while also snorting – they must be intimidated by Wang Qingchun’s current status.

They were all somewhat pleased, following Wang Qingchun in questioning the family.

“Yes, speak up.”

“Go ahead, don’t be afraid, the Lord is here.”

“Quack medicine killing people – no matter how much backing they have, it’s an unforgivable crime. Don’t be afraid…”

Seeing this, Chang Yuncheng suddenly smiled. Only then did he slowly retreat a step, watching that woman smile as she walked forward a step.

The family just cried, adults and children huddled together. That woman who had been shouting enthusiastically earlier now seemed as if she had been frightened, keeping her head down and refusing to say a word.

Really couldn’t help those who wouldn’t help themselves – given a ladder and they didn’t know to quickly climb onto the roof!

Wang Qingchun cursed inwardly, having to make his attitude even more gentle.

He opened his mouth, but it was Qi Yue who spoke.

“Right, speak up – how did I kill your father in treatment?” Qi Yue asked. After asking, without waiting for a response, she continued, “Tell everyone how I treated your father who was pierced in the thigh by a plow blade with unstoppable bleeding, and when he fell, was also penetrated through the chest by a bamboo pole that had fallen from a wall corner.”

What! As soon as these words were spoken, the nearby crowd erupted.

Pierced in the thigh by a plow blade, penetrated through the chest by a bamboo pole!

It would be miraculous if he could survive that!

Wang Qingchun’s face also turned white.

What! What?

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled slightly.

“Lord, forgive my limited talent and inadequate skills in being unable to treat such a patient. I wonder if you could treat him? If you could, I would be willing to take you as my master and… kneel before you,” she said with a smile.

If you could treat him, kneel – these words entered Wang Qingchun’s ears and made his heart skip several beats.

He wouldn’t believe the words this woman spoke – he believed in what she didn’t say.

If you couldn’t treat him, then shouldn’t you kneel before me…

Damn it! Wang Qingchun’s mind held only this phrase.

What the hell was there to make a fuss about! If someone didn’t die from that, that would be miraculous!

Rushing over to ask why they killed someone in treatment?

Bastard, this woman, this woman was doing it on purpose! On purpose!

Otherwise, why didn’t she immediately say this from the start, but instead chattered about going inside, about not being able to speak here – bah! Not suitable to speak here? This was clearly not suitable to be said behind closed doors!

She was doing it on purpose! Deliberately setting a trap for him!

He looked up at Qi Yue, and sure enough, that woman smiled slightly, except her eyebrows, eyes, and lips all conveyed one meaning.

Idiot…

Chapter 263 – The Truth
The scene was filled with a buzzing commotion.

Those standing close enough to hear clearly quickly spread the words throughout the crowd.

A plow blade injuring the thigh wasn’t particularly frightening, but that bamboo pole piercing through the chest…

Just thinking about such a scene made everyone shudder.

How could anyone still be alive after that? It would be a miracle!

Divine physicians aren’t actual immortals after all.

“This can’t be made into a disturbance, making trouble would be going too far…”

“…Exactly, exactly… Even physicians can’t cure every illness…”

Such discussions dominated the majority, and the looks directed toward Qianjin Hall returned to normal.

“Sir, look, what should we do about this matter?” Qi Yue looked at Wang Qingchun, putting on a worried expression as she spoke. “You must handle this fairly.”

Handle this fairly…

Wang Qingchun cursed viciously in his heart.

Under the watchful eyes of everyone… he actually had to speak up for this woman!

Wang Qingchun’s heart was bleeding. He couldn’t help but glare at the people beside him.

The people around him all shrank back and avoided his gaze.

The situation had been too sudden. By the time they learned of it, they had already lost the initiative and couldn’t squeeze in to watch the excitement, naturally not knowing the details of the matter… Yet afraid of missing this great opportunity to see this woman disgraced, they had hurried over.

How could they have known that the deceased had been so severely injured…

This wasn’t making the woman lose face – it was making them lose face!

“Such severe injuries are truly dangerous…” Wang Qingchun said through gritted teeth, looking at the family members huddled together crying, speaking in a low voice. “…Death from severe injuries cannot be blamed on the physician… You all, stop making trouble…”

Saying these words truly went against his conscience.

“Exactly, exactly.”

“This really can’t be blamed on the physician…”

“Who could have cured such injuries? It would take a great immortal…”

“…Even a great immortal couldn’t do it. The King of Hell is also an immortal – why should your great immortal steal his business…”

“…Surname Fang, are you deliberately picking a fight with me?”

“…So what if I’m picking a fight? When are you going to pay back those two steamed buns you ate from me last time?”

“…You still haven’t paid me for the firewood you owe…”

The onlookers said all sorts of things, and some even started pulling and tugging at each other in fights. The more they watched the excitement, the more excited it became. A chaotic mess.

Wang Qingchun became increasingly irritated and simply couldn’t stay any longer.

“Enough, what’s there to make trouble about? Go on, go on.” He waved his hand dismissively.

The young woman who had remained silent finally raised her head. She had naturally been listening and watching everything around her.

Indeed… just as her cousin had said… then she should now…

“Concubine!” Chang Yunqi suddenly burst through the curtains, his expression unpleasant.

Concubine Zhou was slowly eating bird’s nest soup.

“What’s wrong? Instead of studying diligently, what are you doing out here? Didn’t I tell you before? Don’t worry about household matters. I’ll handle everything.” She slowly finished the last spoonful.

A maid respectfully took the covered bowl and withdrew.

“What’s happening with Yueniang over there!” Chang Yunqi demanded in a low voice.

“What do you mean what’s happening?” Concubine Zhou frowned. “I don’t like you mentioning that woman. Don’t mention her in front of me anymore. Also, you should give up hope early. She didn’t marry you before, and now, as well as in the future, it’s even more impossible…”

Speaking of this, she showed some satisfaction.

“Thank heaven and earth, fortunately the Old Marchioness didn’t let her marry you.” She smiled, looking at the son before her with joy and pride on her face. “Although you can’t get the position of Prince, you’ll become a top scholar and an official in the future. That lowly servant girl – how could she be worthy?”

Chang Yunqi laughed.

“Of course I’m not worthy.” He said.

“I’m saying she’s not worthy of you. You men all put that woman on such a pedestal – what does she have? Isn’t it just a pretty face?” Concubine Zhou’s expression showed displeasure as she snorted. “You men, indeed, just looking at that face is enough.”

“Don’t talk about other things.” Chang Yunqi interrupted her with some irritation. “Speak – what did you do? Why did you go after Yueniang again for no reason!”

“What did I do?” Concubine Zhou waved her hand and sat down carelessly.

“Your maid Hehua – her maternal uncle is from Sanli Village.” Chang Yunqi said coldly with a snort.

Concubine Zhou’s hand stopped fidgeting with her fingernails.

“So you know about this.” She smiled without any panic.

Chang Yunqi looked at her without speaking.

“Fine, don’t worry. This matter isn’t directed at Yueniang.” Concubine Zhou stood up with a smile. “It’s just to add some trouble for that mother and son, to splash some dirty water on them.”

Chang Yunqi looked at her, his expression unmoved.

“It better be so.” He said slowly, looking at his birth mother. “Otherwise, since I was able to bring you back, Concubine, I can certainly send you away again.”

Concubine Zhou’s expression changed slightly.

“You, how can you say such things to me!” She reached up to clutch her chest. “I am your mother.”

Chang Yunqi looked away and turned around.

“But I am not Chang Yuncheng.” He said flatly, taking large strides out without further pause.

Concubine Zhou swept the teacup off the table behind him.

The shattering porcelain made a maid standing outside bow her head and enter.

“Did you give her proper instructions?” Concubine Zhou asked without looking at her.

The maid responded affirmatively.

“Instructed well – if possible, naturally drag the young madam down with her, but if not, then just insist on biting the Prince.” She said in a low voice.

Concubine Zhou nodded.

“If we can’t destroy the old one, then we’ll blacken the young one!” She said slowly, leaning against the pillow with a cold smile at the corner of her mouth.

At this time outside Qianjin Hall, the atmosphere clearly was no longer one of accusation against Qianjin Hall. At the same time, the young woman also kowtowed to Qi Yue.

“Physician, Physician Qi, I’m not blaming you.” She cried.

At these words, the entire crowd was stunned.

Not blaming you? Then what had everyone just been… dreaming?

Wang Qingchun cursed even more viciously in his heart.

You’re not blaming them, so what are you doing making trouble here!

Are you crazy?

Everyone had the same thought, including the people from Qianjin Hall.

Not blaming them? Then this was… coming to present a banner of gratitude?

You must be joking!

“Physician Qi, yes, you came to my home so quickly at that time to treat my father.” The young woman cried, raising her head with gratitude on her face. “My father was already dead at that time – it was you. It was you who brought him back to life…”

This… Qi Yue looked at this woman, still feeling something was strange…

Brought back to life? The people around heard this and were very surprised, quickly spreading the word again.

Injured so severely that he died on the spot, yet could still be brought back to life?

Truly it was Miss Qi! Truly a divine physician!

Some people asked if it was really true.

“Of course it’s true, we saw it with our own eyes.” The villagers who had come testified, describing the scene at the time. “In any case, Miss Qi did this and that, and the person came back to life. He even spoke.”

Truly amazing! Everyone’s gazes toward Qi Yue became even more fervent.

Wang Qingchun cursed angrily in his heart – this was really someone coming to present banners and plaques! But expressing gratitude by carrying a corpse while wearing mourning clothes was truly a first in the world!

What kind of affair was this!

He angrily waved his hand, too lazy to even speak as he squeezed toward the exit.

Qi Yue had long since stopped paying attention to him.

“Miss, since you understand…” She looked at this family and said.

Before she could finish speaking, the girl let out another loud wail.

“But, but, Father…” She cried, rushing over and throwing herself on the deceased’s body, wailing. “Father! You died so unjustly!”

This sudden crying stunned everyone again.

That’s not right – if Miss Qi could bring him back to life, how did he die again?

Unjustly?

Qi Yue was finally enlightened by this cry of injustice.

“Miss.” She stepped forward. “No, it’s not like that. I couldn’t save your father. Too much blood loss. He simply couldn’t be saved – it has nothing to do with anything else.”

The woman began ignoring her again, only crying loudly. One cry after another of injustice, and seeing this, the remaining children also began crying loudly following their sister.

“Father! If you must blame someone, blame your bad fate for not being born into a wealthy family, born with this lowly life. Even if Heaven wanted to keep you, it couldn’t!” The woman wailed in heartbreak.

What exactly was happening?

The onlookers were completely confused.

“He was brought back to life!” The villagers who had witnessed the entire process and knew the details finally remembered the key point, speaking angrily. “He was brought back to life! They were going to take him back to Qianjin Hall to continue treatment, but someone came and blocked the door, not letting them leave, not letting them treat him, but making Miss Qi go save their people instead! As a result, their people lived! But this one…”

They spoke with increasing anger, and by the end couldn’t continue, pointing at the deceased on the door plank.

The person here naturally died…

How tragic!

So that’s how it was…

So that’s how it was – it wasn’t directed at them, but at Chang Yuncheng!

“No, that’s not right.” Qi Yue shouted loudly. “This has nothing to do with that. This injured person died from excessive blood loss…”

But no one listened to her words anymore. Everyone was buzzing with discussion, looking at the deceased and the grief-stricken family, pointing and whispering.

My goodness, how tragic! This was even more tragic than dying outright.

Exactly – a divine physician would naturally cure people.

To die when there was clearly hope for survival was simply…

Too tragic! Too pitiful! Too… excessive!

“It was clearly someone else’s physician, someone else had requested the physician first, but the physician was snatched away. Human life really cannot be compared!”

“…This is clearly… bullying with power…”

“…What bullying with power… this is killing with power!”

Along with the gradually boiling atmosphere around them, the young woman let out a howl that was part crying, part laughing.

“Father! You died so miserably!” She looked up and wailed, kowtowing heavily on the ground. “Where is heavenly justice!”

With this forceful kowtowing, her head immediately broke and bled, making the scene even more tragic.

The onlookers could no longer restrain themselves.

“Who was that person! We won’t let him get away with this!”

“Right! This is murder! A life for a life!”

Soon such voices arose, and these voices grew more and more numerous.

Upon hearing these voices, the young woman prostrated on the ground in grief showed a smile at the corner of her mouth, then suddenly raised her head.

“It’s him!” She pointed over with her hand.

In an instant, all eyes looked over.

Chang Yuncheng still stood on the steps with his hands behind his back, expressionless.

So it was this man!

Indeed, thinking of his domineering behavior just now, he was indeed capable of such things!

“Could it be that only people like you can enter Qianjin Hall! Could it be that Qianjin Hall only saves the lives of people like you!” The young woman shouted loudly with grief and indignation. “Are our lives not lives?”

The scene immediately erupted in uproar.

So it wasn’t the divine physician who killed someone through treatment, but someone who seized the physician and caused death!

Chapter 264 – Entanglement
Actually, this shouldn’t be considered much of an incident. At any other time, when people from noble families fell ill, they would naturally have more opportunities than commoners.

Last time, hadn’t Prefecture Magistrate summoned all the physicians in the city for his son? During that period, others waiting for medical treatment naturally had no choice, and no one dared to accuse the Prefecture Magistrate of seizing physicians with his power.

The common people actually understood this in their hearts and accepted it. After all, if they truly encountered nobles seeking medical treatment, without anyone saying anything, they would automatically yield.

But seeing someone as arrogant as Chang Yuncheng was truly a first.

If you’re going to do such a thing, at least apologize or say something pleasant to hear. But not only did he not do so, he even said the person deserved to die.

This was truly bullying people beyond endurance.

“Sue him!”

Someone in the crowd shouted first.

These words made the scene fall quiet.

Sue?

“The Great Ancestor said, ‘Those who dare to harm my people shall not be pardoned!'”

The common people in the crowd didn’t quite understand such refined words and turned around to look, seeing several people in the crowd wearing long robes – clearly scholars, both old and young.

Could they sue?

“In those days, the Great Ancestor personally issued the Great Announcement in three volumes, permitting elderly respected ones throughout villages and marketplaces, as well as gentlemen, to evaluate officials. The Prince of Marquis Dingxi is a plague to the people, running rampant in the locality – truly detestable!” Several elderly scholars were filled with righteous indignation, their beards trembling as they shouted loudly.

“We shall appeal to the Surveillance Commissioner!”

“Right, let’s sue him!”

“Go to the capital to petition the Emperor!”

“Exactly, let’s petition the Emperor!”

Things were getting serious…

Qi Yue’s face turned pale.

Although she didn’t understand what this “Great Announcement” these people were talking about was, she knew that at any time, public opinion was something the court feared – it could be followed but not suppressed. If this really escalated, Chang Yuncheng would be…

“Listen to me, it’s not like that. This injured person died from excessive blood loss, it’s simply…” She shouted loudly.

But at this moment, her voice was quickly drowned out by the clamoring crowd.

Due to the commotion here, Huang Ziyang received news and rushed over. Huang Ziyang’s playmates naturally followed along. The newcomers didn’t know what had actually happened, and the latecomers didn’t know who the opponent was. With shouting, yelling, and cursing, the scene finally descended into chaos.

Looking at this chaotic scene, Qi Yue covered her head and crouched down heavily.

Unlucky! Unlucky! Unlucky!

So unlucky!

With things escalating to this point, the authorities were alarmed and brought the opposing parties to the yamen, temporarily resolving the chaos here, but many people still gathered outside the prefecture yamen.

People demanding an explanation.

Although there were fewer people inside the prefecture yamen, it wasn’t much quieter compared to outside.

“What madness has possessed you! What business is this of yours! Are you only satisfied when someone smashes my Qianjin Hall?”

Qi Yue’s furious voice echoed through the hall.

She looked at Chang Yuncheng, circling around him like a raging small beast.

“Miss Qi, Miss Qi, the Prince’s urgent desire to save his mother is understandable…” Prefecture Magistrate couldn’t help but speak in a low voice to mediate.

Mind your demeanor, mind your demeanor – this was his prefecture yamen hall, not the back courtyard of their Qianjin Hall…

“Understand my ass!” Qi Yue shouted.

Prefecture Magistrate immediately shrank to one side.

This woman had no demeanor, but he couldn’t lose his demeanor too.

“What do you take me, Qi Yue, for? Your urgent desire to save your mother? Your urgent desire to save your mother – should I be afraid of you? What do you want others to think of me! Am I, Qi Yue, someone who values life over death and fears you, this powerful person?” Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng angrily.

“Fearing the powerful isn’t wrong,” Chang Yuncheng said flatly.

Since entering, he had been sitting in a chair with a calm expression, as if nothing had happened.

Fearing the powerful wasn’t wrong, but for a physician, being unable to treat severe injuries was wrong.

Liu Pucheng on the side sighed with a complex expression.

Qi Yue ground her teeth with a grinding sound.

“I don’t need you to defend me!” She said word by word. “No one looks down on people like you do!”

Speaking of this, she could no longer contain her anger and lifted her foot to kick him hard.

Chang Yuncheng remained seated upright, letting her kick his legs twice without moving, not even frowning.

Prefecture Magistrate couldn’t help but wince in sympathy.

This woman really knew how to pick her targets – she was kicking all the painful bony spots!

After kicking twice, Qi Yue angrily turned to look at the family of four kneeling to the side.

The corpse was also placed in the hall, and the family of four huddled together sobbing.

“Put your hand on your conscience and tell me,” she looked at this family and said, “what exactly do you want to do?”

Before this family could speak, someone outside spoke up.

“Put your hand on your conscience and tell me?” Wang Qingchun strode in with a cold smile. “Miss Qi, you should put your hand on your conscience and tell us whether you could treat but didn’t treat.”

He couldn’t help but regret leaving too early and missing the good show that followed.

There was still such a good show!

Qi Yue turned around and spat rudely.

“You try treating him! If you can cure him, I’ll call you grandfather!” She shouted. “If you can’t cure him, you’re my grandson!”

This woman was too crude!

Everyone in the hall except Chang Yuncheng looked embarrassed.

Wang Qingchun’s face turned iron-blue with anger.

“Now it’s not about whether I can treat, but about you, Miss Qi, being able to treat but not treating!” He glared and said. “I’m poorly talented and skilled, inferior to others, but you’re different, Divine Physician Miss Qi. I admit I can’t treat – that’s not shameful, but being able to treat but not treating is shameful!”

“Shameful your sister!” Qi Yue grabbed the teacup from the nearby table – specially prepared by Prefecture Magistrate for Chang Yuncheng – and threw it at Wang Qingchun.

Not expecting her to use her hands as well as her mouth, Wang Qingchun dodged somewhat awkwardly, but still got a corner of his clothing splashed.

“You shrew!” Wang Qingchun cursed angrily.

“You mad dog!” Qi Yue cursed back just as rudely.

If the opponent wasn’t a woman, the two would probably be wrestling together by now.

Prefecture Magistrate wiped his sweat.

“Both of you, stop! Stop!” He said hurriedly, trying to maintain the solemnity of the court.

“Look at yourself! I can treat, I can treat – if you treat me like an immortal and worship me, then I can treat!” Qi Yue spat and walked away with a wave of her hand.

Wang Qingchun wiped his clothing corner haphazardly, his eyelids twitching with anger.

“Now you say you can’t treat, of course you say you can’t treat – you and your husband have deep feelings!” He sneered. “Your former mother-in-law, well, a former mother-in-law is still a mother-in-law…”

He said this while looking at that family.

“You can only blame your bad luck,” he shook his head and said. “You just happened to encounter someone’s mother-in-law falling ill. No matter who it was, they couldn’t possibly treat you instead of their own mother-in-law…”

Oh my goodness, this fellow really was…

Qi Yue got agitated again and grabbed a nearby stool.

“Getting anxious, getting anxious, flying into a rage from shame?” Wang Qingchun shouted while carefully guarding and dodging. “This is a court of law – having reason doesn’t depend on speaking loudly. You’re being so unreasonable, daring to act but not daring to take responsibility!”

“Still talking about daring to act but not taking responsibility – who dares to act but not take responsibility! Wang Qingchun, you go kneel at the city gate first, then come talk to me!” Qi Yue shouted while holding the stool.

“What are you doing, you’re hitting people, you’re hitting people – can’t argue so you’re bringing up unrelated matters!” Wang Qingchun said while making defensive gestures.

Looking at these two, Prefecture Magistrate had a severe headache.

“Miss Qi, Miss Qi,” he stepped forward – naturally he couldn’t pull Qi Yue, so he could only grab the stool. “Let’s talk nicely, let’s talk nicely.”

Qi Yue angrily released the stool, and Wang Qingchun also flicked his sleeves.

“Now what needs to be resolved is whether this person died because he could be treated but wasn’t treated, or because he simply couldn’t be treated and died,” Prefecture Magistrate coughed. “We need to give the people an explanation, or else if these people really petition the Emperor, that would be serious! Let me tell you, don’t expect me to stop them – the Great Ancestor issued an order back then that anyone who dares to stop people from petitioning the Emperor would be executed along with their nine generations of family!”

“Of course he couldn’t be treated!”

“Of course he could be treated!”

Qi Yue and Wang Qingchun’s voices rang out simultaneously, but with completely opposite meanings.

“I say, Miss Qi, Divine Physician Qi, what are you being modest about now? You’re really being modest,” Wang Qingchun sneered.

Not like when you dealt with me before, full of arrogance saying things like “you’re ignorant, you’re incompetent, just because you can’t treat doesn’t mean I can’t treat!”

Didn’t you say you could treat everything? How are you cowering now?

“I’m different from you – one must have self-awareness. I know what I can and can’t do, unlike you who doesn’t know your own capabilities,” Qi Yue sneered back.

“That’s well said. Miss Qi, since you dared to take on this patient, you naturally knew your own capabilities. What’s this? Not admitting it now?” Wang Qingchun snorted.

Prefecture Magistrate slapped his forehead.

Here they go again…

“Can you two stop bickering? Can this matter be resolved just by talking?” He put on a stern expression and demanded.

“Of course it can!”

This time the two answered in unison.

“This matter is resolved by talking it through,” Qi Yue said. “I’m the physician, and I was the one who examined the patient, so naturally I have the say.”

“What a joke – you have the say? In this matter, anyone can have the say except you,” Wang Qingchun sneered, looking toward Chang Yuncheng. “One day as husband and wife, a hundred days of affection – you relatives naturally favor each other. Miss Qi, what would it matter if you just admitted it? This is human nature, nothing wrong with it. Although it violates medical ethics, why would you rather tarnish your own medical skills and say you couldn’t save him? Why put yourself through this!”

“Wang Qingchun!” Qi Yue pointed at him and shouted. “It seems talking won’t work, so we’ll have to let facts speak! You go stab yourself with a plow blade right now, then have a bamboo pole pierce through your chest, and see if I can save you!”

Bah, even a madman wouldn’t do such a thing!

This woman was already frantic with rage. Wang Qingchun laughed wildly in his heart.

Excellent – this woman finally has such a day!

Qi Yue was truly about to go mad with anger. As the saying goes, “better to offend a gentleman than a petty person” – it was to avoid situations like today.

He just had to pester her unreasonably!

Qi Yue lifted her foot to step forward, preparing to get physical, when a hand grabbed her arm.

“Enough,” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at Wang Qingchun.

Although this man was thin, he was also sturdy, carrying the aura of battlefield campaigns.

Speaking of which, the people of Yongqing Prefecture weren’t very familiar with the Prince of Marquis Dingxi. First, unlike other dandy young masters, he hadn’t spent his days cockfighting, playing with dogs, fighting, and causing trouble in his youth, and almost never attended any major occasions. Second, after growing up, he had left home.

As a fellow townsman, Wang Qingchun’s understanding of Chang Yuncheng had only increased after arriving in the capital.

Mixing in the Imperial Medical Academy, though not an important government office, he often moved among people from important offices, so he could often hear evaluations among court officials.

Though Chang Yuncheng was young, from what Wang Qingchun had heard, he was quite favored by the Emperor. As the son of a meritorious noble, entering the military was just to gain some credentials, and promotion wasn’t necessary since they fundamentally couldn’t serve long-term in the military. Even if appointed to positions, they wouldn’t hold important posts in the military – the Emperor was on guard against this. But this Chang Yuncheng was different. The Emperor was quite straightforward about promoting him, and from what those officials said, there seemed to be intention to eventually make him a General.

Although Chang Yuncheng wasn’t yet thirty and becoming a General was still a distant prospect, these officials looked at long-term matters – they didn’t care about immediate concerns.

This man was somewhat untouchable…

Wang Qingchun felt somewhat intimidated for a moment. If this escalated, he would be offending this man.

But what was there to fear! Speaking of offense, he’d already offended him!

If this really escalated, he occupied the moral high ground! Besides, it wasn’t him who had given offense – this Chang Yuncheng was bullying people with his power. Speaking small, it wasn’t much – which powerful person doesn’t bully with their power? But if you really wanted to make it big, it could truly become a major incident.

Even if the Emperor favored him, the Great Ancestor’s Great Announcement still sat in the Hall of Diligent Government. No matter what, he’d have to weigh which was more important…

If Chang Yuncheng fell, then he naturally wouldn’t have any problems. He might even gain some reputation for high moral character and righteous speech. Could he perhaps get promoted in the Imperial Medical Academy?

Chapter 265: Someone’s Here
While he was lost in wild thoughts, his expression changing constantly, Chang Yuncheng merely smiled faintly on the other side.

“There’s no need to say more. What’s there to say? Qi Yueniang’s medical skills are beyond question,” he said. “So I must have her treat my mother. As for this injured person, I can only apologize.”

Qi Yue was so angry she stamped her feet.

“Shut up!” she shouted, trying to break free from Chang Yuncheng’s grip.

“You shut up!” Chang Yuncheng turned his head and barked at her.

Him speaking to her like this… it had been a long time since he’d done so…

Qi Yue was suddenly startled.

“This matter is just that simple.” Chang Yuncheng no longer looked at her, but instead turned to look at the others in the hall, finally settling his gaze on that family. “So then, what do you want? Whatever conditions you name, I’ll agree to them all.”

Agree to everything?

So he was admitting fault? No, no, this man had been admitting fault from the beginning.

More accurately, he was… backing down?

Wang Qingchun stared wide-eyed at Chang Yuncheng, shouting inwardly.

Just moments ago he had the attitude of being unmovable like oil and salt, acting like “I’ll kill you so what,” but how did he suddenly back down!

No! Lord! Don’t forget your status! What conditions are you negotiating with lowly commoners!

You should insist that this injured person deserved to die in the first place!

Speaking like this, isn’t it tantamount to saying you killed someone yourself?

Murder, this is murder!

He was thinking this in his heart, and couldn’t help but shout it out loud.

“Murder, murder your sister!” Qi Yue shouted, breaking free from Chang Yuncheng’s hand. “Can a dead person be murdered again? Can a person die twice? I’ve said it a hundred times already—this person wasn’t delayed, he died from severe injuries that couldn’t be treated. Are you even a doctor? Do you have eyes? If you can’t see, can’t you ask? Go ask! Ask what this man’s symptoms were at the time!”

Wang Qingchun laughed disdainfully.

“Ask? Ask whom? At the time, besides the people from Qianjin Hall, there were only the family members and villagers present,” he said with a smile. “What do family members and villagers understand? So ask the people from Qianjin Hall? ‘Those close to the matter shouldn’t be questioned’—surely Qi Yueniang knows this principle?”

Qi Yue was about to charge forward again when Chang Yuncheng reached out and held her back.

“So you mean we need to ask someone who was present at the time, who wasn’t from Qianjin Hall, wasn’t a family member or villager, and was a doctor—is that right?”

A voice rang out from outside the door.

Who’s being meddlesome! Wang Qingchun turned around in annoyance and saw a short, slightly plump old man walking in.

The hall was dark inside while it was bright outside. He couldn’t make out the man’s features clearly for a moment.

“I was also present at the time, and I’m a doctor,” the old man continued.

A doctor! Wang Qingchun glared at him irritably.

“This is a medical inspection case being handled by the authorities. Doctors are not permitted to interrupt!” he said.

Which short-sighted doctor is this…

Wang Qingchun squinted to look. By now the old man had walked closer. He looked unfamiliar and shouldn’t be a doctor from Yongqing Prefecture.

No wonder he’s so tactless!

“Oh.” The tactless old man responded. “So that means you also need to have official status. Only medical officials can inquire about this, right?”

“Of course,” Wang Qingchun replied irritably, while looking at the prefect. “My lord, can just anyone enter the prefectural office? How is it…”

He didn’t finish his sentence as something waved in front of his eyes.

“What are you…” Wang Qingchun irritably reached out to push it away, but the touch felt somewhat familiar. Looking closely, he saw:

Imperial Medical Academy Left Vice-President Zhou Maochun.

Wang Qingchun was very unfamiliar with this elderly man. But he was very familiar with this plaque and the name on it.

“Left… Left Vice-President…” he stammered, then his legs gave way and he actually knelt down.

“Ah.” Imperial Physician Zhou frowned. “Why such formal ceremony! Although you’re my subordinate, it’s not necessary to be so formal!”

I didn’t want to be so formal either, but I was startled and couldn’t control myself.

Wang Qingchun shouted inwardly, but since he had already knelt, he couldn’t waste the gesture.

“This subordinate greets Your Excellency. Such ceremony is naturally appropriate,” he said.

“You’re thoughtful.” Zhou Maochun smiled and accepted the courtesy.

The prefect also came to his senses and hurried over.

“Is it Vice-President Zhou who has arrived?” he asked respectfully with some surprise.

Although he wasn’t a capital official, he still knew Zhou Maochun’s great reputation. Zhou Maochun was the fifth-generation direct disciple of the great physician Wang Weiyi. This elderly man excelled at acupuncture and had a great reputation in the palace. The Empress Dowager especially relied on him. Of course, his reputation in the capital was even greater, but precisely because of his great reputation, he had inevitably been spoiled into having a somewhat eccentric temperament. Ordinary families truly couldn’t invite him, especially in recent years when he claimed to be compiling his master’s medical classics and hid in the palace without coming out, making him even harder to invite.

Such a person who had almost withdrawn from the world had come to their Yongqing Prefecture.

“I came to examine the Lord’s mother’s illness,” Zhou Maochun said, too lazy to pay attention to the prefect, and instead looked at Wang Qingchun. “You, where are you from?”

Of course he wasn’t asking where Wang Qingchun was from originally.

“This subordinate is Wang Qingchun from the Bureau of Pharmacy,” Wang Qingchun quickly replied.

Zhou Maochun made an “oh” sound.

What was the Bureau of Pharmacy?

“It’s like being a menial worker in your medical halls,” Zhou Maochun considerately explained to Qi Yue.

Menial worker…

Wang Qingchun’s heart was bleeding.

Was there any need to step on people like this?

“Alright, get up. Let’s get on with the real business quickly. How did such a small matter turn into this mess? What kind of Medical Doctor are you?” Zhou Maochun said with a frown.

Wang Qingchun stood up with his head lowered, repeatedly saying yes.

“This subordinate was just about to ask…” he said while speaking.

“No need to ask. I was at the scene at the time,” Zhou Maochun said, walking several steps to the family members. “Bleeding wouldn’t stop, plowshare wound, bamboo pole pierced through the chest, internal organ injury—how could you be so certain the person could live?”

The young woman had never spoken from beginning to end, and the children naturally wouldn’t speak either. The young girl’s expression became somewhat panicked upon hearing this.

Even the prefect was so respectful to this person…

His background must be very significant, and he was also a doctor…

This… this…

“Qi Yueniang said she could save him…” she raised her head and said.

“I did indeed try to save him, but I didn’t succeed. I needed you to provide blood, but none of you were willing to provide it,” Qi Yue said, looking at them with somewhat sorrowful expression. “Never mind the bamboo pole wound piercing the chest. Just the unstoppable bleeding from the thigh alone would have been enough to kill him. I could indeed save him, if there had been enough suitable blood.”

Zhou Maochun waved his hand somewhat impatiently, interrupting her.

“Hey. Isn’t that settled then.” He looked at the young woman. “Since you believed her when she said she could save him, why don’t you believe her when she says she couldn’t save him?”

The young woman was left speechless by the question.

There was actually this way of asking…

“That… menial worker…” Zhou Maochun looked at Wang Qingchun again. Unable to remember his name, he simply used this shorthand.

Wang Qingchun felt extremely depressed.

“Yes, what are Your Excellency’s instructions,” he still had to say respectfully.

“You know about this deceased person’s injuries, right?” Zhou Maochun asked.

Wang Qingchun reluctantly but still nodded.

“Then do you think such injuries could still be treated?” Zhou Maochun asked, looking surprised.

“Naturally…” Wang Qingchun stammered, “they cannot. But, but Qi Yueniang’s medical skills are superior…”

Zhou Maochun didn’t like hearing this.

“Superior? Are you saying Qi Yueniang is more skilled than me?” he asked.

“That’s naturally not the case…” Wang Qingchun quickly said.

“Then how could she treat it successfully?” Zhou Maochun asked with a curious expression.

How would I know! Wang Qingchun screamed internally.

“She… she naturally also couldn’t treat it successfully…” he could only say, his heart bleeding.

What terrible luck. How did everything go so smoothly, only to have this person appear and ruin everything!

“Well isn’t that settled then? What have you, this Medical Doctor, been babbling about for so long?” Zhou Maochun shook his head.

“Yes, yes, this subordinate is incompetent,” Wang Qingchun said with a bow.

“Hurry up and explain clearly to the people!” Zhou Maochun said. “A medical case that even someone who isn’t a doctor can see the outcome of, yet you’ve wasted so much time. Really… are you actually a doctor? Who recommended you to enter the Bureau of Pharmacy?”

Wang Qingchun’s face flushed red, but what could he do? He dared to challenge Chang Yuncheng because they were in different professions, but he didn’t dare with the person before him—this was someone who could decide his future with a single word.

He still had to rely on this fate to live and absolutely couldn’t carelessly ruin it.

There would be other opportunities in the future…

Wang Qingchun gritted his teeth, responded affirmatively, and was about to walk outside.

“You know how to explain this, right?” Zhou Maochun called out to stop him and asked.

Wang Qingchun respectfully turned around to ask for instruction.

“From the cause to the consultation time, to the initial examination and injury assessment, everything must be explained clearly. This can be inquired about…” Zhou Maochun said, looking toward Qianjin Hall.

“Your Excellency, we have consultation records,” Liu Pucheng quickly stepped forward and said.

Zhou Maochun nodded.

“Good, having these makes it even better,” he said, pointing at Wang Qingchun. “Show him, so he won’t know how to write it.”

Might as well just let the people from Qianjin Hall go out and explain! Wang Qingchun nearly ground his teeth to powder.

Unlucky, unlucky, unlucky!!

After Wang Qingchun left, Zhou Maochun began lecturing the prefect.

“Public opinion is public opinion, but you can’t ignore right and wrong just because of public opinion,” he said, then pointed at the family members. “They don’t understand, so you need to explain properly to them. How can you, as their parent official, join in their confusion? This isn’t loving the people like your children, this is indulgence and spoiling. Strict fathers produce filial sons—don’t you even understand this?”

The prefect almost wanted to cry. Why was this old man such a chatterbox?

“I understand, I understand,” he could only keep saying, hoping this old man would leave quickly.

After Zhou Maochun finally finished lecturing the prefect, he looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“This whole matter was entirely your own doing,” he said. “There was nothing wrong originally, but you had to stir up trouble. What were you trying to achieve?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him and turned his head away without responding.

Zhou Maochun didn’t lecture him the way he had lectured Wang Qingchun. He just pointed at him and said nothing, then looked at Qi Yue.

“Do I also have fault?” Qi Yue looked at him and asked.

Zhou Maochun instantly put on a smiling face.

“Of course not. How could Qi Yueniang have any fault?” he said with a grin.

The prefect nearby couldn’t help but roll his eyes.

What kind of person was this!

Meanwhile, Wang Qingchun outside was frowning and reluctantly explaining the results with a heavy heart. What responded to him was a crowd full of discussion.

“Is this true or false?”

“I still think Qi Yueniang could have saved him…”

“…Right, isn’t it said that officials protect each other…”

“We don’t know how they investigated behind closed doors…”

“…Naturally the powerful protect the powerful…”

Such questioning discussions grew more and more numerous. Wang Qingchun was happy to hear them.

So what if he explained? So what if someone came forward to testify? This time, you Marquis Dingxi’s heir still can’t wash yourself clean!

Before Wang Qingchun could smile, a shoe came flying from somewhere and hit him in the face.

“Officials protecting officials!” came the accompanying curse.

Wang Qingchun cried out in bad luck. No longer in the mood to listen to these pleasant clamoring sounds outside, he had someone post the notice and hurried back inside.

Here he was lost in wild thoughts, his expression changing, while Chang Yuncheng merely smiled faintly on the other side.

Chapter 266: As One Wishes
The Marquis Dingxi residence naturally received the news immediately, and the entire household was in uproar.

“My lord, this isn’t his business alone—this is meant to harm our marquis residence!” Concubine Zhou said urgently. “This will get us reported to the censors…”

The Marquis Dingxi had been sitting motionless in his chair ever since learning the news.

Chang Yuncheng actually dared to do such a thing!

Such an obviously trouble-inviting act!

That’s right, commoners indeed didn’t amount to much in their eyes. At that time, never mind that the person couldn’t be saved—even if he could be saved, any powerful family would have done the same thing.

But doing it didn’t mean they would admit to it.

Who would admit to it? What was the point? Wasn’t that foolish?

They naturally weren’t afraid of commoners—they were afraid of the censors! They were afraid of the “Great Admonition” promulgated by the founding emperor! The founding emperor had truly killed many people back then! Just because two commoners filed complaints, he could flay and dismember a prefect!

Of course, there hadn’t been such incidents since the founding emperor, but there was no guarantee that the current emperor, who wholeheartedly wanted to emulate the founding emperor, wouldn’t have a sudden whim!

Smart people naturally left no handles when doing things. Once there was such a handle, it would be nothing when there was no trouble, but when someone truly wanted to cause trouble, that would be delivering oneself to death!

“Has he gone mad?” the Marquis Dingxi murmured, looking completely puzzled.

He naturally understood the relationship between Madam Xie and her son—both could excavate their hearts and lungs for each other, exchanging life and death.

So it could be said that Chang Yuncheng was worried about Madam Xie to the point of madness, his mind impulsive and losing rationality…

“My lord!” Concubine Zhou had been speaking for a long time, but seeing the Marquis Dingxi still sitting there, she reached out and urgently pushed him. “What are you still standing there for? Hurry to the prefectural office and publicly rebuke the Lord before the people. Although we share the same bloodline, we must distance the marquis residence’s reputation a bit! Otherwise, our entire family will be dragged into the quagmire by him!”

“Indeed, he’s the heir of the Marquis Dingxi residence. Whatever he does, people will naturally hold it against us…” the Marquis Dingxi murmured.

Just like the merits he had earned—the court rewarded the Marquis Dingxi residence, and everyone praised him as a father who taught his son well.

Similarly, if he did absurd things, then naturally his father would also be scolded—”If the son is not taught, it’s the father’s fault.”

“We shouldn’t have made him the heir in the first place!” Concubine Zhou said angrily. “You can see at three what someone will be at eighty—he was a troublemaker who had no rules and wouldn’t listen to anyone when he was young. Our marquis residence’s inheritance is at the most critical time right now. The old generation’s merits are gradually fading, and we need to be careful and cautious to stabilize our family business. Look at him—is he the type to be careful and cautious?”

He really wasn’t…

The Marquis Dingxi sighed heavily.

Perhaps he really shouldn’t have back then…

It’s just that when Great Madam Xie died, the Xie family made endless trouble, and mother had no choice but to agree to give Yuncheng the heir position. At the time, it was also an expedient measure, right?

So could it still be changed now?

What could be established could naturally be abolished. If the heir was impure, naturally a virtuous person should replace him.

“…Such a simple matter, what was he thinking!” Concubine Zhou paced back and forth, extremely angry. “What’s there to make trouble about? Isn’t it just treating someone to death? There are doctors—whoever treats takes responsibility! What does it have to do with him? Treating illness—how can everyone be cured? Just say it can’t be treated and send them away!”

At this point, Concubine Zhou sneered coldly.

“In the end, he’s still mindful of marital affection, isn’t he?” she said, supporting the Marquis Dingxi’s shoulder with a cold smile. “That woman made our marquis residence lose face with her divorce back then, and now even after the divorce, she can still make us lose face like this. It’s really…”

Indeed, this matter was simply about not saving someone’s life. As long as the doctor said it couldn’t be treated, it would be over. At most, they’d be scolded as quack doctors or something…

“Which doctor can guarantee to cure all diseases and treat everything successfully? How is she so precious?” Concubine Zhou continued. “The Lord protects her so mindfully that he impulsively tarnished himself. Doesn’t he think about whether this is just his own business? This concerns our marquis residence! Share glory and share loss—does he have the marquis residence in his heart? Does he have this family? Does he remember who he is?”

That’s right, share glory and share loss!

The Marquis Dingxi suddenly stood up.

Concubine Zhou wasn’t prepared and nearly fell.

“Someone, go to the prefectural office!” the Marquis Dingxi shouted with solemn authority.

This man who had always avoided trouble was finally taking action!

Concubine Zhou was overjoyed.

This time, the heir position couldn’t be kept!

She clenched the silk handkerchief in her hand. Although it was delayed by so many years, it would ultimately fall to her son!

That’s right, those things that should have been hers would ultimately all become hers!

One could imagine that once Chang Yuncheng lost his heir position, that Madam Xie…

If you can anger one to death, you can naturally anger two to death!

Concubine Zhou sneered.

This time, the Xie family wouldn’t have any face to make trouble, would they?

This time, the mother and son brought death upon themselves—they couldn’t blame others!

Watching the Marquis Dingxi walk out, Concubine Zhou couldn’t help but laugh and sigh.

“Concubine, why are you sighing when things are going well?” the maid beside her asked quietly.

“It’s such a pity I can’t go to the scene to watch,” Concubine Zhou said with a regretful smile. “Ah, who made me a woman? I can only stay in the inner quarters.”

Staying in the inner quarters, one could still have their wishes fulfilled—not every woman could achieve this.

Concubine Zhou smiled proudly.

In the prefectural hall, with Zhou Maochun’s few words settling the matter, everyone was preparing to disperse.

The family wiped their tears and withdrew clinging to each other, with the deceased being carried by the constables.

Chang Yuncheng also lifted his foot to leave.

“What are you going out for now!” Qi Yue grabbed his arm and shouted.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng looked at her with a frown, not understanding.

“Go through the back!” Qi Yue said angrily.

Chang Yuncheng smiled. He reached out and grasped Qi Yue’s hand, seeming to pause with some reluctance, but still pulled it away without hesitation.

“I’ve lived this long and have never really gone through the back door,” he said, turning and striding away.

Looking at this man’s straight back, Qi Yue stamped her foot in anger and hurried to catch up.

Liu Pucheng and the others naturally all followed.

Zhou Maochun made two “tsk tsk” sounds and looked at the prefect beside him.

The prefect felt uncomfortable under his gaze.

“Sir, is there any other instruction?” he quickly said respectfully.

“Aren’t you going out to see them off?” Zhou Maochun asked.

What a joke—going out at this time would mean getting hit in the head by those rioters and being utterly embarrassed!

The prefect wouldn’t be willing even if he were stupid, much less since he wasn’t stupid. He stared at Zhou Maochun, trying to find suitable, face-saving words to refuse, when suddenly his eyes lit up.

“Master Zhou!” He grabbed Zhou Maochun’s hand.

This time it was Zhou Maochun who was startled.

“What are you doing?” he quickly shook his hand, saying.

“Please examine my son!” the prefect said urgently, gripping tightly and not letting go, as if the man would run away if he let go.

“What’s wrong with your son?” Zhou Maochun looked disgusted and kept shaking his hand, shouting.

“My son was once trampled by a horse, and later…” the prefect said hurriedly. For his son’s sake, he couldn’t see Zhou Maochun’s disgust—in his eyes, even if Zhou Maochun were cursing at him, it would sound like heavenly music.

To catch such a capable physician! His son’s condition, which had kept him constantly worried, could finally get a definitive conclusion.

“Oh!” Zhou Maochun didn’t wait for him to finish before excitedly grasping the prefect’s hand, his eyebrows dancing with joy. “Right, right, your son—the one Qi Yueniang opened up and operated on! Quick, quick, let me examine him!”

Although he had witnessed the chest surgery firsthand, that patient had died, so he couldn’t see the results. How could he forget there was a living one! A living one! He must strip him bare and study him thoroughly!

Not expecting Zhou Maochun to be so enthusiastic, the prefect was almost moved to tears. This was character! If the people in the capital knew about this, they would definitely be jealous!

“Please, please,” the prefect said excitedly.

The two excited men even forgot to let go of each other’s hands and walked in hand in hand like that.

While these two were getting along so well, the atmosphere outside remained tense.

Although Wang Qingchun had made explanations and posted notices, the watching crowd still hadn’t dispersed.

When they saw the deceased’s family come out, the atmosphere immediately became heated.

“How pitiful!”

“This is how the world is!”

Such discussions filled the crowd, with emotions running high.

This attitude even startled the young woman, and fear appeared on her face.

Had the matter been blown up too much…

This… would be alright, wouldn’t it…

But having come this far, she could only steel herself and continue.

“Thank you, fellow villagers,” she said, crying as she bowed to the crowd.

That sorrowful and helpless expression again stirred up the people at the scene.

Chang Yuncheng walked out at this moment, and instantly all eyes focused on him.

This kind of attention was different from before.

Anger, indignation, and resentment could almost melt a person.

Chang Yuncheng remained expressionless without the slightest panic, lifted his foot, and walked step by step into the crowd.

The guards didn’t keep up—originally they should have cleared the way, but now it became Chang Yuncheng clearing the way.

The disciples of Qianjin Hall who followed out couldn’t help but turn pale.

“If this… what if… but… even random punches can kill a master…” someone couldn’t help but mutter.

The dense crowd in front of the prefectural office parted to make a path as Chang Yuncheng walked, but the crowd didn’t disperse—everyone was watching Chang Yuncheng.

These people included old and young, men and women, all dressed simply or even raggedly, with the thin and weak in the majority. They held no weapons in their hands, but just watching like that brought intimidation no less than being surrounded by tens of thousands of troops.

The key point was that when surrounded by tens of thousands of troops, they could defend themselves with weapons in their hands. Though dangerous, it was the kind of stimulating danger that could make one’s blood boil. But at this moment, though they had weapons in their hands, they couldn’t defend themselves. This kind of suppressed, inescapable, unavoidable danger was the most dangerous.

The guards following Chang Yuncheng broke out in dense sweat on their foreheads—this was unprecedented.

Qi Yue lifted her foot to follow when she saw another commotion outside. The crowd automatically parted again, and the Marquis Dingxi appeared before everyone dressed in ducal ceremonial robes, with the steward and servants following closely behind him.

Qi Yue stopped, her brow furrowing.

So when there was external trouble, there would inevitably be internal strife…

So to avoid bringing trouble upon oneself, having the hero cut off his own arm was the best choice…

So what Chang Yuncheng chose to face was not only the people’s anger but also the backstabbing from his own family…

This bastard! This fool! This idiot!

She quickened her pace to catch up.

Chapter 267: Daring to Act
When Marquis Dingxi lifted the carriage curtain and saw so many people before him, he drew in a sharp breath.

He had heard the commotion was quite large, but he hadn’t taken to heart just how large it actually was.

It was just the death of a farmer—how could there be so many idle people gathering to watch the excitement?

Only when he truly arrived did he realize there really were that many idle people!

If he went down there, forget about fists—even if each person spat once, they could drown him!

That damn boy had never caused him trouble from childhood to adulthood, but when he finally did cause trouble, it was of this magnitude!

This was going to be the death of him!

In an instant, he decided to sit in the carriage and not get out. Just as he was about to lower the curtain, the steward jumped out.

“Marquis Dingxi has arrived!” he shouted at the top of his voice.

This shout attracted the attention of the nearby crowd, and then more and more gazes turned their way.

Marquis Dingxi froze with his hand holding the curtain.

To retreat under the watchful eyes of everyone required great courage…

Marquis Dingxi slowly climbed down, fortunately the steward was smart enough to support him in time, preventing him from falling and becoming a laughingstock.

Actually, he was already a laughingstock now…

The crowd parted, and Chang Yuncheng also saw Marquis Dingxi. His footsteps paused slightly.

Qi Yue caught up from behind, moving past Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng promptly reached out to grab this woman, pulling her behind him.

“You!” Marquis Dingxi looked at his son, his son with that indifferent expression, and couldn’t help but point at him and shout, “Look at the fine thing you’ve done!”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, showing no reaction whatsoever.

Qi Yue struggled behind the man, punching and kicking but unable to break free.

After Marquis Dingxi shouted this sentence, he suddenly turned away. He searched for and found the deceased’s family members who were also surrounded by the crowd, and walked quickly toward them.

The crowd automatically parted, but their expressions toward Marquis Dingxi were also very unkind.

What was he trying to do? Even in this situation, did he still want to bully people?

Thinking this way, someone couldn’t help but shout out.

The angry voice that suddenly rang out beside him made Marquis Dingxi stumble, involuntarily gripping the steward’s hand tightly.

The scene became tense for a moment.

“You people…” Marquis Dingxi looked at this family, his voice trembling slightly as he began to speak, “This Marquis…”

That family looked over, gazing at this man dressed in luxurious and solemn clothing, their faces showing barely concealed fear and anxiety.

Marquis Dingxi had only opened his mouth to say these few words when he suddenly bowed low to them in salute.

“Failure to teach one’s son is the father’s fault. In this matter, our Marquis Dingxi’s residence has wronged you! This Marquis apologizes to you!” he said.

His voice was still trembling, and he spoke quickly, revealing the speaker’s inner panic and unease.

But after saying these words, Marquis Dingxi suddenly felt as if he had unloaded a heavy burden, instantly feeling lighter.

Actually, this wasn’t so difficult, and there was nothing to be afraid of…

Marquis Dingxi straightened his body and withdrew his hand from the steward’s arm.

“This Marquis apologizes to you,” he said again, this time with a loud, clear voice.

Now everyone heard clearly. The people nearby were all stunned. The unusual situation here quickly spread, and the chaotic scene quieted down.

The deceased’s family also looked shocked.

What?

“My unfilial son acted improperly, doing such an absurd thing as competing for medical treatment, causing your relative’s delayed treatment and death. This matter is my unfilial son’s fault, and also our Marquis residence’s fault.” Marquis Dingxi continued, bowing again to the deceased’s family. “Since things have come to this, please accept my condolences. Besides my apologies, this Marquis must certainly provide compensation.”

Apologies… compensation…

Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue were also stunned.

What was Marquis Dingxi saying?

Shouldn’t he be saying that this unfilial son had nothing to do with their Marquis residence, that he should bear the consequences of his own actions, and that their Marquis residence would righteously destroy their own kin?

These apologies? Compensation? What was this about?

And… compensation?

A flash of wild joy crossed the young woman’s face.

It seemed that this time… she really had struck it rich!

“The person, the person is already dead, how can there be compensation!” she covered her face and wept.

The crowd also came to their senses.

The Marquis Dingxi residence had actually backed down! The Marquis Dingxi residence had actually admitted fault! The Marquis Dingxi residence was actually going to pay compensation!

Everyone became excited—this was their victory!

“That’s right! The person is already dead! How can there be compensation!”

“Exactly, can a life be compensated for?”

Many people began shouting, filled with righteous indignation, the scene becoming boisterous and noisy.

Marquis Dingxi suddenly felt like a small boat in a storm, liable to be capsized at any moment.

Meanwhile, the pressure on Chang Yuncheng’s side was completely relieved.

He looked at this man, this man who had been called father for over twenty years, the person closest to him yet most distant, this man he despised and looked down upon, who was now carefully nodding to the angry crowd, his face showing undisguised terror, like a frightened rabbit ready to flee at any moment, but who, nevertheless, never actually fled.

“…Yes, the life cannot be returned, but the living still have to go on, don’t they?”

“…Right, right, exactly, give, whatever you want is fine…”

“…No problem, this Marquis’s word is as good as gold…”

“…No problem, everyone is witness…”

“…Good, good, you must accept my condolences, this time it’s our fault…”

“…Alright, alright, farmland? Of course no problem… money… money is also good, more convenient to handle… no problem, no problem… all no problem…”

“…Right, right, this old gentleman speaks correctly, even if this man had lived his body would have been ruined… of course, of course, I don’t mean it that way… cough cough… we just want to provide some compensation, you’ve lost this person, but life must go on as if this person were still here… no, even better than that…”

Chang Yuncheng watched and watched, feeling his nose grow sour.

“Go to hell with your compensation!” Qi Yue, whose wrist was being held behind him, erupted in fury again, shouting loudly. “Go to hell with compensation! You put your hands on your hearts and say, how can you have the nerve to accept it!”

She shouted and jumped, kicking and hitting Chang Yuncheng.

“Let me go, I’m not finished with them! You two idiots stop being so presumptuous! You two idiots stop being so presumptuous!” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng just gripped her hand tightly, refusing to let go.

The shouting here couldn’t drown out the discussion over there.

That side finally reached an agreement, with the steward personally leading the deceased’s family to handle the compensation. The crowd naturally wanted to witness this, and the angry atmosphere had been replaced by the joy of victory, with everyone following along in high spirits.

The crowd in front of the government office dispersed like flowing water, leaving behind Marquis Dingxi and his son, Qi Yue, and the people from Qianjin Hall who were still standing on the steps.

Marquis Dingxi’s usually refined appearance was slightly disheveled. He exhaled and reached up to wipe the sweat from his forehead.

He hadn’t expected to actually manage it…

Actually, it wasn’t that frightening after all…

“Father.” Chang Yuncheng moved his lips, calling out somewhat hoarsely.

Only then did Marquis Dingxi look over. Although he felt quite elated inside, he still had to maintain his image as a stern father.

“You unfilial son! Look at the fine thing you’ve done!” He put on a stern face and shouted harshly. “You make me…”

Before he could finish his words, Chang Yuncheng lifted his robes and knelt before him.

“I have caused Father to suffer on my behalf!” he said, then kowtowed heavily.

Marquis Dingxi was actually startled by him.

From childhood to adulthood, this damn boy had never been willing to submit in front of him. Every time he knelt to be beaten, he would definitely kneel bolt upright. This time he hadn’t even started hitting him, so why was he bending over?

Marquis Dingxi was a refined man, and when faced with someone showing weakness, no matter how great his anger, he couldn’t let it out—this was a matter of propriety, and there was no way around it.

“If you had known it would come to this, why did you do it in the first place!” He flicked his sleeves and shouted with a stern face. “Get up, we’ll settle accounts with you when we get back!”

But Chang Yuncheng didn’t immediately get up, instead kowtowing heavily again before standing.

However, before he could stand up completely, Qi Yue beside him gave him a vicious kick. Chang Yuncheng, who was in the midst of rising, lost his balance and swayed, ending up kneeling on one knee again. He turned back to look at Qi Yue.

“You people!” Qi Yue looked at this father and son pair. Her face was flushed red, her breathing uneven. “What are you doing!”

She shouted loudly, her voice hoarse.

Marquis Dingxi felt somewhat uneasy and fearful.

“Yueniang, it’s nothing. This has nothing to do with you…” he said hurriedly.

“What does this matter have to do with you people!” Qi Yue shouted loudly, her expression furious and agitated. “I killed someone with my treatment, what does that have to do with you people! What does it have to do with you people!”

This was the first time they had seen this woman display such intense emotions. Since they had known her, she had always been cheerful and smiling. Even when angry, it was that kind of cold anger without emotion. This time, how come…

Marquis Dingxi, Chang Yuncheng, and even the people from Qianjin Hall were all stunned, looking with surprise and concern at this woman who seemed to have gone mad.

What was wrong with her?

“Yueniang, if it weren’t for his mother’s matter, this incident wouldn’t have turned out this way…” Marquis Dingxi said, wringing his hands with some guilt and unease. “Look, we can’t let you be innocently implicated…”

“I’m implicated! I’m implicated!” Qi Yue pointed at her own nose and shouted. “There’s no bullying people like this! You’re bullying people too much!”

How was this bullying?

Everyone looked at each other in confusion, Marquis Dingxi becoming even more uneasy, glaring at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Qi Yue as she slowly stood up.

“What do you take me for!” Qi Yue looked at them. “Huh? Are you afraid I can’t cure people and will be beaten to death? Huh? Am I that kind of person? What does this matter have to do with you people? Huh? Who are you people? Is it your turn to jump out? What? Very great, are you? Very heroic, are you? Very satisfying, is it? Very proud of self-sacrifice, are you? Are you sick!”

Marquis Dingxi was scolded until his face turned awkward. This matter… wasn’t it right?

“Yueniang, it’s not like that. I didn’t mean anything else. I just meant that as an elder, no matter what, I can’t just abandon you and not care…” he said awkwardly, wringing his hands. “There’s a saying that goes, ‘one family shares both glory and loss.’ When there’s glory, we share it together, but when there’s loss, how can I not care…”

“Who’s family with you people! Is there anyone who looks down on people like this?” Qi Yue shouted, tears already forming in her eyes.

Who’s family with you people! She had no family! Her family was all in another world! Who’s family with you people!

“What business is it of yours that I couldn’t cure that patient! Couldn’t cure him! Whether you came or not, I still couldn’t cure him! What’s wrong with you people, desperately trying to take responsibility! What for? Is it fun? Is there anyone who looks down on people like this? Oh, does this mean I can never fail to cure anyone in the future? Every time I fail to cure someone, you’ll jump out to take the blame? Is there anyone who looks down on people like this? Do I have some grudge against you? What are you trying to do!” Qi Yue waved her hands and shouted.

“Yueniang, you know he couldn’t be cured, but we don’t know, and these people don’t know either. They only know that you saved that man, they only know that I brought my mother to stop you, they only know that you saved my mother, they only know that man wasn’t saved. Yueniang, you know this, but they don’t know, and what they don’t know, you can’t explain clearly.” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said in a heavy voice. “If my mother hadn’t appeared, you would have been able to explain very well, but now with my mother’s situation, I can’t let you face these people’s questioning, argue and explain to them, endure their accusations and clamor! Yueniang, this isn’t fair! This shouldn’t be!”

Qi Yue looked at him and laughed coldly.

“Not fair, shouldn’t be—what business is it of yours! What business is it of yours!” she said, her voice gradually growing louder. “There’s no bullying people like this! There’s no bullying people like this!”

After saying this, tears finally burst from her eyes, and she turned and ran away.

“Master…” the disciples of Qianjin Hall called out uneasily.

Liu Pucheng watched the woman’s retreating figure and sighed softly.

Chapter 268: Cause for Celebration
When Liu Pucheng and the others returned to Qianjin Hall, A’Ru and many disciples all wore anxious expressions, and the main hall was not bustling as usual but completely empty.

No matter how you looked at it, having a dead person laid out in front of Qianjin Hall still made everyone feel somewhat superstitious.

Being summoned by the authorities, it was impossible for everyone from Qianjin Hall to go, not to mention there were still hospitalized patients, especially Madam Xie who required intensive care, so A’Ru and the others had stayed behind.

Seeing Liu Pucheng and the others enter, A’Ru and the others eagerly approached them, wanting to ask but not daring to, each wearing expressions of worry and distress.

“It’s nothing now,” Liu Pucheng said. “It’s been determined that the injuries were too severe for treatment, and it has nothing to do with us.”

Ah? A’Ru and the others were stunned.

“It’s nothing now?” Hu San couldn’t help but ask, thinking he had misheard.

“That’s right,” Liu Pucheng replied, finding their expressions rather strange. “That’s how it was originally—of course there’s nothing to worry about.”

“But… Master, she…” Hu San said, pointing toward the room.

Everyone fell silent as the sound of a woman’s crying came from inside the room.

Could it be that she was weeping so bitterly not because she was wronged and punished?

Just as everyone was looking at each other in confusion, Qi Yue’s crying stopped, and she rushed out of the room.

“Bring your tools, come with me to settle accounts with that family!” she shouted.

Everyone in the hall was stunned, with Hu San being the first to react.

“What are you standing around for! Let’s go!” he shouted.

Liu Pucheng tried to stop them but couldn’t, and a group of people rushed out with a whoosh.

However, they returned very quickly.

“They’ve already run away!” Hu San shouted angrily in the room.

“Run away?” the disciples who hadn’t gone asked in surprise.

“They didn’t even properly bury the dead person, just hastily buried him, and the whole family ran away—even their neighbors and fellow villagers don’t know where they went,” Hu San shouted.

“Guilty conscience!” the disciples cursed angrily. “Now others should see their true colors, right?”

At this, Hu San became dejected again.

“No, the neighbors said they were afraid of retaliation…” he said.

Everyone carefully looked at Qi Yue.

Perhaps from running around, Qi Yue’s face was flushed, and she actually looked more spirited.

“They got lucky this time, but I don’t think they’ll be so lucky every time!” she said, clapping her hands. “Alright, if you often stand by the river, how can you not get your shoes wet? This time we were unlucky, but next time we’ll have good fortune. Don’t worry.”

We’re worried about you…

The disciples didn’t know what to say, but seeing this woman regain her spirits, everyone felt happy.

“Yes,” they responded in unison with loud voices.

When night fell, everyone was still busy in Madam Xie’s hospital room.

“There was blood in the afternoon… bleeding,” A’Ru said.

“It’s fine, just a small amount of bleeding. Bring that packing cloth,” Qi Yue said.

With her there, everyone felt at ease and busied themselves following her instructions.

Soon the bleeding from Madam Xie’s incision stopped.

“Teacher, you should go rest tonight. I’ll stay here,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng looked at her and nodded.

When Old Mrs. Xie entered, Qi Yue and A’Ru were studying how to suction phlegm, while Chang Yuncheng sat to the side, quietly watching her.

Madam Xie, who was in a coma, also briefly awakened at this moment. Unable to speak, she could only look at Chang Yuncheng with tears in her eyes.

Seeing Madam Xie wake up, Qi Yue turned and went out.

Watching her retreating figure, Old Mrs. Xie’s expression was complex.

“Can Zhengmei eat anything?” she asked A’Ru.

A’Ru was momentarily stunned.

Seeing her hesitation, Old Mrs. Xie quickly said to Chang Yuncheng, “Go ask Miss Qi.”

Chang Yuncheng hesitated slightly.

“Do you want your mother to starve to death! What’s the use of just standing around here day after day!” Old Mrs. Xie whispered harshly.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng get up and walk out.

Madam Xie watched him leave with a nervous expression.

Old Mrs. Xie grasped her hand firmly.

“Zhengmei, are you still in pain? What do you want to eat?” she asked softly. “You scared your mother to death…”

Accompanied by her gentle murmuring, Madam Xie’s emotions gradually calmed.

Chang Yuncheng walked out and saw Qi Yue standing in the courtyard, looking up at the night sky.

He walked over a few steps and then stopped.

Qi Yue seemed unaware of anyone behind her and continued silently gazing at the night sky.

“When you were away, did you miss home?” she suddenly asked.

“Yes,” Chang Yuncheng answered with a simple word, not saying more.

“How nice,” Qi Yue smiled and said. “You miss home but can return anytime—this kind of longing, even with its bitterness, still has sweetness, doesn’t it?”

That depends on who you’re missing, Chang Yuncheng thought but didn’t speak.

Qi Yue didn’t speak again either, looking at the night sky as silence fell between them.

“In this matter, I didn’t mean to look down on you,” Chang Yuncheng said in a low voice. “If… if it weren’t for my mother’s situation…”

“Even without your mother, I still couldn’t have saved that man,” Qi Yue said.

“I’ve caused you trouble again,” Chang Yuncheng said quietly after a moment of silence.

“So you see,” Qi Yue turned to him and said, “Outsiders watch the excitement, while we insiders understand the principles. What should have been a simple matter—well, you outsiders have made it into this mess…”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak.

Qi Yue looked at him and sighed helplessly again.

“Is two people in trouble better than one person in trouble?” she asked.

“Yes,” Chang Yuncheng answered.

Qi Yue glared at him, then finally shook her head with a smile.

“Actually, it’s nothing. There will always be troubles,” she said, looking at the night sky again. “For unknown and novel things, people will always be afraid. If you always cure patients, it’s divine skill, but once you fail to cure someone, then it’s sorcery.”

At this point, she waved her hand.

“But if there are both successes and failures, then it’s medical skill,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak.

“Where were you hurt?” Qi Yue asked.

The question was sudden, and Chang Yuncheng was taken aback.

“There’s no free merit that falls from the sky—you were injured, weren’t you?” Qi Yue asked.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng understand, feeling a swelling ache in his heart.

“It’s nothing,” he said, averting his gaze. “Just surface wounds.”

Qi Yue didn’t press further.

Silence fell between them again.

“Take care of yourself,” Qi Yue said.

“You too,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Qi Yue smiled, walked over a few steps, and reached out to pat Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

“It’s not bad either. Life is quite exciting—when you lose something, you gain something, isn’t that right? Although both you and I have lost face and taken the blame, you’ve gained the good father you’ve always dreamed of, and I’ve gained the opportunity to shed my divine status and become human. It’s truly cause for celebration,” she said with a smile. “Congratulations.”

With that, she walked away.

Seeing her brush past him, Chang Yuncheng felt his heart suddenly empty and instinctively reached out to grab her.

Qi Yue was slightly startled and turned to look at him.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and called out softly, his voice trembling. “I, I, I…”

Feeling the hand gripping her wrist trembling slightly, its heat burning through her clothes to her skin.

In the end, after several “I’s,” nothing was said.

Qi Yue smiled at him, reached out to place her hand on his, patted it, lowered her gaze, and withdrew her hand.

When Qi Yue entered the hospital room again, Madam Xie had fallen back into unconsciousness.

“Yueniang, why is she still sleeping?” Old Mrs. Xie asked with a worried expression.

“It’s very normal—partly because of the illness itself, and partly because Dr. Liu used pain medication, so she sleeps more. She’ll be fine in three days,” Qi Yue said while checking the blood pressure and intake/output records that A’Ru had made.

“Then how will she eat?” Old Mrs. Xie asked again.

Chang Yuncheng had also entered at this time.

“We’ll have to use nasal feeding,” Qi Yue said, looking at the unconscious Madam Xie.

Nasal feeding?

“That means putting food in through the nose,” Qi Yue explained, gesturing with her hand.

Putting it in through the nose…

Old Mrs. Xie couldn’t help but show some distress.

How uncomfortable it was when food accidentally went into your nose during normal eating, and now she had to eat through there…

“Once she’s fully conscious, she can eat normally through her mouth,” Qi Yue said. “Don’t worry, it’s fine.”

Old Mrs. Xie made a sound of acknowledgment. Her worrying wouldn’t help anyway—now all hope could only be placed in this woman.

“Old Mrs. Xie, you should also rest well. Your health isn’t very good… The nurses here can take care of everything…” Qi Yue said.

Old Mrs. Xie felt a slight sourness in her heart.

“Alright, I understand. Thank you so much,” she said, nodding.

Qi Yue stopped looking at her and walked out with A’Ru, leaving the inside and outside to fall into the quiet of night.

“Grandmother, you should sleep,” Chang Yuncheng said, personally coming over to make up the bed.

“How did it go?” Old Mrs. Xie grabbed him urgently and asked.

“How did what go?” Chang Yuncheng asked, puzzled.

Old Mrs. Xie clicked her tongue.

“Didn’t you say something to Yueniang?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head and continued spreading out the bedding.

“Say what,” he said indifferently.

Old Mrs. Xie hit his arm.

“Tell her how much you miss her!” she said.

Chang Yuncheng placed his hand on the arm where Old Mrs. Xie had hit him—that woman had also hit him in the same place just now…

She had smiled brightly, like a star in the night sky, warm and soft on his arm…

With intimacy and with ease…

Such a big incident seemed to have left no trace on her at all…

Instead, she remained full of hope and the strength to move forward.

Where did such powerful strength come from in her seemingly delicate body?

“I’m talking to you! What are you daydreaming about!” Old Mrs. Xie hit him again.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his hand, having finished making the bed, and stood up straight.

“Why talk about that,” he said. “It’s not good for her.”

“How is it not good? This is exactly the right opportunity…” Old Mrs. Xie said.

Before she could finish, Chang Yuncheng interrupted her.

“Grandmother,” he raised his voice slightly, glanced at Madam Xie and then lowered his voice again. “Let her be.”

Let her be…

“Because of us, she’s already had enough…” Chang Yuncheng said quietly.

Already had enough bad luck…

Old Mrs. Xie stopped talking and also glanced at Madam Xie.

“You sleep first. I’ll sit outside for a while,” Chang Yuncheng said, then quickly walked out.

Old Mrs. Xie watched his hurried retreating figure, sighed heavily, and lay down.

Because of this incident, the hospitalized patients had almost all left. With fewer inpatients, there were also fewer disciples working the night shift, so there was no longer the usual late-night snacking under the lights, and the courtyard seemed quiet and lonely.

Chang Yuncheng slowly sat down on the steps nearby, took something from his chest, and held it in his hand. By the light of a lantern swaying in the wind, it could be seen to be a small gourd.

Of the three gourds he had originally requested from Prince Qinghe, only two remained. One was put away, and this one was kept close to his body.

Though he didn’t know what significance it had, he always liked to hold it in his hand, as if this way his heart could avoid feeling empty.

“Ha, ha, I know now… like this… switch to an air bladder…”

Suddenly, Qi Yue’s laughing voice came from a room.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look over and saw a large room not far away, brightly lit, with several figures shadowed on the window lattice, some standing, some sitting.

“…Master, Master… there are also tubes… we can use pig intestines too…”

“…the key is the sealing problem…”

Intermittent voices from the room drifted out, carried by the night wind, sometimes loud, sometimes soft.

A slight smile appeared on Chang Yuncheng’s lips as he turned the gourd in his hand, his gaze fixed on the window lattice over there.

Chapter 269: Congratulations
The Marquis Dingxi’s residence had not yet fallen asleep at this hour.

“Marquis, have you lost your mind?” Concubine Zhou’s emotions were completely out of control, lashing out at the Marquis Dingxi with an attitude she had never shown before. “What are you doing! Compensation! Admitting fault! Are you going to ruin the Marquis Dingxi’s residence?”

“It’s not that much money, nothing to worry about.” The Marquis Dingxi said dismissively, while looking at Concubine Zhou with a smile. “Don’t you know our family’s wealth?”

The old Marquis and his wife probably knew their son was unreliable, so they desperately saved up a huge fortune for him to squander and enjoy. Even though nearly half was taken away by that woman due to the divorce, what remained was still comparable to any noble family’s wealth.

Concubine Zhou naturally knew this, because in her view, all of this belonged to her.

However, what she wanted to discuss now was not this matter.

“Marquis, our family’s wealth is not meant to be squandered by others! Do you think this is charity at a temple fair!” she said angrily. “For the sake of this one rebellious son, why should the entire marquis residence be buried with him!”

“What are you saying!” The Marquis Dingxi frowned. “What rebellious son! He is my son, I am his father. If he gets into trouble and I don’t take care of it, who will? In this world, can he call anyone else father?”

Speaking of this, the Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but feel emotional in his heart, thinking of Chang Yuncheng kneeling and calling him father on the street.

Father… He had many children, and he had heard this title countless times, but never had there been a moment when this call of “father” made his entire heart tremble.

This feeling, how to describe it, was like having ten thousand ants crawling all over his body…

Sour, numb, and itchy, yet filled with heroic spirit. It seemed that at that moment, even if he were asked to die, he wouldn’t blink an eye.

What was there to fear? People live one life like grass and trees live one autumn – isn’t it all about dignity!

For an instant, he felt like an eagle spreading its wings, looking down upon the world, firmly protecting the descendants behind him.

This feeling was too exhilarating!

“Marquis! But you have to consider what kind of matter this is! What will become of him if you indulge him like this!” Concubine Zhou said angrily, forcefully pushing the Marquis Dingxi.

The Marquis Dingxi was pushed awake from his excitement and became quite displeased.

“What indulgence? He is my son. When he earns imperial honors twice, he’s my son. When he causes trouble, he’s no longer my son? Share glory together, share loss together. To praise when useful and discard when useless – even ordinary people would consider this lacking in righteousness, let alone that he’s my son, my biological son. I don’t care if I indulge him, but it would be damned strange if I didn’t indulge him!” He said irritably, having grown accustomed to Concubine Zhou’s flower-like gentle and obedient demeanor. Seeing her like this today made her unpleasing to look at no matter how he looked. “Go, go. Men’s affairs are not for you to interfere with. Go rest. With this spare time, you should serve Yunqi well. The examination is coming up – don’t embarrass me!”

Embarrassing! Who’s embarrassing!

Chang Yuncheng doing such things isn’t embarrassing! But if Yunqi doesn’t do well on the exam, that becomes embarrassing!

Concubine Zhou was breathing heavily, wanting nothing more than to spit in the Marquis Dingxi’s face.

Was this the difference between legitimate and illegitimate sons?

No matter how good or hardworking, they could never compare to a single finger of that scoundrel?

Why! Why!

If the person in front of her were Madam Xie, they would probably be fighting by now.

But the person in front of her was not Madam Xie, so Concubine Zhou took several deep breaths and regained her composure.

“Yes, Marquis. Then this concubine will take her leave first.” She said softly, stroking the Marquis Dingxi’s arm. “Marquis should also rest early. You’ve been troubled by internal and external worries these past few days.”

The Marquis Dingxi liked hearing this and nodded with satisfaction.

Concubine Zhou smiled gently at him and slowly walked out.

It wasn’t until she returned to her own room that the smile on Concubine Zhou’s face vanished completely.

A maid was already waiting in the room.

“Concubine Madam.” She said with a somewhat embarrassed yet uneasy smile. “About this matter… the Marquis insists on giving…”

Concubine Zhou sat down.

“If he gives it to you, just take it.” She said indifferently.

“How could we.” The maid hurried over, knelt down to massage her legs, while wearing a flattering smile. “They can’t accept it. Concubine Madam has already given enough. Besides… in the end… we didn’t accomplish what Concubine Madam wanted done…”

This time was truly a huge loss!

All that money wasted! The farmers’ money! The idle men’s money! And those sour scholars’ money!

Concubine Zhou gripped the teacup in her hand tightly.

Madam Xie didn’t die. Although Chang Yuncheng was tarnished, that fool of a Marquis had some screw loose and actually took the blame for his son. Shouldn’t he have used this opportunity to strip him of his heir position? How did he end up dragging the entire marquis residence into it! Wouldn’t her son also suffer because of this?

Really…

Concubine Zhou bit her teeth and closed her eyes.

The maid naturally sensed her emotions and became even more nervous.

“Concubine Madam, those things the Marquis gave have all been stored at the East Street money house. No names were left, only markers. This is for Concubine Madam.” She took out a wooden plaque from her sleeve and offered it up.

Concubine Zhou took a deep breath and restored her peaceful expression.

“Alright then, I’ll take it so you can have peace of mind too.” She said, reaching out to accept it.

The maid indeed sighed in relief.

“Thank you, Concubine Madam.” She kowtowed.

“Your aunt’s family has left?” Concubine Zhou asked again.

The maid nodded quickly.

“Yes, they left this afternoon.” She said hurriedly.

Concubine Zhou breathed a sigh of relief.

“The farther they go, the better. It would be best if they never returned in this lifetime.” She said.

“Yes, that’s natural. With Concubine Madam’s reward, they can live well anywhere for the rest of their lives.” The maid said flatteringly with a smile.

Concubine Zhou glanced at her with a half-smile.

“You little hussy, you took the big share, didn’t you?” She said.

The maid’s face reddened slightly.

“How could that be?” She giggled. “Following Concubine Madam, I live a better life than they could in several lifetimes. Who would care about such trifles?”

Concubine Zhou smiled and reached out to tap her forehead.

“You’re the one who knows how to talk. Go on, go down.” She said.

The maid retreated with a giggling smile.

The room fell into the quiet of night. Under the dim candlelight, where was there even half a smile on Concubine Zhou’s face? She raised her hand to extinguish the lamp, and her entire person was swallowed by darkness.

Madam Xie gradually improved day by day. On the third day, she emerged from her coma and was conscious for increasingly longer periods.

Qi Yue could hardly find space to step into the room, as Imperial Physician Zhou and Old Physician An were practically staying inside constantly, curiously studying Madam Xie. Qi Yue was happy to leave them to it. First, at this time she mainly relied on these physicians to adjust medications according to pulse readings. Second, Madam Xie would still become agitated when she saw her.

It wasn’t that Qi Yue feared her, but rather that she couldn’t be bothered to deal with her.

In the main hall, people seeking medical treatment streamed in continuously. It looked much the same as usual, but upon closer inspection, it was still different from before.

“Doctor Liu isn’t available right now. Would Doctor Qi be acceptable?” the guiding disciple asked.

The patient showed a trace of hesitation on their face.

“I see. I, I think, I suddenly remembered I have some matters to attend to. I’ll come back later…” The person made a show of sudden realization, not waiting for the disciple to say more before hurrying away.

“What’s the matter? The acting wasn’t convincing at all…” The disciple called after them a few times to no avail, pursed his lips, then turned around and froze. “Master…”

Qi Yue smiled at him.

The disciple’s face flushed red. Sometimes witnessing an awkward situation was more embarrassing than being in one yourself, which was exactly how he felt now.

“Go about your business.” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The disciple hurried away as if relieved of a great burden.

There were indeed changes. Qi Yue took a deep breath as she looked toward the entrance.

Of course there were changes.

At this moment, in Wang Qingchun’s reception hall, several physicians were talking and laughing.

Compared to their previous laughter tinged with suppression, their current laughter was much more relaxed.

“…Although the Marquis Dingxi’s heir took full responsibility for the matter, in the end, someone died.” Wang Qingchun said with a laugh, stroking his beard. “This is like a dam developing a crack. Though it still appears solid, but…”

He smiled without finishing his words.

“The people’s trust has been punctured, so the people will have doubts about her.” Another physician laughed. “Next time she tries such nonsense, people won’t buy into it like they did before.”

“Exactly, exactly. She’s caused enough trouble. Clearly even Heaven can’t stand watching anymore.” Another laughed.

The atmosphere in the hall was jovial.

“But…” One person among them gradually felt something was off as he laughed. He couldn’t help but ask, “But this kind of patient truly couldn’t be saved. How can it be considered nonsense?”

Everyone’s laughter faltered.

Indeed, it was a condition no one could cure, and she couldn’t cure it either. What was there to be happy about? It was as if they all could have cured it, while this woman’s showing off had failed and damaged her reputation.

“A physician should not treat the inevitably dying. She shouldn’t have treated such a condition at all. What blood transfusion, what opening the chest – hmph, I think the treatment was fake, putting on airs while practicing her techniques was real.” Wang Qingchun snorted.

Yes, yes, that’s exactly right. Everyone suddenly understood and nodded.

“And all that epidemic prevention and disinfection nonsense – I think it’s just fancy show.” Everyone said. “Now let’s see who still believes her.”

This way, the people wouldn’t blindly worship this woman anymore, right? Life could return to normal, right? Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Qi Yue clapped her hands and sat down at the table.

“Life has finally returned to normal.” She said, as if relieved, her expression relaxed.

A’Ru watched her with a worried expression.

“Hey, don’t look at me like that. I’m being serious.” Qi Yue laughed.

“Don’t be sad. Actually, deaths occur in medical practice. Doctor Liu and the others have said so. Don’t take it to heart…” A’Ru said.

“I really haven’t taken it to heart.” Qi Yue laughed, twirling her quill pen. “That’s right, there’s no such thing as a miracle doctor in this world. As long as there are injuries and illnesses, there will inevitably be death. Otherwise, what would be the point of having physicians…”

She exhaled as she spoke.

“This incident is actually a good thing.” She laughed.

A good thing? A’Ru looked at her. She was always like this – no matter what happened, she always wanted to comfort others, never caring about herself.

“When fame is too great, it’s hard to live up to.” Qi Yue said, placing the pen on the table. “It’s better to puncture false hopes sooner rather than later. Now everyone finally knows that I’m not a miracle doctor and can’t guarantee success in every case. This way, I can also put down this burden. When I encounter conditions I can’t treat and tell people I’ll do my best but can’t guarantee results, they won’t think I’m just being modest like before. This kind of blind worship and trust is actually quite frightening. Of course, I don’t have to feel so… guilty anymore.”

A’Ru gradually understood and nodded, setting aside her worries.

“So from now on, everyone can view Miss properly.” She said.

“Right, I can finally be like other physicians.” Qi Yue laughed, shaking her hands. “Isn’t this a good thing?”

A’Ru watched her finally show a relaxed smile.

“Of course, while we face failure squarely, our goals will never change.” Qi Yue waved her hand. “That is, to continue working hard, hard, hard!”

“Yes, work hard, hard, hard.” A’Ru mimicked her chant, shaking her fist with some shyness, then thought of something and grinned. “Our goal is: no cavities!”

Qi Yue looked at her and threw back her head in hearty laughter.

“That’s right! Our goal has never changed.” She said, clenching her fist.

Chapter 270: Courtesy
Qi Yue jumped into the ward, shaking off the rainwater from her shoulders.

Old Madam Xie in the room was hurriedly helped to her feet by a maid.

“Yueniang, have you eaten?” she asked with a smile.

“Ah, not yet.” Qi Yue said, looking at Madam Xie lying on the bed.

Madam Xie was asleep, with a nasal feeding tube inserted, her mouth open, the tracheotomy tube visible in her neck, wearing a uniform patient gown. Where was even half the dignity of a marquis’s wife? She looked aged considerably.

This time she had truly suffered greatly.

“Still better than being dead.” Old Madam Xie said, also looking over with relief and joy.

Qi Yue said nothing, smiled, and stepped forward to examine her.

“With Imperial Physician Zhou and Old Physician An here, the recovery is truly excellent.” She laughed, clicking her tongue in praise. “I estimate the tubes can be removed in another seven or eight days.”

“It’s because you’re here. Without you, she would have been lying in the ground long ago.” Old Madam Xie said.

Qi Yue looked at Old Madam Xie, opened her mouth as if to say something, but didn’t.

“That’s right, without me, she would have died long ago.” She said. “Remember to remind her when she wakes up.”

Old Madam Xie couldn’t help but laugh.

This woman was doing it on purpose.

“Yueniang, she wronged you.” She put away her smile and said.

“I know she wronged me.” Qi Yue interrupted her. “So, let’s not say other meaningless words that don’t hurt or itch. Just remember to pay more for the medical fees – that’s the only practical thing.”

She put the stethoscope in her pocket as she spoke.

“You rest first. I’m on duty today. Have someone call me if there’s anything.” She said, turning to walk out.

Old Madam Xie could only watch helplessly as she left.

“Old Madam, please have some tea.” The maid carefully helped her sit down.

Old Madam Xie couldn’t drink any tea and waved her hand dismissively.

The door curtain rustled, and Chang Yuncheng stepped in. A large portion of his clothes was soaked by the rain.

“Grandmother, what’s wrong?” He looked up to see Old Madam Xie glaring at him with an unpleasant expression, was startled, and quickly looked toward Madam Xie.

She seemed fine…

“Not coming when you should come…” Old Madam Xie glared at him irritably.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand and asked.

“What were you doing?” Old Madam Xie asked.

“I had some official business to handle.” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, sitting down while a maid knelt to wipe his wet clothes. “Did grandmother miss me?”

Old Madam Xie gave him a sideways glance.

“I don’t have time to miss you.” She said reproachfully, while frowning with some worry. “Why doesn’t Yueniang come to our room often lately… Is she not willing to care anymore…”

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head, waved his hand to dismiss the maid, and took the towel to wipe his clothes himself.

“With Imperial Physician Zhou and Old Physician An here, grandmother can rest assured.” He said.

Old Madam Xie looked at him.

“I’m reassured about Old Physician An, but this Imperial Physician Zhou… he looks unreliable no matter how I look at him…” She muttered. “You, you came back just in time. Miss Qi is on duty today. Go see her.”

Chang Yuncheng continued to lower his head, wiping his clothes.

“See her, for what.” He said quietly.

Old Madam Xie clicked her tongue.

“To ask about your mother’s condition, how the illness is progressing, what to pay attention to.” She said, glaring at him.

“Old Physician An has already explained all that.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Old Madam Xie was furious, took out her walking stick and knocked his hand.

“What wiping! Your clothes are wet – can wiping make them dry? Stop pretending to be a quail! Go ask quickly!” She glared and whispered sternly. “Your mother was cured by her – what others say doesn’t count!”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her somewhat helplessly and called out “Grandmother.”

Old Madam Xie glared and raised her walking stick.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat awkwardly pushed out of the room, rain pattering down on him. He had to walk quickly to the eaves across the way, looking back to see Old Madam Xie glaring at him from the doorway, then closing the door.

Chang Yuncheng felt somewhat helpless.

“Prince.” Someone called from behind.

He turned to see a worker carrying a medicine basket.

The worker looked at him with some excitement.

“Protect her well. She’ll probably face more and more trouble in the future.” Chang Yuncheng said quietly.

The worker nodded. Since Chang Yuncheng’s return, these guards left behind as workers hadn’t had a chance to see him. Due to Madam Xie’s condition, they naturally wouldn’t disturb Chang Yuncheng either.

“Prince, rest assured.” He said solemnly.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing more, his gaze turning to the rain in the courtyard.

“Prince.” The worker didn’t leave but called quietly.

“If there’s nothing else, go about your business. Don’t let her know – this person is very stubborn.” Chang Yuncheng said without turning around.

The worker responded and walked away with the medicine basket, took a few steps, then returned.

“When news of your achievements came back, Miss Qi was extremely worried and tried every way to ask if you were injured.” He said quietly.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at him. The worker bowed and walked away.

The rain pattered. Because of the rain, there were no patients seeking treatment, making everything seem very quiet. Chang Yuncheng stood there motionless.

Could wet clothes become dry by wiping?

Old Madam Xie’s words from earlier echoed in his ears.

What’s wet is wet – what use is wiping…

He lowered his head, looking at his damp clothes. Whether from the wind or body warmth, one spot seemed to have dried a bit.

Perhaps, it might still… be in time… or…

He gritted his teeth, turned around, and looked toward Qi Yue’s room.

“Old Madam, Old Madam, the Prince is moving!” The little maid standing by the window couldn’t help but shout excitedly.

“I’m not blind yet.” Old Madam Xie nearby glared. “Move over there, you’re crowding me. What are you looking at?”

The little maid covered her mouth and giggled, obediently moving aside.

“Oh my, he stopped again.” She whispered.

Old Madam Xie couldn’t help but tap the window with her walking stick.

“Oh, this useless one is driving me crazy…” She whispered. “What’s he doing now!”

“Old Madam, someone seems to be coming.” The little maid said, standing on tiptoes to look.

Six or seven people rushed through the rain mist, immediately stirring up the quiet hall with activity.

The disciples hurried to receive them.

“It’s an emergency!” they shouted, their voices carrying some joy.

An emergency at this time was truly timely rain.

Qi Yue ran out of her room upon hearing the commotion.

“What’s the situation?” she asked, then saw the man removing his rain hat. “Young Master Wang. Why are you here? Is it your…”

“A brother from the yamen.” Wang Qian said with a smile.

“From your place?” Qi Yue asked in surprise.

My goodness, that’s so far away, and in this rain…

Did he specifically bring him here?

“It wasn’t raining originally.” Wang Qian smiled and pointed outside. “It started raining halfway through. Since we were already halfway, it was better to come here than go back.”

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding, smiled at him, and focused on examining the patient.

“…It’s an external wound infection, requiring debridement again…” Qi Yue said.

“Yes, yes. We also felt something was wrong. The magistrate said Miss Qi is best at this, so we rushed here.” A man beside the injured person said, introducing himself. “I’m also a physician. But my skills are shallow – truly embarrassing.”

“Not at all. Everyone has their specialties. I’m just better at this particular thing. In other areas, I can’t compare to you.” Qi Yue laughed while arranging for surgery.

The physician was very surprised that this Miss Qi, who was supposedly domineering and said others were wrong if they didn’t follow her methods, was actually so modest and amiable.

Qi Yue led people to prepare for the debridement surgery.

“Are you going home or?” Qi Yue started to leave but stopped to ask Wang Qian.

“The rain is too heavy. I’ll wait for it to lighten up. Besides, since I brought the person here, I should at least stay to see the procedure finished before leaving.” Wang Qian said with a smile.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Go sit in my office. My maid just made some pastries and brought them over. Try some…” She said, pointing to her room. “However, the tea isn’t very good. You’ll have to make do.”

Wang Qian’s smile deepened, his eyes crinkling.

“You go ahead.” He said.

Only then did Qi Yue turn and leave.

The hall returned to quiet.

“Young Master Wang, please come this way. Shall I brew tea for you?” the guiding disciple said warmly.

“No need, I can manage myself.” Wang Qian said, removing his raincoat. “Find somewhere to hang this up – don’t dirty her room.”

The disciple responded and took it away.

Watching Wang Qian enter Qi Yue’s room, Chang Yuncheng, who had been hiding behind a pillar, finally stepped out slightly.

“No need, I can manage myself…”

He was really acting familiar…

Were they that familiar?

He clenched his fists and stared intently at the door.

So familiar… so natural and at ease… that person… wasn’t him… would never be him again…

Actually, the infected patient’s symptoms weren’t very severe, and Qi Yue’s surgery was completed quickly.

The rain had also stopped, leaving the courtyard fresh and clean. Several disciples carrying food walked by laughing and talking, and were stopped by Old Madam Xie.

“Where’s Miss Qi?” she asked.

“She just finished surgery and is probably about to eat.” The disciples replied, politely asking, “Old Madam, have you gotten food yet? Do you need our help?”

“No, no need.” Old Madam Xie waved her hand, walked out with her walking stick, and first tiptoed to near Qi Yue’s room.

“…I’ve been thinking about it since last time, what a coincidence that you made this braised pork today…”

A man’s gentle voice drifted out.

“Then eat more. If you want to take some home, I’ll give you a discount…”

Qi Yue’s laughter immediately followed.

Old Madam Xie bit her teeth. Thinking about it – that old fool Wang Tongye’s family background, even longing for braised pork, lying without fear of divine punishment!

How shameless!

Old Madam Xie cursed angrily in her heart, turned and walked away. After circling several times, she found Chang Yuncheng staring at the water flow in a daze by the washbasin in the courtyard.

This useless one… claiming to let go, but was this really letting go?

People live by their dignity, don’t they? How could one live well without being willing to give up face?

Old Madam Xie knocked him up with her walking stick.

“Come with me.” She said.

Chang Yuncheng was puzzled but was prodded by Old Madam Xie’s walking stick toward Qi Yue’s direction.

“Grandmother, stop making trouble.” He saw the direction and quickly stopped, saying quietly.

“What trouble?” Old Madam Xie said. “How is asking about your mother’s condition making trouble?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her helplessly.

“Grandmother, this is too much bullying.” He said quietly, looking toward Qi Yue’s room.

Old Madam Xie pushed him forward.

“Miss Qi!” She called out loudly.

Now it was too late to leave. Chang Yuncheng was awkwardly pushed to the doorway, and Old Madam Xie lifted the door curtain and brought him in.

In the room, Qi Yue was eating, with Wang Qian sitting across from her, also holding chopsticks. Both looked over.

“Oh my, you’re eating. What bad timing.” Old Madam Xie said apologetically.

Qi Yue stood up.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. What’s the matter?” She said, casually asking, “Have you eaten?”

“Haven’t had time yet.” Old Madam Xie said. Before Qi Yue could say more, she looked at Chang Yuncheng. “Perfect, you can eat here too. After eating, you can ask about your mother’s condition.”

Without waiting for anyone’s reaction, she said:

“I just remembered, Doctor Liu wanted me to call him after eating. I completely forgot. I’ll go now.”

She turned and walked out, leaving the three people in the room staring at each other.

Chapter 271: A Joyful Matter
Chang Yuncheng felt he had never been so humiliated in his entire life!

He decided to lift his foot and leave immediately!

“Sit down,” Wang Qian said with a smile, pointing to the chair beside him.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him and settled down after lifting his robes.

Since the person had sat down, she couldn’t very well drive him out, so Qi Yue called for A’Ru.

A’Ru came out from the inner room and, seeing an additional man in the room who was also an acquaintance, couldn’t help but freeze for a moment.

“Go to the dining hall and get another portion of food. The Prince hasn’t eaten yet,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru responded affirmatively.

Qi Yue called after her again.

“Put it on the Prince’s account,” she said with a smile, while grinning at Chang Yuncheng. “How about the Prince treats us?”

Chang Yuncheng hummed in response without saying anything.

A’Ru went out.

“Then I should have asked for an extra portion to take back earlier,” Wang Qian said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng truly didn’t want to make small talk, but he also felt that this would make it difficult for Qi Yue, who was trying hard to lighten the atmosphere, so he forced out a smile. But then he thought about how he had forced his way in, which was already making things difficult for her. What kind of heroic behavior was this shameless persistence? His smile stiffened again, and he still wanted to lift his foot and leave. If he truly wanted what was best for her, he should stay far away from her, so as not to constantly remind her of the past—those past events that held not a trace of joy.

“Prince?”

Wang Qian’s voice rang in his ears.

Chang Yuncheng came back to his senses and looked at him.

Wang Qian gestured with his head toward Qi Yue’s direction.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng notice that Qi Yue was looking at him.

“How is it? Your mother hasn’t had any more phlegm blockages, has she?” Qi Yue asked.

“Oh, no, that, the phlegm suction, it works quite well,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

“That’s good, though it’s quite an ordeal,” Qi Yue nodded.

“What new curiosity is this?” Wang Qian asked from the side.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“This, well, it’s not convenient to discuss now,” she laughed, pointing to the food in front of him and making a disgusted expression. “I’m afraid you won’t be able to eat if I tell you.”

Wang Qian laughed and picked up his chopsticks to eat.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze was fixed on the wall. Qi Yue didn’t like calligraphy and paintings, so there was almost nothing hanging on the walls.

A’Ru brought in the food, and Chang Yuncheng ate with his head down.

Since he wasn’t speaking, Qi Yue couldn’t very well talk either, and naturally Wang Qian didn’t speak either.

This was probably the first meal Qi Yue had eaten in silence since arriving in ancient times, truly practicing the principle of “no talking while eating.” Eating this way was indeed faster.

“Well then, I’ll take my leave,” Wang Qian said with a smile, rising after A’Ru had cleared the bowls and chopsticks.

Qi Yue performed a respectful bow to him.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I should be the one thanking Miss Qi for the meal,” Wang Qian laughed.

Qi Yue looked at him and shook her head with a smile, wearing an expression that said “I’m not a fool.”

What about other doctors not daring to treat the patient, running so far specifically to ask her to examine someone—wasn’t it all just to give face?

Not bad. There were feuds that arose from quarrels, and there was also camaraderie that came from fighting. Life was really quite good.

Wang Qian simply smiled and said nothing more, raising his hand in salute.

“Prince, farewell,” he said to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand in return but said nothing.

After seeing Wang Qian off, Qi Yue turned back, preparing to check on the newly admitted injured patient. Chang Yuncheng stood in the main hall.

“After I finish the surgery, I won’t be of much help. With Imperial Physician Zhou and Old Physician An here, you can rest assured,” she walked over and said to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng hummed in response.

A moment of silence passed between them.

“Well then, I’ll get back to work,” Qi Yue said, walking past him.

Chang Yuncheng watched her walk by and couldn’t help but speak up.

“He… he’s not bad,” he said stammering.

After saying it, he wanted to slap himself.

What on earth was he saying!

Qi Yue stopped and turned around.

“No, he’s not as good as you,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng’s breathing stopped for an instant.

What… what had he just heard!!

“You actually wanted to hear me say this, didn’t you?” Qi Yue said again, looking at him and laughing heartily.

Chang Yuncheng’s mind immediately went blank with a thunderous crash, his breathing stopping once again. He felt his ears burning hot, wishing he could disappear from this place immediately.

In front of this woman, all he did was embarrass himself!

“You,” Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips, shook her head, said nothing more, and turned to walk away.

I’m just a joke!

Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and pounded hard on his chest.

After this incident, Chang Yuncheng basically stopped appearing around Qi Yue, no matter what Great Madam Xie said.

“Grandmother, can people behave like this?” Chang Yuncheng looked at Great Madam Xie and asked. “She’s a person, not an object—you can’t just want her when you want her, throw her away when you want to throw her away, and then pick her up again when you regret it. Grandmother, we can’t bully people like this.”

Great Madam Xie sighed and sat down.

How could she not know this…

The atmosphere in the room became heavy.

“Let her live her life well and forget those troublesome things from the past. That would be the best repayment for her,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Great Madam Xie looked up at him and smiled.

“You… can you bear to?” she asked.

“What does it matter if I can’t bear to,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Great Madam Xie glanced at Madam Xie, who was sleeping nearby.

“Yuncheng, don’t blame your mother,” she said quietly.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Grandmother, how could I?” he said.

Great Madam Xie reached out and stroked his head.

“Before we knew it, you’ve grown so big,” she laughed, gesturing with her hand. “Back then you were just this small. When I reached out to touch your head, you still looked unhappy about it.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“When your mother can be discharged, I’ll take her back with me,” Great Madam Xie said.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“Grandmother…” he began to speak.

Great Madam Xie raised her hand to stop him.

“You’re not at home either, and with her temperament, having caused such a scene with this illness, I really can’t feel at ease leaving her at your house,” she said. “While I can still live for a few more years, let her keep me company for a few years.”

“Grandmother, how can I let you take care of Mother?” Chang Yuncheng stood up and said. “I’ve already submitted a memorial to the Emperor requesting to resign from office. Once Mother is completely better, then…”

“Are you foolish?” Great Madam Xie glared at him. “After all these years, don’t you know your mother’s temperament? This isn’t taking care of her or being good to her—this is wanting her to die faster.”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression became awkward.

“What does she want? She just wants to save face,” Great Madam Xie said with a sigh. “You go ahead and achieve great things and build your career. That’s better than any medicine.”

Chang Yuncheng responded affirmatively.

“Then I’ll trouble you, Grandmother,” he said.

“What trouble? Didn’t Yueniang say that all relatives are debt collectors? I must have owed your mother a lot of money in my previous life,” Great Madam Xie laughed.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile too.

“I must have owed Mother a lot of money too,” he laughed.

Saying this, that woman’s smiling face appeared before his eyes again, and his smile couldn’t help but turn bitter.

In his previous life, he must have owed her a great, great deal of money…

Two days later, Great Madam Xie came to say they were being discharged.

“Stay a few more days. This… the time is too short,” Qi Yue said with some surprise.

“It’s inconvenient. Besides, didn’t you say you couldn’t help much anyway? Having Imperial Physician Zhou and Old Physician An is enough,” Great Madam Xie said with a bland expression.

That was true. Qi Yue nodded while spinning her feather pen.

Imperial Physician Zhou had been invited by Chang Yuncheng, so of course he could stay at their home.

“Yes, going back is also good. If anything comes up, you can come ask me anytime,” she said with a smile, while calling to the disciples outside. “Have them handle the discharge procedures.”

She didn’t even try to make them stay. The woman didn’t seem to be without feelings for Yuncheng, so why…

Great Madam Xie hummed somewhat gloomily.

“Is there anything else?” Qi Yue asked, seeing her still seated.

“Yueniang, what we owe you this time…” Great Madam Xie hesitated before speaking.

“Favors and debts don’t matter much, but remember not to owe money,” Qi Yue picked up her words with a laugh.

Great Madam Xie looked at her with a somewhat helpless smile.

“Besides, I was truly so happy to be able to treat you this time,” Qi Yue said, spinning her pen and leaning back in her chair, smiling at Great Madam Xie.

“Happy? You nearly got into big trouble, and you’re still happy?” Great Madam Xie asked in confusion, looking at Qi Yue, then seemed to have a realization.

Actually, this time was also an opportunity. When Madam Xie wakes up and finds out, then…

She couldn’t help but sit up straight.

“Yueniang, you and…” she began to speak.

Qi Yue interrupted her.

“Of course I’m happy,” she laughed, raising her eyebrows at Great Madam Xie. “Don’t you know your daughter’s temperament? She’s a person with backbone, clear about gratitude and grudges…”

Gratitude was gratitude, but it would never affect revenge…

Great Madam Xie fell silent.

That’s right. If they were to talk about gratitude and expect Madam Xie to relent and welcome this woman back, Madam Xie would definitely return this woman’s life-saving favor to her without hesitation.

Even if she died, she would never…

“Hey, you must tell her exactly how I saved her, how I was almost accused of being a quack doctor because of her, and that human life—I gave up another person’s life for her sake…” Qi Yue leaned forward again, her hand on the table.

Great Madam Xie was stunned.

“That person wasn’t… wasn’t supposed to die anyway…” she stammered.

Qi Yue straightened her eyebrows and composed her expression.

“Perhaps I could have tried to save him if I had concentrated fully,” she said seriously.

Great Madam Xie looked at her, not knowing what to say.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, then sighed and looked at Great Madam Xie with bright eyes.

“Just thinking about your daughter waking up and learning all this, tsk tsk tsk tsk, my heart feels absolutely wonderful!” she said, slapping the table with laughter, leaning forward a bit. “Great Madam Xie, is there anything more painful in this world than receiving a life-saving favor from someone you despise and hate?”

To hate her unto death, yet receive the grace of rebirth from her; to wish her dead, yet depend on her for life; the hatred cannot be eliminated, the favor cannot be forgotten—when these two extreme emotions are focused entirely on one person, then that person…

Great Madam Xie exhaled.

How truly miserable…

“Your fate is really quite good,” she finally said, looking at Qi Yue.

“Heaven has been kind to me,” Qi Yue smiled slightly, accepting this compliment without the slightest modesty, lightly tossing the feather pen in her hand. “Besides, everyone lives their own life. Some people get better and better, like me, and some people just…”

Get worse and worse, like Madam Xie.

“This is a matter of character—can’t be helped,” Qi Yue laughed heartily, then seemed to forcibly restrain herself. “Sorry, a doctor’s heart is like a parent’s heart. She’s so miserable and nearly died—I shouldn’t be laughing hahahahaha…”

It had to be said, sometimes this woman’s mouth was truly vicious!

No wonder Madam Xie was always half-dead with anger whenever she dealt with her.

Great Madam Xie stood up with a darkened face and walked away.

Chapter 272: Settling Into Quiet
Qi Yue removed her mask and looked at the family members nearby.

“Miss Qi, are you saying that even with surgery, this leg might not be saved?” the woman dressed in silk asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Consider it carefully—do you want to proceed or not?” she asked.

The woman looked at the people beside her, then at the man lying on the bed.

“Well, let’s go look elsewhere first,” she finally said.

“You need to hurry. Don’t delay,” Qi Yue said without trying to persuade them to stay.

The group of patients bustled out of Qianjin Hall.

Previously, people had only seen patients being carried into Qianjin Hall; it was quite rare to see them being carried back out. People on the street couldn’t help but point and whisper.

“It seems everyone has finally come to their senses,” one of two men walking side by side said with a smile upon seeing this.

“Exactly. If the miracle doctor isn’t so miraculous, why should everyone continue letting her practice on them?” the other laughed.

“Business has been good lately, hasn’t it?” the first one smiled.

“Not really, just so-so,” the other replied. “Can’t compare to you, having that physician with such excellent pulse-reading skills holding down your clinic.”

“I wouldn’t dare claim that. Can’t compare to that physician at your place who’s so skilled with golden needles,” the other hurriedly replied modestly.

The two men chatted and laughed as they walked past Qianjin Hall, seeing that the interior was no longer as bustling as before. They felt completely satisfied, exchanged glances, and both broke into smiles.

“Class is starting, class is starting,” Hu San called out. Several busy disciples quickly put down their work and happily headed toward the back.

“Did you finish yesterday’s emergency medicine homework?”

“I finished it, but I don’t know if it’s right or wrong…”

The disciples chatted as they entered the classroom. Inside, Qi Yue was holding a charcoal stick, writing and drawing on the whiteboard.

“Time to collect homework,” one disciple called out.

The charcoal stick made scratching sounds on the whiteboard. There were quiet murmurs from disciples who hadn’t finished their homework, sounds of pushing and shoving as they joked about something unknown. The summer windows were wide open, and wind from under the tree shade swept in and circulated through the room.

For a moment, Qi Yue seemed to return to her university days. She turned around and looked at the classical indoor setting and classical people before her.

Seeing her turn around, the chattering disciples quickly stood properly at their respective desks, looking at her with eyes full of respect and eager anticipation for new knowledge.

“We’ll continue with emergency medicine. Starting today, we’ll begin discussing consciousness disorders and coma,” Qi Yue said. She tapped the wooden stick in her hand and turned to point at the whiteboard.

The clear female voice echoed through the courtyard from the window.

The busy disciples in the courtyard walked with light steps.

“Business has been poor lately, but why does Master seem even happier?” Zhang Tong asked in confusion, standing under the eaves.

Hu San frowned, muttering and calculating something.

“Yes, yes, what’s wrong with Master? Before, she treated patients without hesitation, but now she actually lets patients make their own decisions, and as a result, they all decide to leave…” he said. “We’re losing money again this month…”

“Sharpening the knife doesn’t delay the woodcutting,” Liu Pucheng said from behind.

Zhang Tong and Hu San quickly turned around to bow and greet their master.

Liu Pucheng looked toward the classroom. Since the last trace of worry had vanished after the seriously injured farmer died from his untreatable wounds, his concerns had completely disappeared.

After finishing class, Qi Yue still needed to visit the Marquis Dingxi’s residence to do a follow-up visit for Madam Xie and remove her tubes.

“I just don’t understand why they wouldn’t stay here. They should have at least waited until after the tube removal,” A’Hao muttered.

Since they were going to the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, Qi Yue specifically brought A’Hao along so she could see her parents.

A’Hao was a house-born servant; without Great Madam Xie’s permission, she absolutely couldn’t have left.

“Just look at what time this is. It’s all for their sake that we have fewer hospitalized patients, and instead of staying here to support our reputation, they hurriedly ran away,” A’Hao continued to pout. “Not as good as Young Master Wang, who goes so far as to recommend people from his area to come here for treatment.”

Hearing her mention Young Master Wang, A’Ru turned back to glare at her.

“It’s true though,” A’Hao quickly fell silent but still muttered reluctantly.

Qi Yue smiled as she looked back.

“Yes, Young Master Wang was thoughtful,” she laughed.

But the Prince also showed loyalty, A’Ru sighed quietly to herself. He just wasn’t as considerate and thoughtful, which ultimately made him less appealing.

When Qi Yue entered, Madam Xie’s room was in chaos.

Led by Great Madam Xie, the Xie family members filled the room, confronting the Marquis Dingxi, while Concubine Zhou was crying on the floor.

“…Marquis, Marquis, please agree to Old Madam’s wishes and send me away…” she sobbed with her face covered.

The Marquis Dingxi stood unmoved in anger.

“This is unreasonable! When did it become your place to make decisions about my household!” he shouted.

“Oh my, Marquis, look how you’ve spoiled this concubine. You’ve already angered one to death, and this one nearly lost her life too. Do you still want to keep her?” the eldest aunt said.

These words struck the Marquis Dingxi’s sore spot, and he slammed the table and stood up.

“Fine! If you want to take her away, then take her away! But once you take her, don’t ever come back!” he said with a dark expression.

“Marquis, you can’t! This concubine can leave, but Madam cannot leave. If word gets out, what will people say about you, Marquis…” Concubine Zhou grabbed the Marquis Dingxi’s robe corner and cried.

“Let them say whatever they want! It’s better than having others make decisions for my own household!” the Marquis Dingxi sneered.

Great Madam Xie struck her cane once, ending the chaos in the room.

“Then it’s settled,” she said.

The steward’s voice came from outside the door.

“Miss Qi has arrived.”

This announcement immediately made the room even more tense.

“Oh my, my dear lady, it’s been so long since we’ve seen you,” the eldest aunt was the first to rush out.

The Marquis Dingxi was about to follow but was tripped by Concubine Zhou.

“You, you, quick, quick, go out through the side room,” he said urgently, suddenly thinking of something.

Concubine Zhou, still kneeling on the floor, felt both ashamed and angry. Before she could say anything, the impatient Marquis Dingxi grabbed her up and pushed her away.

Seeing the Marquis Dingxi’s behavior, the Xie family members were somewhat dumbfounded. Just moments ago he had been cherishing this concubine in his palm, but now that a former daughter-in-law had arrived, he was hurriedly sending her away like dismissing a beggar.

Great Madam Xie smiled with some bitterness.

She had heard that the young mistress ran this household, and the Marquis obeyed his daughter-in-law’s every word.

And this daughter-in-law was irreconcilably opposed to Concubine Zhou.

This woman was a healer—fundamentally pure-hearted and benevolent. If she had still been managing the household, Madam Xie would have at most sulked and perhaps wouldn’t have developed such a dangerous illness.

The door curtain lifted, and Qi Yue walked in.

Great Madam Xie looked at the approaching woman with mixed feelings.

Madam Xie had been determined to eliminate her quickly, but unexpectedly, instead of eliminating her, she herself had nearly lost her life.

“Yueniang, it’s only been a short while since we last met, but…” the eldest aunt said, pulling Qi Yue along. “…If you had been here, how could today’s events have happened…”

Great Madam Xie sighed and glared at her son nearby.

Understanding between mother and son, Master Xie quickly found an excuse to take Madam Xie away.

Imperial Physician Zhou, who had been hiding somewhere enjoying his leisure, immediately appeared and watched intently without blinking as Qi Yue removed the tracheostomy tube from Madam Xie’s neck.

If Great Madam Xie hadn’t been there to stop him, he would have reached out to examine Madam Xie’s neck.

A’Ru handed the written nursing instructions to Great Madam Xie, but before she could read them, Imperial Physician Zhou snatched them away, making her so angry she wanted to hit the old man with her cane.

Madam Xie was awake but turned her head away, refusing to look at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue naturally didn’t look at her either, and after applying medicine, she washed her hands.

“Yueniang, the banquet is all prepared,” the Marquis Dingxi said busily from the side.

Qi Yue looked up and smiled at him.

It had been so long since she had smiled at him, and the Marquis Dingxi was overjoyed.

It seemed this woman was in a good mood…

“The kitchen made all your favorite dishes…” he hurriedly added.

“No need,” Qi Yue smiled, watching A’Ru pack up the medicine box. “Farewell.”

Despite smiling so agreeably, her words were a refusal. The Marquis Dingxi couldn’t quite process this.

“Yueniang,” he hurriedly caught up with her. “Great Madam Xie insists on taking my wife away, saying… saying I can’t take good care of her at home.”

Qi Yue hadn’t expected him to blurt out such a statement. She turned back in surprise to see the Marquis Dingxi looking aggrieved.

She couldn’t help but find it amusing.

“Post-operative care for this condition is troublesome and important. It’s better to prioritize the patient,” she finally said.

The Marquis Dingxi immediately felt relieved.

“Yes, yes,” he nodded.

Qi Yue said nothing more and turned to leave.

“Yueniang,” the Marquis Dingxi called out again.

This time Qi Yue didn’t stop but waved her hand.

“For emergencies, please contact Qianjin Hall,” she said.

Watching the woman leave the courtyard, the Marquis Dingxi stamped his feet in frustration.

“Where’s Yuncheng?” he shouted angrily.

“Haven’t seen the Prince since early morning,” the steward said.

Just as he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng came in.

“Where did you go!” the Marquis Dingxi shouted at him immediately.

“I was reading,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

“Oh my heavens, you’re not taking any exams—what are you reading!” the Marquis Dingxi glared and shouted. “Usually you refuse to read no matter how much we beg and force you, and now you’re reading at a time like this!”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing.

“Go quickly, go quickly! Yueniang just left—hurry and see her off,” the Marquis Dingxi said urgently, pushing him with his hand.

“Men and women should maintain proper distance. Why should I see her off?” Chang Yuncheng said, not moving.

“What proper distance? Is she a stranger? She’s your wife…” the Marquis Dingxi said anxiously.

This word always sounded jarring and painful.

“Father, she is not my wife,” Chang Yuncheng looked up at him. “I don’t have… a wife.”

The Marquis Dingxi wanted to say more.

“Father, please stop bothering her,” Chang Yuncheng said, bowing to him before walking into the house.

Bothering her? How was this bothering her?

The Marquis Dingxi stared in bewilderment.

Eventually, the Marquis Dingxi agreed to let the Xie family take Madam Xie away. Upon hearing the news, Chang Chunlan brought Yan’er to see her off.

Naturally, Madam Xie knew that Chang Chunlan had given birth to a child with a cleft lip. She curiously watched this little girl walking over, young but dressed in fine clothing and jewelry, surrounded by several maids and servants.

“Ah, children shouldn’t go in there…” she whispered to Great Madam Xie. “…It’s inauspicious after all…”

Before Great Madam Xie could respond, a servant by Yan’er’s side heard this.

“Let’s go,” she said without another word, pulling Yan’er away. “Places where people might die are unclean. We’re not going in.”

This statement made Great Madam Xie’s face darken.

“What kind of way is that to speak?” Madam Xie called out.

“What kind of way is that for you to speak!” Great Madam Xie glared at her and shouted.

Madam Xie was publicly humiliated and turned her head away.

“Really, just a little brat, but look how these people protect her—they don’t even respect others anymore…” she muttered. “This Liu family really has no manners.”

The servant really did pull Yan’er away from entering Madam Xie’s room. Yan’er didn’t mind and played with the maids in the courtyard, but found it boring.

“I’ll go find Uncle’s wife,” she said.

The maids and servants saw nothing wrong with this and immediately followed.

Seeing Chang Yuncheng walking over from a distance, Yan’er quickly ran to him.

“Uncle,” she called out.

Looking at this little girl as bright as sunlight, Chang Yuncheng smiled.

This was that woman’s work…



Chapter 273: A Child’s Words
“You’ve come,” he said, looking down at Yan’er.

“Uncle, let’s go find Auntie,” Yan’er said, tugging at his hand.

Uncle… Auntie…

Chang Yuncheng’s smile carried a bitter edge.

“Yan’er, don’t call her Auntie anymore,” he said softly.

“Why not?” Yan’er stared at him, looking unhappy.

“Because she’s not your auntie anymore,” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching out to gently stroke her hair.

“Uncle doesn’t want Auntie anymore?” Yan’er cried out.

“It’s that Uncle doesn’t deserve to be wanted by her anymore,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, patting her head. “Be good, Yan’er. Don’t call her that anymore—it’s not good for her.”

Yan’er glared at him angrily and swatted his hand away.

“I won’t! She’s still my auntie!” she shouted, then ran off with quick steps.

The maids and servants looked at Chang Yuncheng with no hint of apology, but rather with displeasure as if to say “why did you make our young miss unhappy,” and followed after her.

Chang Yuncheng watched the direction Yan’er had run.

How wonderful to be a child—to be able to run toward her without restraint…

Yan’er arrived at Qianjin Hall but didn’t see Qi Yue.

“Yan’er’s here!” The disciples knew her well and greeted her warmly.

“Do you need my help?” Yan’er also put on the air of a little adult.

The disciples laughed heartily.

“Master is at the Wang family’s garden,” they told her after some joking. “Wait here, she’ll be back soon.”

But Yan’er didn’t want to wait.

“Is that Wang Qiao’er’s family garden?” she asked nervously, jumping down from her chair.

Everyone nodded.

“That won’t do—that bad girl’s house will bully Auntie,” Yan’er said, her feet already moving as she turned to leave.

The disciples laughed behind her.

Who could bully your auntie? It would be good enough if your auntie didn’t bully others…

Wearing a mask and gloves, Qi Yue slowly scraped the blue-green mold from the rotting sweet melon with a small bamboo scraper.

Several disciples stood quietly around watching.

“Just like this—put all the scraped mold into the culture medium,” Qi Yue said, pouring the scraped mold into a small dish beside her.

This was distilled water.

“Can this really extract penicillin?” one disciple couldn’t help asking curiously.

Qi Yue paused.

Of course… it couldn’t.

“Let’s try,” she said.

Everyone immediately became excited.

“There’s enough mold now. Next, everyone focus on making the culture solution,” Qi Yue said.

The disciples responded in unison.

“Be sure to maintain the temperature in the incubator,” Qi Yue instructed again. “Otherwise, the culture solution won’t work properly.”

The disciples responded and scattered about busily.

The room quieted down. Afternoon sunlight fell on Qi Yue sitting in her chair as she concentrated on stirring the small vessel.

“Without a microscope, who knows if the spore suspension meets standards…” she muttered to herself, but her hands didn’t stop. She smiled to herself, estimating it was about right. She stopped, used a hollow feather as a makeshift dropper, and carefully drew out drops to place in another vessel.

This contained a culture solution made from boiled carrots.

She had just finished filling one vessel when she heard commotion outside, accompanied by a child’s shrill crying.

Yan’er grabbed Wang Qiao’er’s hair with her hands.

“…She’s my auntie! My auntie, not your stepmother!” she screamed shrilly.

Wang Qiao’er hadn’t expected this girl to suddenly pounce on her. Caught off guard and getting the worse of it, she jumped about frantically and grabbed Yan’er’s hair without showing any weakness.

“…Who wants her as a stepmother! She wishes! I haven’t agreed yet!” she shouted.

But Yan’er paid no attention. She had only heard that her auntie was going to become this hateful girl’s stepmother, which made her both angry and heartbroken. Remembering Chang Yuncheng’s words about not calling her auntie anymore only confirmed her suspicions.

“You’re a bad person, you’re a bad person! Auntie doesn’t want you!” she shouted, shaking Wang Qiao’er by the hair.

Being bested by a child younger and uglier than herself, Wang Qiao’er felt deeply humiliated.

“Look at your ugly face—who would want to be your auntie!” she shouted, giving her a hard push.

Being a year older, she managed to push Yan’er to the ground.

“I’m so pretty, and my daddy is pretty too. Of course she’s crying and begging to be my stepmother,” Wang Qiao’er said smugly.

The children’s fight finally drew the attention of the maids and servants who had been following behind.

Finally, someone came to break up the fight. The disciples standing not far away, preventing the children from running into the laboratory, breathed a sigh of relief.

“How can you act like this, child… How can you bully people… Why are you bullying our young miss…”

“Hey, how can you be so unreasonable? It was clearly your young miss who started it…”

“Who are you talking about? Which eye saw that… Where did you come from? So ill-mannered…”

“You’re the ones who are ill-mannered…”

“Who are you talking about? Why are you hitting people?”

“I am hitting you, so what…”

The disciples stared in shock as the servants and maids from both sides started fighting.

Was this… breaking up a fight?

What kind of servants behaved like this…

Qi Yue came out to see this chaotic scene.

“Speak up! Why are you fighting?” she demanded, looking at the separated Yan’er and Wang Qiao’er.

“What business is it of yours?” Wang Qiao’er said smugly, covering her disheveled hair with her hands.

“Auntie…” Yan’er grabbed her and cried loudly, her hair equally messy. “Don’t abandon Yan’er…”

Qi Yue was completely confused by what she was saying.

“I just don’t want you, ugly thing!” Wang Qiao’er said with some satisfaction.

“Shoo, shoo,” Qi Yue glared at her. “Where are you good-looking? Go look in a mirror! Besides, what does being pretty or ugly have to do with you? What are you so proud of? It’s just what your parents gave you. If anyone should be proud, it should be your parents. What does it have to do with you!”

Wang Qiao’er stared at her in shock.

This… this awful woman…

She spat and turned to run away.

Qi Yue pulled the crying Yan’er close, wiping her face and straightening her hair and clothes.

“Auntie, you’re still Yan’er’s auntie, right?” Yan’er asked through her tears.

“Yes,” Qi Yue smiled.

“You won’t go be someone else’s stepmother, right?” Yan’er asked with sniffles.

Qi Yue was amused by the question.

“Don’t listen to that child’s nonsense,” she laughed.

Though young, Yan’er knew this wasn’t the answer she wanted.

Auntie was auntie because of Uncle. If she didn’t want Uncle anymore, then naturally she couldn’t be auntie anymore…

Auntie was going to become Wang Qiao’er’s stepmother…

From then on, she would have nothing to do with her anymore…

Thinking of this, Yan’er cried even harder.

“Auntie, you won’t abandon Uncle, right?” she asked, clutching Qi Yue’s sleeve tightly.

Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry at her question.

“I will always be Yan’er’s auntie,” she smiled.

“Really?” Yan’er asked.

Really—you’ll understand when you’re older, Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

Only then did Yan’er break into a smile through her tears.

Madam Xie’s carriage drove away from the city gates. Chang Yuncheng turned around to look at those who had come to see them off.

Only Chang Chunlan had brought Yan’er…

This certainly wasn’t out of respect for Madam Xie, but rather for his own sake.

“Big sister, go back now,” he said.

Chang Chunlan nodded.

“Will you come back?” she asked.

“No, I plan to settle Mother in first, then leave directly from Shanning Prefecture,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

“Take care of yourself out there,” Chang Chunlan said.

Yan’er ran over and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s hand.

“Uncle, Uncle, don’t worry! I already asked Auntie, and she said she won’t abandon you,” she said happily.

Though he knew these were just words to comfort a child, they still made him feel good.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and reached out to pat her head.

“That’s wonderful. Uncle is so happy,” he said.

Yan’er cheered with joy.

“I’ll definitely tell Auntie,” she said.

Chang Chunlan turned her head to quietly wipe away tears.

Because of Madam Xie’s injuries, the carriage moved very slowly.

“How can that Imperial Physician Zhou behave like this!” Old Madam Xie complained, lifting the carriage curtain. “We invited him here—how can he just abandon us?”

“Didn’t he examine her and say Mother was fine? With Old Physician An here, that’s enough,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“I think even if your mother had problems, he wouldn’t care,” Old Madam Xie snorted, glancing back at the gates of Yongqing Prefecture. “All he cares about is circling around that woman!”

Chang Yuncheng also looked back, truly wishing he could see that woman one more time…

“Miss Qi, you really don’t want to come with me to the capital?” Imperial Physician Zhou asked with a face full of regret.

“No,” Qi Yue replied without hesitation, pushing the tea cup toward him. “Master Zhou, you’ve been saying this for several days now—your voice is hoarse. Drink more water.”

Imperial Physician Zhou looked helpless.

“The capital is very entertaining,” he said reluctantly, then thought of something and winked at Qi Yue. “There are lots of young men there too.”

Qi Yue’s face darkened.

“I’m giving these to you for free. I can’t accompany you any further—I have a class to teach,” she said, pushing a thick stack of Qianjin Hall advertisements toward him and picking up her books to see him out.

Imperial Physician Zhou pouted. This was the trouble with dealing with women. Men, well, they could be tempted with money, power, or beauty. But women? What could you tempt them with? Women just liked staying home—so troublesome!

He’d have to plan for the long term. Imperial Physician Zhou reluctantly grabbed the pile of papers and left Qianjin Hall.

“Are these… really that important?” he asked, shaking one of the sheets and looking at the writing on it. “Disinfection? Sterilization, preventing infection… Can infection really be prevented and treated?”

“Make way, make way…” someone shouted in the street.

Several people carried an injured person, running quickly.

Imperial Physician Zhou stepped aside, watching the group pass by Qianjin Hall and continue forward.

“Hey, the place that can save lives and cure diseases is here,” he couldn’t help shouting, then shook his head. “Choosing death over life…”

Those distant people couldn’t hear his words. If they had, Imperial Physician Zhou would probably have gotten a beating.

“Brother, everyone says Qianjin Hall is best at treating injuries from falls and blows…” one of them said, looking at the Qianjin Hall they were passing.

“No way. Other doctors say the physician at Qianjin Hall always likes to use knives—cutting legs or cutting bellies. Those methods greatly damage one’s vital energy… Originally it wasn’t necessary to do that. Everyone has always treated patients without doing that, and wasn’t everything fine?” the leader firmly refused.

By now they had rushed into a medicine shop.

There was already an injured person receiving treatment inside.

The doctor pierced the pus-filled sore and applied medicine.

“Good, go home and rest for two days, and you’ll be fine,” he said.

The patient was an old woman who nodded and thanked him.

“It’s the first time I’ve been bitten by a pig, and it raised such a big blister,” she laughed.

The doctor also laughed.

“Even rabbits bite when cornered, let alone pigs that are bigger than rabbits,” he said.

“I’ll slaughter that beast when I get home, and I’ll bring some meat to share with you, doctor,” the old woman laughed.

The doctor politely declined, watching her leave.

“Doctor, he was hit by a stone,” the family members of the injured person said hurriedly.

The doctor nodded and came over to look.

“The bone is broken,” he said after examining it.

“You won’t have to cut off the leg, will you?” the family members asked nervously.

The doctor laughed heartily.

“Our bodies and skin are gifts from our parents—how can we cut them lightly?” he said, shaking his head. “We’re not Qianjin Hall.”

This phrase had currently become a favorite saying among most doctors in Yongqing Prefecture. They would say it in their spare time to liven up the atmosphere and improve their mood, and everyone enjoyed it immensely.

The injured person and his companions laughed, breathing sighs of relief.

The doctor looked around and picked up a knife that had just been used nearby.

“Let me scrape away the crushed stones and dirt first,” he said.

“Ah, master, this knife was just used…” an apprentice reminded him from the side.

“What? Should we also do some kind of disinfection treatment?” the doctor said, then had another opportunity to say his favorite phrase. “We’re not Qianjin Hall…”

The apprentice smiled awkwardly.

Everyone laughed.

The doctor said nothing more, rinsed the knife in a nearby water basin, wiped it with cloth, and skillfully removed the sand, stones, and dirt from the patient’s wound, quickly finishing the treatment.

“See, how simple. If this were at Qianjin Hall, they would definitely require hospitalization and such…”

“It’s just to make more money. I heard that there, everything costs money—they even change the bed sheets once a day. The money flows like water into Qianjin Hall’s coffers…”

The injured person and his group happily chatted and laughed as they carried him away.

Chapter 274: Without Restraint
Qi Yue didn’t care how people outside viewed Qianjin Hall. Instead, she became even more quietly focused on doing what needed to be done—teaching and learning.

“Do we still need to distribute these advertisements?” Hu San asked. “It seems like people don’t really want to read them…”

“But there will still be people who look at them,” Qi Yue said, pushing the papers toward him. “It’s the height of summer now, when bacteria easily multiply. It’s better to be more careful.”

Hu San nodded.

“Speaking of bacteria, Master, how is that penicillium you’re cultivating doing?” he asked.

“It’s been about a week, so it should be ready. I’ll go check on it shortly,” Qi Yue said.

“Then I’ll go notify the experimental class to prepare,” Hu San said.

Qi Yue had made penicillin extraction part of her pathology curriculum, and her disciples regularly participated in the entire process.

When the group arrived at the Wang family estate, the equipment that Hu San had commissioned from craftsmen had just been delivered.

Looking at those strange ceramic basins, wooden buckets, frames, and such, the farm workers in the estate were very curious but didn’t dare approach, because the master had instructed them that Miss Qi was doing very important work and must not be disturbed.

But while they heeded the master’s words and didn’t dare come close, there were others who didn’t listen to the master.

“Is this for bathing?” Wang Qiao’er asked, patting a wooden bucket and reaching to pull the wooden stopper underneath. “What’s this for…”

Qi Yue walked over and lifted her aside.

“How did you little troublemaker get here again?” she asked with a frown.

“This is my home!” Wang Qiao’er said with a snort.

“It’s mine now,” Qi Yue said, carrying her outside while calling for people.

Several servant women hurried over, looking at their young miss being casually held in Qi Yue’s hand like a little chick.

“This place really isn’t safe to play in,” Qi Yue told them. “In a few days I’ll be bringing in pathogenic bacteria. If someone accidentally gets infected, that could be a matter of life and death.”

The servant women turned pale with fright and quickly pulled Wang Qiao’er away.

“Auntie!” Another child’s voice called out.

Yan’er, dressed in new clothes, ran over like a butterfly. Sure enough, seeing Wang Qiao’er there, she immediately glared at her with hostility.

See, see! She knew she had to come, or else Auntie would be stolen away by this annoying pest.

Qi Yue slapped her forehead.

“Auntie, you’re busy. I won’t disturb you—I’ll go pick fruit in the garden. I’ll come back after you finish, okay?” Yan’er said obediently, with a somewhat pitiful tone. “Auntie, I haven’t seen you for so long…”

Qi Yue threw up her hands in surrender.

“Fine, fine, go ahead,” she said, while instructing her not to go near the buildings on this side.

Yan’er nodded obediently.

“Why can she be here?” Wang Qiao’er glared.

“Because she’s more obedient than you,” Qi Yue said.

Yan’er looked at Wang Qiao’er with some smugness.

“Go on, go play,” Qi Yue said, patting her shoulder before walking away.

“She’s my auntie,” Yan’er said with a touch of boastfulness, walking away proudly with her maids and servants.

“That ugly thing—am I really not as good as her?” Wang Qiao’er said, tossing her head. “Come on, let’s go too.”

Qi Yue paid no more attention to the two children’s affairs. She changed into her experimental clothes, and the group began examining the penicillium in the culture dishes.

Since this was an experiment, each disciple had prepared their own. The table was completely covered with dishes, and everyone looked at their own, with occasional exclamations and laughter filling the room.

“Alright, alright, now prepare for filtration,” Qi Yue said, clapping her hands to stop everyone’s chatter.

The disciples all took out the improved cotton cloth filled with filtering cotton that was placed on the frames.

Pear-shaped ceramic bottle extraction, adding charcoal powder.

Since this was an experiment, all the disciples watched Qi Yue’s demonstration and did it together.

“…First add distilled water…” Qi Yue said while pouring the distilled water in.

Since they had experience with distilled water from extracting traditional medicine injections, everyone was familiar with it.

Qi Yue made a round, instructing everyone on stirring while explaining the principles. As for how to purify penicillin, she wasn’t too concerned about that—she was more focused on treating this as an experimental class.

“Master, do we add the vinegar water or the seaweed water first?” one disciple asked.

Qi Yue looked at the others.

“I’ve explained this several times. Who can tell him?” she asked with a smile.

A disciple immediately answered with a laugh.

The experiment proceeded in a relaxed atmosphere.

“Master, this contains that penicillin that can rapidly kill bacteria?” the disciples asked in disbelief, looking at the small tubes in their hands.

Everyone’s extracted penicillin solution was contained in small, elongated ceramic bottles. These were white ceramic test tubes that Hu San had commissioned craftsmen to make, copying Qi Yue’s syringes. They even had markings based on the syringe graduations, perfect for measuring penicillin doses.

Qi Yue also held hers and looked at it, feeling something indescribable.

This was… penicillin?

This simple?

Would it really work?

“Whether it’s effective will depend on the next step of testing,” she said.

“How do we test it?” the disciples asked.

“Pay attention these next few days. If there are patients with infected sores, festering boils, or suppurating inflammation, we can collect the pathogenic bacteria,” Qi Yue said.

Looking at the sky outside, it was already past noon.

“Alright, alright, today’s class is finished. Everyone clean up and prepare to go back,” she said, clapping her hands.

Only after washing her hands, disinfecting, and changing clothes did Qi Yue remember there were still two children here.

“They probably left already. It’s hot and stuffy here, and it’s past mealtime—what child could stand it?” she muttered, walking along the path. Just as she reached the orchard area:

“…This is my home!”

“…I picked this first…”

“…Hey, hey, watch your young miss there. If you have something to say, say it—don’t get physical…”

“…Who are you talking about? Mind your own business first…”

Qi Yue shook her head while fanning herself.

By the pond, it was quite cool. When Qi Yue had the barbecue ready, Wang Qiao’er and Yan’er had also cleaned up and came over.

“Look how pretty you are when you’re clean,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Yan’er grabbed her little braids with some pride, while Wang Qiao’er beside her rolled her eyes.

“I wasn’t talking about you—no matter how clean you are, you’re still not pretty,” she said.

“Hey, Miss Wang, it’s time for you to go home,” Qi Yue said.

Wang Qiao’er looked at the meat skewers sizzling and dripping oil on the barbecue grill.

“This is my…” she began.

“This is mine now—I paid for it,” Qi Yue interrupted her, extending her hand toward her. “Miss, this host is seeing you out.”

Saying this, she waved the grilled meat skewer at Yan’er.

“Come, Yan’er, you must be starving. Try this,” she said with a smile.

Auntie really loves me most! Yan’er happily went over.

Seeing that ugly girl eating so happily while their own young miss stood there awkwardly, the servant women couldn’t help themselves.

“Miss Qi, they’re just children—don’t be like this,” an older one said with a smile.

“Why not be like this?” Qi Yue looked at her, seeming genuinely puzzled. “She doesn’t like me, and I don’t like her. Besides, she’s not going hungry—why should I treat her to food?”

Why indeed…

The servant woman was speechless.

Wang Qiao’er ultimately didn’t get to eat and angrily rode home in the carriage, going straight to Madam Ning.

“Grandmother,” she called out, throwing herself into Madam Ning’s arms. “Call Father back!”

Madam Ning smiled and helped her sit properly.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Didn’t you go to the countryside with your great-grandfather? Why do you want your father back again?”

Wang Qiao’er was too lazy to explain and grabbed some pastries nearby to eat.

“Hurry up and call Father back,” she said. Having fought with Yan’er for half the day, she was starving. While eating, she spoke indistinctly.

“Why call your father back?” Madam Ning asked with a smile, accepting the tea.

“To marry that Miss Qi,” Wang Qiao’er said.

Madam Ning was drinking tea when she heard this. Her hand shook and she spilled some.

This was a rare loss of composure for her.

“What?” she looked at Qiao’er, thinking she had misheard.

“Tell Father to hurry up and marry that Miss Qi!” Wang Qiao’er said clearly after swallowing her pastry.

Madam Ning looked at her in surprise.

“Why?” she couldn’t help asking.

This was probably the first time Wang Qiao’er had said such a thing since she could express herself.

“Because I don’t like her,” Wang Qiao’er said, taking a vicious bite of pastry.

Madam Ning was completely confused.

“Are you serious, Qiao’er?” she asked with a smile, being an adult who knew how to focus on the important points. “I really will call your father back.”

Wang Qiao’er nodded, with some impatience and even some anticipation.

“Yes, yes, yes, hurry up, Grandmother. Quick, have Father come back to get married,” she said.

How dare she not please me! How dare she drive me away!

Let’s see what that ugly child will do then, and whether that hateful woman will still dare treat me like this!

Wang Qiao’er couldn’t help smiling with some satisfaction.

Having heard from other disciples about Qi Yue’s firm treatment of the child, Hu San told A’Ru, who then came to ask Qi Yue about it.

“You’re such a grown-up, why are you bothering with a child?” she said.

A’Ru was no longer the servant who had once been respectful and deferential, treating her master as heaven.

“First, that little troublemaker really scared me—I’m genuinely afraid she might accidentally burn down my laboratory…” Qi Yue said with a laugh, then paused. “Second, it’s also to avoid suspicion.”

“Avoid suspicion?” A’Ru asked, puzzled.

Qi Yue rubbed her hands together with a sly smile.

“I’m so beautiful, talented, and virtuous that rumors easily spread about me… especially when the person has a diamond bachelor father…” she laughed.

A’Ru didn’t understand most of the words she used, but this didn’t prevent her from understanding Qi Yue’s meaning.

“I just realized you’re so narcissistic,” A’Ru said with a smile.

She had also used a word she learned from Qi Yue.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, and A’Ru felt reassured and dropped the matter.

In the front hall, several disciples were complaining.

“Do you know how infuriating it is? We were supposed to treat the patient, but the family insisted we carry him to Kangren Hall…”

“Too much! What’s even more infuriating is that the clerk at Kangren Hall was actually fanning the flames, saying things like ‘Qianjin Hall values gold above all—if you have no money, don’t come in’…”

Qi Yue, who had been listening from behind, laughed heartily.

This was wonderfully similar to that saying: “The yamen gate faces south—if you have a case but no money, don’t come in.”

“Master, you’re still laughing,” the disciples said. “We’re all worried. When people slander us like this, they’re trying to drive us to a dead end.”

“No one can drive us to a dead end,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Our medical skills, our reputation—they can’t be destroyed by a few words. Time will test everything.”

Although people outside no longer had that godlike trust in Qi Yue, her disciples remained as devoted as ever.

Whatever this woman said, that’s what it was.

A rumble of thunder rolled by, dark clouds gathered, and people on the street immediately quickened their pace.

“It’s going to rain, Master. Come inside quickly,” the disciples said.

Qi Yue responded and looked at the sky outside.

“The mountain rain approaches while wind fills the tower,” she sighed, turning to go inside.

Large raindrops began to fall. In a small courtyard in the city, cries of pain could be heard, then the door opened and an old woman crawled out.

“Help… someone help… get a doctor… I… can’t go on…” she called hoarsely, reaching out to grab the dust-covered ground being pelted by rain, struggling to crawl forward.

The torrential rain drowned out her voice.

Soon the old woman stopped moving, her hand still reaching forward with longing for life. The rain washed over her, revealing patches of dark purple on her hands and arms. Blood soon seeped from her face pressed against the ground, spreading with the rainwater.

Chapter 275: One After Another
The rain fell for a day and stopped when dawn broke. Qi Yue picked up her small medicine box, preparing to head out.

“Is Master going out to work as an itinerant doctor to attract patients?” The disciples couldn’t help but gather together to discuss.

What Qi Yue wanted to attract wasn’t patients, but bacteria.

She was eager to test the effects of penicillin, but without patients, she couldn’t obtain pathogenic bacteria. It was truly frustrating.

Since patients wouldn’t come to her, she would go find them herself.

Before she could leave, there was a commotion in the street, accompanied by wailing sounds.

Having nothing better to do, the disciples all rushed out to look.

They saw a funeral procession coming down the street, with filial sons and daughters-in-law mourning sorrowfully, carrying a coffin.

“Oh my, it’s the Sharp-Tongued Granny from the east side of town. How did she die?”

“Yes, yes, I just saw her selling pork a few days ago.”

“…Pork has been expensive as hell lately, she was making good money too, what a shame…”

The disciples who recognized her discussed among themselves.

Qi Yue didn’t know any Sharp-Tongued Granny.

“She sold pork?” she asked casually, waiting for the filial sons and daughters-in-law to pass by with their three-steps-one-kowtow ritual.

“Her son and daughter-in-law raise pigs in the countryside, while she sold pork in the city. She was eloquent and her business was very good, so everyone called her Sharp-Tongued Granny,” Zhang Tong explained. After finishing, he called to the disciples watching the excitement, “Alright, alright, stop watching. How can doctors be so restless? Even if there are no patients, you must be able to sit still.”

The disciples laughed and walked away. The funeral procession on the street passed by, and everything returned to normal.

Qi Yue wandered the streets for two days, but unfortunately, everyone in the city recognized her, and the medical clinics were even more on guard, not letting her in.

“…Hey, hey… Miss Qi, what do you need?” A pharmacy assistant stopped her, asking with some wariness.

This was already the fourth time she’d been stopped.

“Well, I need to find something,” Qi Yue said carefully.

“Getting medicine? Doesn’t your Qianjin Hall have medicine?” the assistant frowned.

Qi Yue quickly took out a piece of paper from her sleeve.

Upon seeing this paper, the assistant immediately became defensive.

“Hey, hey! Don’t you dare come to our place to distribute… advertisements!” he shouted. “There’s no way to steal business like this…”

The people from Qianjin Hall loved to distribute papers. According to the disciples’ promotion, these were advertisements – spreading information widely to let people know about disease knowledge. Of course, as colleagues, what everyone noticed was the last line: “For emergencies, please find Qianjin Hall.”

What disease knowledge! To put it bluntly, that was just soliciting customers!

“No, no, if you have any of these symptoms here, please call me…” Qi Yue hurriedly explained.

Before she could finish, a doctor walked out from the pharmacy.

“Call you? Call you to see patients at our place?” the doctor frowned.

This doctor’s face was pale, seeming quite uncomfortable. As he spoke, he covered his abdomen with his hand, his posture slightly hunched.

“Master, you’re up,” the assistant quickly greeted him. “Are you better?”

“I’m fine,” the doctor frowned, waving his hand at Qi Yue again. “Miss Qi, please leave. We’re all doctors here, you should know this basic rule.”

Before Qi Yue could say anything, she saw the doctor’s expression change. Gripping his stomach, he quickly turned around. He hadn’t taken many steps when there were several popping sounds, and a foul stench spread.

He actually had… diarrhea…

The assistants were very embarrassed.

“Caught a chill last night…” he said, turning his head and looking somewhat embarrassed at this woman, only to find her staring at the inside of his pharmacy… at the floor.

Qi Yue lifted her foot to enter.

“Hey, hey! What are you doing?” the assistant quickly blocked her.

“Is it… bloody watery stool?” Qi Yue was still looking inside, asking while pointing.

What?

The assistant looked where she pointed and indeed saw spots of blood-like water where the doctor had walked…

Wearing thin clothes in summer, what the doctor had released had seeped through his clothing and dripped down…

The assistant felt very ashamed and also angry. What was this woman staring at!

“Go, go!” he waved his hand irritably.

Qi Yue pursed her lips.

“Seems like your doctor is quite seriously ill,” she said, turning to leave when she saw several people rushing over carrying a door panel.

“Doctor, doctor, save us!”

Qi Yue quickly stepped aside to let them pass. As they approached, she saw a man lying on the door panel, his entire face and neck swollen beyond human recognition.

“What happened?” the assistant quickly received them, shouting loudly for the doctor.

“…Such severe skin necrosis…”

The assistant heard someone beside him speaking and pushing forward.

“Hey, hey…” Disregarding the impropriety between men and women, he blocked Qi Yue. “Get out, get out!”

Qi Yue was pushed out in a few moves.

“This person is critically ill, let me take a look…” she said urgently.

The doctor with diarrhea came out.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, recognizing the person in front of him. “Oh, it’s that injured person who was hit by stones.”

“Doctor, please take a look quickly. He’s burning up with fever and might die. Why has his body swollen up like this?” the family members shouted.

Before the doctor could examine him, he heard a female voice shouting from outside.

“…Besides the swelling of eyes and neck, where else is swollen?” Qi Yue asked on her tiptoes. “Are there external injuries? How many days has it been? Has there been inflammation and pus…”

The doctor’s face turned black with anger.

“Miss Qi, we’re all colleagues here. Don’t go too far, or I’ll have to make you leave!” he shouted.

“No, I’m not trying to steal your business. I need bacteria, maybe this patient has some. Let me take a look… I guarantee I won’t interfere with your treatment…” Qi Yue explained.

“Someone, someone…” the doctor shouted angrily. “Drive her away, drive her away…”

Three or four assistants came to chase her away.

Qi Yue had no choice but to reluctantly retreat. The commotion here attracted the attention of people on the street, who pointed and whispered.

“Too much! No business at her own place, so she comes to others’ to steal customers. What kind of person is this!” the assistants scolded.

The doctor also wanted to scold, but as soon as he opened his mouth, he had a violent coughing fit, followed by continuous vomiting.

“Doctor, doctor!” the assistants were terrified and quickly supported him.

The doctor vomited continuously, covering his abdomen with his hand. A foul stench followed as watery stool dripped from below.

The scene erupted in screams. Amid the screaming, he collapsed to the ground, still vomiting continuously.

“Doctor, doctor, my elder brother is dying…” the family members of the injured patient waiting for treatment cried out in terror.

But no one could attend to them because the doctor was also dying.

Chaos erupted in the pharmacy.

Qi Yue rushed in with a few steps. This time, no one blocked her.

“Acute abdomen?” Qi Yue said, quickly setting down her medicine box, rapidly putting on gloves and a mask, pushing through the panicked assistants to kneel beside the doctor.

“High fever… vomiting… bloody watery stool… abdominal distension…” she examined while muttering.

The assistants were all stunned, watching her examine the doctor.

“No external injuries… this is visceral pain…” Qi Yue said, looking up and shouting, “Help him lie supine with knees flexed, I need to examine…”

The assistants came to their senses. One was about to follow the instruction instinctively but was pulled back by another.

“Go get Dr. Huang,” he said, looking at Qi Yue. “You get out, get out!”

“Hey, I’m also a doctor, I’m treating the patient…” Qi Yue frowned.

“Our doctor doesn’t want you to treat him. Get out, get out…”

The other assistants also reacted and began driving Qi Yue away.

“Then, then let me at least examine this injured person. Your doctor can’t attend to him now, so I can at least look at him, right?” Qi Yue had to step away from the doctor and looked at the panic-stricken family members of the injured patient.

Qi Yue was driven out again, and the pharmacy door was closed.

There were many medical clinics in the area, and soon a doctor was summoned. Qi Yue didn’t want to leave and stood waiting nearby. Before long, she heard crying from inside, followed by the door opening. Several people carried out a door panel, walking and crying.

“That… I’m also a doctor…” Qi Yue quickly stepped forward.

The man at the front looked up at her.

“Can you bring back the dead?” he asked dully.

Qi Yue was stunned. Of course she couldn’t…

So quickly…

She stared at the man, who was now covered up, with one arm exposed.

The men carried the door panel and stepped forward. Qi Yue quickly blocked them again.

“May I take a look?” she asked.

The person was already dead. What was there to see? This was a dead person – what was there to look at?

Qi Yue, still wearing gloves, reached out to lift the covering cloth.

“Hey, what are you doing!” a family member nearby reacted and shouted.

“I, I want to take a little something from him… just a tiny bit…” Qi Yue said tentatively, quickly taking out several needles from her medicine box, looking at the man’s swollen face and neck.

Large areas of skin necrosis – was this septicemia? How could there be such severe septicemia? Was it caused by wound infection?

What?

The family members stared wide-eyed as laughter came from nearby.

“Miss Qi,” someone said with a mocking smile, “your actions are becoming increasingly brazen. Now you want to study corpses in broad daylight?”

After Wang Qingchun finished speaking, several people following him also shook their heads.

“Too much!”

“This is truly offensive to public morals!”

“This is desecrating the dead!”

Hearing them speak this way, the family members glared fiercely at Qi Yue and walked away crying with the corpse.

“Don’t talk nonsense if you don’t understand,” Qi Yue said irritably, glaring at Wang Qingchun as the bacteria she’d almost obtained slipped away.

“Miss Qi, someone has accused you of disturbing others’ medical practice. Is this true?” Wang Qingchun asked coldly.

Qi Yue spat.

Before she could speak, crying came from the pharmacy.

“Oh my, Lord Wang, you’ve come at the right time. Please come quickly and see – Dr. Shen is dying!” the doctor who had just entered came out and, seeing Wang Qingchun and the others, said urgently.

Hearing this, everyone was shocked, including Qi Yue.

“How is that possible? I was drinking with him just yesterday…”

This was Wang Qingchun speaking.

“Impossible! How could acute abdomen be fatal so quickly? Could it be visceral perforation?”

This was Qi Yue speaking.

Everyone hurried toward the inside.

“Stop right there!” Wang Qingchun shouted, stepping forward to block the door and stopping Qi Yue. “Miss Qi, what are you doing?”

“He’s about to die. I’m going to take a look,” Qi Yue frowned.

“What are you going to look at?” Wang Qingchun sneered. “To treat him?”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“If it’s really perforation, emergency abdominal surgery is necessary, or he’ll definitely die,” she frowned.

Wang Qingchun laughed.

“You mean to say that if we look and you don’t, he’ll definitely die?” he asked with a smile. “Why is that?”

Before Qi Yue could answer, the others started laughing.

“Because we’re not Qianjin Hall!” everyone laughed.

Looking at the laughing group, Qi Yue nodded. She was naturally aware of this sarcastic catchphrase about Qianjin Hall.

“That’s right, precisely because you’re not Qianjin Hall,” she looked at these people and smiled slightly as well.

Chapter 276: Three in a Row
“I never expected Miss Qi would still dare to say such things,” Wang Qingchun said with mockery.

Everyone laughed along.

“I’ll always dare to say such things, especially when facing a good-for-nothing like you,” Qi Yue also replied with mockery.

This woman still dared to be so arrogant!

“I think Yongqing Prefecture can no longer accommodate you,” Wang Qingchun said coldly.

The threat was self-evident.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Wang Qingchun, everything has inertia,” she said.

What did that mean?

Wang Qingchun frowned at her.

“It means that last time, you were driven out of Yongqing Prefecture by me,” Qi Yue smiled slightly. “So next time, you’ll probably be driven away by me again…”

Woman! Petty person!

Wang Qingchun flicked his sleeve.

“Arrogant and conceited!” he sneered.

“Oh my, Lord Wang, please hurry,” the doctor urged.

What time was it for such verbal sparring! As doctors, they should compete in medical skills! What could be achieved through verbal arguments!

Only then did Wang Qingchun lead his people inside. The door slammed shut, shutting the woman outside.

“For difficult and complex cases, please find Qianjin Hall! For bringing back the dead, please find Qianjin Hall!”

Before Wang Qingchun could utter another mocking word, he heard the woman shouting loudly outside.

That stinking woman… she still dared to shout like that!

“Who would believe that!” he snorted coldly toward the outside.

The others inside quickly agreed.

“Yes, yes, who would believe her!”

“She really thinks she’s a miracle doctor…”

Wang Qingchun felt satisfied and nodded.

“Alright everyone, no need to pay attention to that madwoman. Let’s quickly check on Dr. Shen,” he said.

Two days later, Qi Yue saw another funeral procession at the door.

This time it was that Dr. Shen.

“He really died?” she was quite surprised.

“Oh my, Master, you really predicted it!” Hu San couldn’t help but shout.

Zhang Tong kicked him from behind.

“Scram! If you can’t speak properly, don’t speak at all!” he scolded in a low voice.

Hu San also realized he had misspoken and slunk away embarrassedly.

“This isn’t your fault,” Liu Pucheng also came over to say.

That day when Qi Yue returned and told him about this incident, she had just casually said that if they didn’t let her see the patient, he would definitely die. She really hadn’t meant to curse the man to death…

“Master, people said it wasn’t any intestinal perforation, just died from diarrhea. Even if you had opened him up, it wouldn’t have helped,” Zhang Tong went over to inquire and came back to say hurriedly.

Qi Yue looked at these two who were comforting her and smiled again.

“Yes, I don’t blame myself at all. If anyone’s to blame, it’s Wang Qingchun – he’s the one who drove me away,” she said.

Liu Pucheng and Zhang Tong laughed and breathed a sigh of relief.

“But diarrhea causes dehydration. If we had replenished fluids in time, there should have been no problem,” Qi Yue said again, frowning.

IV tubing was a problem.

“When intravenous therapy was first attempted, they used hollow tree branches,” she continued. “Last time in an emergency, I used pumpkin vines, but that’s indeed very dangerous.”

“How about this?” Hu San jumped out from somewhere, holding something in his hand.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

This was a tube made of brass, similar in length and size to a drainage tube.

“I originally made this to be used as a drainage tube for Master,” he smiled. “Didn’t Master use the same thing for both IV therapy and drainage before?”

Qi Yue took it and examined it from all angles.

“Can such a fine needle tip be forged?” she asked.

“Let’s try,” Hu San said.

Qi Yue nodded, gesturing on the copper tube, thinking about how to connect it and how to install it.

“Good, let’s try it,” she looked up and smiled.

No one inside the house paid attention to the funeral procession outside.

The street quickly returned to calm.

But something was still not right.

“Someone else died?” Qi Yue, carrying her medicine box and continuing to search the streets for opportunities to obtain pathogenic bacteria, stood by the roadside watching another funeral procession approaching.

The filial son walking at the front was grief-stricken, needing two people to support him just to walk.

“So filial, to be so overcome with grief…”

The crowd on the roadside all sighed with emotion.

However, was it grief or… illness?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but step forward, wanting to see clearly.

Against the backdrop of mourning clothes, this man appeared even more pale.

It was a sickly pallor!

“How did this person die?” she couldn’t help but ask someone nearby.

“I heard he died from diarrhea…” the passerby said.

Diarrhea?

Qi Yue frowned.

Could it be that this was now a high-incidence period for diarrhea?

It seemed she needed to distribute more knowledge about diarrhea.

Just as this thought flashed through her mind, she heard an alarmed cry, then saw the filial son who was being supported collapse to the ground, convulsing with continuous vomiting.

The funeral procession was forced to stop as relatives surrounded him in panic.

“Make way,” Qi Yue raised her hand and shouted. “I’m a doctor.”

This single phrase “I’m a doctor” made the crowd part.

“Another case of acute abdominal symptoms…” Qi Yue quickly examined while unbuttoning the clothes of the already unconscious patient.

“Hey, what are you doing?” The family members couldn’t help but be surprised seeing this woman undressing a man in the street.

“I’m Dr. Qi from Qianjin Hall…” Qi Yue looked up, letting them see her clearly.

Qianjin Hall was naturally known to everyone. Seeing it was her, everyone stopped interfering.

“Miss Qi, my husband he…” a woman asked worriedly.

“This isn’t as simple as diarrhea,” Qi Yue said, turning to look at the coffin. “This person also died from diarrhea?”

“Yes, diarrhea, bloody stool, vomiting blood…” the woman said hurriedly.

Vomiting blood…

Qi Yue had already unbuttoned the man’s clothes – high fever, abdominal distension…

But there was no history of external injury.

How could there be such severe acute abdominal symptoms?

“Please take him to Qianjin Hall. He already shows signs of dehydration. If not treated immediately, I’m afraid he’ll be in danger,” she looked up and said.

The family members looked panic-stricken.

“Alright, alright,” everyone finally said. The people carrying the coffin also couldn’t care about that anymore and came directly to carry this man.

Qi Yue followed, but after just two steps, she realized they were going the wrong direction.

“Hey, our Qianjin Hall is this way,” she called out hurriedly.

“Miss Qi, our family also runs a pharmacy, so we’d better return to our own pharmacy,” the woman following said.

“Hey, hey, can you handle it then?” Qi Yue said.

This question left those people not knowing how to answer, so they simply didn’t answer and hurried away carrying the man.

“Hey, remember to replenish fluids!” Qi Yue shouted from behind.

Those people, whether they heard or not, hurried away.

Qi Yue stood helplessly in place, looking down at her gloves. They were stained with the man’s vomit and watery stool.

“Hey, good stuff,” she said, grinning as she carefully removed the gloves and put them in a small porcelain jar she carried with her. She happily ran toward the outskirts of the city.

The man’s hands hung down powerlessly.

The room immediately filled with wailing.

Wang Qingchun walked in and saw everyone’s faces looked very bad.

“Another one died?” he asked.

“Yes, Lord Wang, this is already the third one in these few days,” a doctor said with an anxious expression. “And they all died from diarrhea.”

Wang Qingchun stroked his beard.

“How could it be such a coincidence?” he muttered.

“My lord, speaking of which…” a doctor couldn’t help but say, pressing his abdomen. “Speaking of which, ever since we ate at Qingfeng Tower that day, I’ve also been feeling not quite… comfortable…”

As he said this.

“Oh, that’s right, now that you mention it…” Wang Qingchun suddenly realized, pointing at him and then looking into the room. The room still had an altar for mourning the old father, and now they had to set up another altar for the son. “Oh, that’s right, that day, that day you all, we all ate at Qingfeng Tower.”

This doctor nodded, feeling increasingly uncomfortable in his stomach.

Wang Qingchun’s face darkened as he snorted heavily.

“No need to say more – there must be something wrong with Qingfeng Tower’s food!” he said, turning to leave. “How audacious of them! I’m going to confront them!”

Everyone nodded and followed him out. In the courtyard, an old woman was crying and scolding a younger woman.

“…You damned woman… Miss Qi told us to take him there, why didn’t you listen! Your father already treated himself to death, and you still brought Brother Dou to your own pharmacy! What exactly are your intentions!”

The woman only cried and didn’t dare talk back.

Miss Qi? Wang Qingchun frowned.

Why was this woman like a lingering ghost!

“Miss Qi said that she could bring back the dead, that diseases others couldn’t cure would be fine if we found her. You damned people wouldn’t listen! If we had sent him there earlier, how could my son have died!” The old woman became more pained as she spoke, clutching her chest and crying loudly. “My son, you were killed by your wife!”

How absurd!

Wang Qingchun couldn’t listen anymore and left with a flick of his sleeve.

“That Miss Qi examined this man on the street at the time, said it was very serious, and wanted us to send him to her place…”

“If we had sent him to her place, he could have been cured?”

“Don’t you remember what Miss Qi said that day – if they didn’t let her see the patient, he would definitely die… Didn’t Dr. Shen die?”

The people behind discussed in low voices.

Wang Qingchun heard this and sneered.

“What? Are you actually believing what she said?” he asked.

Everyone quickly stopped talking and laughing.

“We don’t believe it, don’t believe it.”

“How could we believe it? If people die just because she doesn’t see them, what would that make her? The King of Hell?”

Everyone laughed.

Wang Qingchun was satisfied and turned to continue forward.

Behind these people, one of them laughed rather reluctantly.

“Dr. Zhu?” Someone patted him and called out. “What’s wrong?”

This Dr. Zhu came to his senses, said nothing was wrong, and followed everyone.

Deep in the night, the man on the bed leaned over the edge again, vomiting into the chamber pot beside the bed.

A woman with two maids rushed about in panic.

“What’s wrong with you, their father?” she asked.

The man vomited for a while, then lay back exhausted, his face deathly pale. It was the Dr. Zhu from earlier that day.

“I… I…” he gasped, holding his stomach. As he pressed, his expression showed pain.

It hurt so much… bloating pain…

He reached up to touch his chest – his heart felt like it would jump out.

“Oh my, their father, you’re so hot…” the woman touched his forehead in alarm.

The man startled and slapped her hand away.

“Don’t touch me… stay away from me…” he shouted tremblingly.

The woman was startled and immediately looked aggrieved.

“You’re thinking about that little hussy and won’t even let me touch you!” she stamped her foot and shouted, crying loudly.

The man was extremely agitated, his vision continuously filled with those three coffins…

“No, I might have… caught the plague…” he said.

The woman was startled.

“What?” she said tremblingly, turning to go outside. “I’ll go get a doctor…”

“Don’t go!” the man shouted to stop her. With this movement, he vomited again.

The people in the room were all uneasy, but this time no one dared approach. They just stood aside crying.

If I don’t see him, he’ll definitely die!

The man vomited until he nearly fainted, but that woman’s face appeared before his eyes.

Do you believe it or not?

Wang Qingchun’s cold laughter echoed in his ears.

He felt his abdomen twisting in pain. With two popping sounds, he knew without looking that he had watery diarrhea.

“I believe, I believe!” the man reached out and shouted hoarsely. “Quick, quick, take me to Qianjin Hall!”

Chapter 277: Speculation
It had been a while since Qianjin Hall had received any emergency cases, especially nighttime emergencies.

Today wasn’t Qi Yue’s shift, so she was called from home.

“…The patient is making a terrible fuss and insists on seeing only you…” the disciple on duty said.

Yuan Bao personally carried the lantern while A’Ru held the medicine box, and the group hurried toward Qianjin Hall.

“…Another case of acute abdominal symptoms,” Qi Yue said, changing into her clothes and examining the patient with a frown. She then looked at the disciples. “From this, it seems this type of vomiting and diarrhea may be contagious. Everyone must pay attention to disinfection and epidemic prevention. All the patient’s clothes must be burned, and excreta must be buried deep.”

The disciples were all familiar with this and responded in unison.

“…Is it dysentery?” Qi Yue asked.

Before Liu Pucheng could speak, the patient on the bed, suffering from abdominal pain and gasping for breath, spoke up.

“No, dysentery medicine has been used… it doesn’t work… Both father and son of the Zhou family used it… and they both still died…” he said urgently.

“The Zhou family? You mean besides that Dr. Shen and the one at the funeral the day before yesterday, someone else died?” Qi Yue asked hurriedly.

“…Yes… the one you saw the day before yesterday… was the Zhou family’s son… he died yesterday…” he said. “Is… is this the plague…”

“You’re a doctor?” Qi Yue asked.

“This is Dr. Zhu from Bao’an Hall on the west side of the city,” Liu Pucheng introduced.

The plague…

So many people had already died…

In just a few days, this was too concentrated…

“Your medical history,” Qi Yue asked.

The patient couldn’t answer more than a few sentences before he started vomiting violently again. Before the vomiting finished, he started having diarrhea.

“This… this couldn’t be cholera, could it?” Qi Yue muttered.

“Cholera? Vomiting and diarrhea, body aches and chills, those who vomit and have diarrhea have cholera, cholera involves vomiting and diarrhea, and when the diarrhea stops, fever returns? It does seem somewhat similar,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue was confused listening to this.

“Stomach disturbance causing vomiting and diarrhea above and below, called cholera in the Treatise on Cold Damage,” Liu Pucheng continued.

“What you’re describing sounds like acute gastritis,” Qi Yue shook her head. “What I’m talking about is a virulent intestinal infectious disease, which didn’t exist in China at this time.”

China? At this time?

“When would it exist then?” Liu Pucheng asked.

“It should be during the Qing Dynasty,” Qi Yue answered casually.

After answering, she saw Liu Pucheng’s expression of shock.

“Qing Dynasty? What’s that?” he asked stammering.

Qi Yue spat.

“Teacher, now is not the time to discuss this!” she quickly changed the subject. “I don’t think it’s like cholera. This diarrhea is bloody watery stool, not rice-water stool…”

No tests could be done…

“First, replenish fluids,” Qi Yue said. “I’ll go to the laboratory to see if that penicillin is effective against those bacteria. At least I can identify roughly what type of bacteria it is.”

The night was still deep outside.

“But at this hour, the city gates are already closed,” Liu Pucheng said.

Here, A’Ru was preparing intravenous fluid replacement with the disciples.

“If all these people really died from this condition, then, as this doctor said, it’s very likely the plague. Never mind the closed city gates – even if there were a fire, I’d have to go,” Qi Yue said, looking at the nearly collapsed patient on the bed.

If it was the plague, that would be a major incident.

“Don’t mention these things outside for now, to avoid causing panic,” Qi Yue said.

Everyone responded in unison.

“Also, this room needs to be quarantined now. Strictly control and disinfect those entering and leaving. Change into surgical gowns,” Qi Yue added.

Surgical gowns were more tightly sealed than the white coats they currently wore.

“Master, the carriage is ready,” Hu San called from outside.

“Teacher, I’m leaving this to you,” Qi Yue said. “Also, shouldn’t this type of outbreak be reported to the authorities?”

“Yes, I’ll go,” Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Have all the medical halls in the city count how many cases of this condition there have been recently,” Qi Yue said.

Liu Pucheng nodded, watching as Qi Yue took the fresh watery stool extracted from this patient and left by carriage.

The city gate guards were awakened and were quite angry.

“What’s this! Leaving the city so late at night!” they scolded. “Even if you’re rushing to be reborn, you have to wait until the fifth watch!”

“Brother, I’m a doctor, it’s a matter of life and death. I must leave the city immediately,” Qi Yue called out loudly.

“What doctor…” one guard said dismissively. Before he could finish, he was kicked by someone beside him.

“What are you doing!” he turned back angrily.

“You turtle’s grandson, open the gate quickly! It’s Miss Qi!” the others scolded back. “If Young Master Huang finds out, he’ll break your legs!”

Only then did the man panic and run out to open the city gate.

“Miss Qi, it’s so late, let us escort you,” several people said ingratiatingly.

Qi Yue declined repeatedly, but these people just wouldn’t give up. Qi Yue had no time to argue with them and let them be.

The sound of horse hooves broke the night’s silence as they traveled.

When dawn was breaking, Wang Qingchun’s door was also knocked.

Hearing it was Liu Pucheng from Qianjin Hall, Wang Qingchun directly had him driven away.

“My lord!” Liu Pucheng uncharacteristically forced his way in.

As expected, following that woman, they all became disrespectful toward him.

Wang Qingchun sneered.

Liu Pucheng couldn’t care about his attitude and hurriedly told him about Dr. Zhu seeking treatment last night and the recent multiple deaths from diarrhea.

“We suspect it’s the plague, my lord. Please immediately investigate the entire city,” he said.

“Dr. Zhu actually…” Wang Qingchun only focused on this, his expression dark.

That coward!

“My lord, could this be typhoid…” Liu Pucheng said again.

Wang Qingchun looked at him with something like amusement.

“Typhoid? Plague?” he said.

Liu Pucheng looked at him and nodded.

“Did Miss Qi say this too?” Wang Qingchun asked.

“Yes, Miss Qi has already rushed outside the city to test new medicine, to see if it’s effective for this condition. This will take at least a day and night, so please, my lord, quickly investigate and implement plague prevention measures…” Liu Pucheng said hurriedly.

Wang Qingchun didn’t move, just looked at him.

Liu Pucheng was confused by his stare.

“I say, Dr. Liu,” Wang Qingchun looked at him, leaning back in his chair. “Think about how steady and modest you used to be. If I hadn’t gone to the capital, I wouldn’t have known that you were actually the senior disciple of Medical Director Meng.”

Liu Pucheng bowed respectfully.

“This disciple is unworthy and dares not speak my master’s name,” he said quietly.

“Now that’s true modesty, being unworthy,” Wang Qingchun shook his head and laughed mockingly. “If you’re unworthy, wouldn’t that mean Medical Director Meng taught his disciples poorly?”

“It’s this disciple who lacks talent. Please, my lord, don’t speak carelessly about my master,” Liu Pucheng straightened and said.

Wang Qingchun pursed his lips.

“My lord, please quickly order a thorough investigation of pharmacies and medical halls to see exactly how many cases like this there have been recently, so we can respond early,” Liu Pucheng said.

“What plague,” Wang Qingchun snorted. “It’s just these few people, and thinking about it, I should be the same way.”

Liu Pucheng was stunned, looking confused.

“A few of us ate at Qingfeng Tower a few days ago – Old Zhou and his son, Dr. Zhu, Dr. Shen, myself, and four others,” Wang Qingchun said, switching to cross his other leg. “I’ve already inquired. The owner of Qingfeng Tower admitted that there was a problem with the food that day – they used stale meat. That’s why everyone got stomach trouble.”

Liu Pucheng was stunned.

“I see…” he asked blankly. “But this is too dangerous – three people have already died…”

“What can be done about it?” Wang Qingchun frowned. “We can only say people have different constitutions. So many people ate there that day, and not everyone died.”

That was true…

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“But, my lord, since it’s due to Qingfeng Tower’s ingredients, there must be other people who will be affected. We should still issue a notice to remind everyone that this disease comes on fiercely, and if anyone has these symptoms, they should quickly come…” he said again.

Before he could finish, Wang Qingchun interrupted.

“Quickly come to your Qianjin Hall?” he raised an eyebrow.

“Yes, Miss Qi said that because of the vomiting and diarrhea, it causes dehydration and circulatory system failure, so large amounts of fluid must be replenished. We can use intravenous…” Liu Pucheng hurriedly explained.

Before he could finish, Wang Qingchun interrupted again.

“Miss Qi said! Miss Qi said! Miss Qi said!” he shouted with a dark face. “Is whatever Miss Qi says automatically true?”

His sudden outburst startled Liu Pucheng.

“Dr. Liu, you’re really becoming more and more disappointing,” Wang Qingchun looked at him and snorted. “No wonder you dare mention your school. With your behavior, speaking of it would truly disgrace your school!”

Not expecting him to say such harsh words, Liu Pucheng, who was never good at arguing with people, flushed red.

“My lord,” he looked up again and said, “I know you have a grudge against our Qianjin Hall, but at this moment, as a physician, please don’t be petty.”

Wang Qingchun was furious.

“Petty? I’m petty?” he stood up with angry eyes and a dark face, shouting, “I don’t know who keeps saying I should kneel down.”

Liu Pucheng looked at him.

“My lord, some people say things with their mouths but not their hearts, while others don’t say it with their mouths but keep it in their hearts,” he said calmly. “Which is truly unable to let go – mouth or heart? Which is truly petty? Don’t forget your duty as a medical judge because of your personal feelings!”

Wang Qingchun was furious.

“Liu Pucheng, your Qianjin Hall, for personal gain, dares to spread plague rumors, disturb public order, and cause public panic. I now, in the name of Medical Judge of Yongqing Prefecture, order the closure of your Qianjin Hall!” he shouted sternly.

As dawn gradually broke, more than ten porcelain vessels were arranged in front of Qi Yue, containing solidified broth culture medium.

“Master, we could only make this much broth culture medium,” two disciples said, sweating.

“If it’s barely enough, then this will have to do,” Qi Yue said, taking tiny amounts of the patient’s watery stool and placing them on these culture media.

“Master, can these be used for testing immediately?” the disciples asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“At the earliest, these won’t be ready until tomorrow,” she said. Speaking of this, she felt extremely fortunate. “Thank goodness I got some of that person’s… that day on the street…”

She looked up outside.

“By afternoon, the first batch of bacterial colonies will be about ready for cultivation… then we can test the drug efficacy… by tomorrow morning, the results will definitely be available,” she said, frowning with some anxiety.

That patient must hold on until tomorrow!

“How much longer until the white-haired prunella injection is ready?” Qi Yue asked.

A disciple ran out to shout.

“Testing drug efficacy and selecting suitable medicinal liquid will take until evening at the earliest,” came the answer from the tense laboratory.

“Evening it is. Send it over immediately when it’s ready,” Qi Yue said.

The disciples nodded in acknowledgment.

Qi Yue once again focused her gaze on the culture vessels before her.

Hurry, hurry, time, please go faster…

Chapter 278: Not Allowed
Due to the strict epidemic prevention measures for the diarrhea patient in the back courtyard, the atmosphere in Qianjin Hall was somewhat tense.

Perhaps sensing their tension, there were even fewer customers.

When two men in silk shirts, waving fans, walked in, the disciples didn’t notice them at first.

The two men were somewhat nervous, exchanging glances.

“Sir,” a disciple finally noticed and hurried over. “Are you here for consultation or medicine?”

The two men became even more nervous and couldn’t help but step back.

“Med… medi… medicine,” one said.

Oh, he has a stutter… the disciple understood, but physicians must treat everyone equally and couldn’t mock others’ defects. His demeanor became even more gentle.

“This way please. Are you filling a prescription or buying individual medicines?” he asked.

The man looked at him and stuttered, unable to speak.

“Individual medicines,” the other couldn’t stand it anymore, pushed him aside, and strode over.

Leaning against the counter, he slammed his fan-sized hand on the counter.

The disciple at the counter was startled and looked this person up and down.

He wore the kind of silk clothing typical of wealthy merchants, waved an elegant fan, and had a plump face, but somehow it all seemed… like the clothes were stolen… there was an incongruity about this person…

“This, this, this – ten pounds of each,” he said, pointing randomly.

Ten pounds!

The disciple was somewhat stunned.

“What? Think I don’t have money?” the man glared.

The disciple quickly apologized and called for help. This quantity was too large and would need to come directly from the warehouse.

“Hey, little brother, what’s this about your Qianjin Hall recently killing people?” the man asked again.

Being asked so directly was very embarrassing. The disciple turned around with some righteous indignation.

“We didn’t kill anyone,” he said. “We’re being slandered!”

“See, I told you it would be like this. The boss said Miss Qi would never kill anyone… those people are just pretending to be pitiful…” the other said excitedly.

This statement confused the disciple, who looked at him in surprise.

This person doesn’t stutter at all – he speaks quite fluently, but I can’t understand what he’s saying…

The man who had spoken earlier kicked this man, who quickly shut up.

“Yes, yes. Miss Qi would definitely never do such a thing,” he smiled at the disciple, leaning forward on the counter. “Little brother, tell me what happened.”

The disciple was naturally happy to explain. Before he could speak, disciples rushed in from outside.

“Senior Brother, something terrible has happened! Master has been arrested by Wang Qingchun…” two disciples shouted.

This news threw the entire hall into chaos.

“What happened?”

“On what grounds?”

Everyone crowded over shouting.

“He said Master was spreading rumors to disturb public order,” the disciple said, sweating profusely either from running or anxiety.

“Nonsense! How dare he say such things!” Zhang Tong also came out from the back courtyard, his expression shocked.

“Not only did he arrest Master, but he’s also coming to seal our Qianjin Hall!” the disciple shouted, pointing outside. “The people are already here…”

The disciples were in chaotic uproar.

“Quick, go find Master to come back,” everyone shouted.

This master naturally referred to Qi Yue.

“No, we can’t call her back now,” A’Ru rushed over from behind and shouted. “She’s making medicine. If we distract her, what about those medicines?”

“But, but what do we do?” Everyone was at a loss, asking anxiously.

“What do we do?” Hu San came out, gritted his teeth. “We won’t let them through the door!”

“Will this work?” A’Ru looked at him and asked.

Hu San straightened his back, looking toward the door.

“It will!” he said firmly.

The hall was in chaos, and the two men getting medicine were left aside, ignored.

“Brother, looks like there’s going to be a fight,” one said quietly.

“So what if there is? What’s to fear?” the other glared, his expression excited, feeling around on his body but only finding a fan.

“Brother, don’t cause trouble. The boss said we can’t cause problems for Miss Qi. If people find out our identity and pin charges of colluding with bandits on Miss Qi, it could mean execution!” he said quietly.

The first one calmed down.

“Then what do we do? Just watch Miss Qi’s people get bullied?” he asked quietly.

This kind of problem requiring intelligence was really difficult for them.

The man scratched his head.

“I told you we should have brought Dog-head Zhang – he’s full of clever ideas…” he muttered.

The two stood there stupidly, watching the excited, thin disciples slam the door shut and press against it with their bodies.

As soon as the door was closed, Wang Qingchun and his people’s voices rang out from outside.

“…Open the door! Think closing the door will solve everything?”

“Wang, you’re settling personal scores! Don’t think we don’t know!” Hu San shouted. “Release our Master! We have a patient here. If treatment is delayed, we’ll charge you with intercepting medical care and murder!”

What a clever application of the law!

Wang Qingchun was so angry he laughed coldly. Watching this commotion, the street instantly attracted countless onlookers.

So Qianjin Hall was truly a treasure of Yongqing Prefecture’s people – opera troupes were expensive to hire, but with them around, entertainment was never lacking…

In the crowd, two servants saw this and ran off.

“Steward, something terrible! Wang Qingchun is bullying the young mistress again!” they ran into the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion and found the steward.

“This bastard still isn’t done?” the steward stood up and pondered briefly. “Has the Prince left yet?”

The servants shook their heads – they didn’t know.

“Ride quickly to Shanning Prefecture to see if the Prince has departed yet. If not, tell him,” the steward said.

“What if he has left?” a servant asked blankly.

“Then… it wasn’t meant to be,” the steward sighed.

What did this have to do with fate? The servants didn’t understand but didn’t ask, hurrying off.

Here at Qianjin Hall, the door was finally knocked open because the patient’s family was crying outside.

“We don’t want you to treat him anymore. We’re taking him away,” Dr. Zhu’s wife cried.

If the patient’s family demanded to leave, they really couldn’t refuse.

Wang Qingchun shook his robes, looking disdainful.

A bunch of small fry – what could they possibly do!

Using a patient to threaten him to release Liu Pucheng? How stupid! Did they think he was the only doctor in Yongqing Prefecture?

Ridiculous!

Dr. Zhu’s wife cried as she went toward the back, with several officers following to carry the patient.

“No!” A’Ru blocked their way. “You can’t take him away.”

“That’s my husband! You, where did this woman come from?” Dr. Zhu’s wife was startled by the woman suddenly blocking her path and immediately shouted.

“I’m the head nurse here. No one can take this patient away,” A’Ru said. This was her first time facing so many people. She was trembling with nervousness but stood firm with her arms spread, refusing to move. “This patient is contagious and must be quarantined. He absolutely cannot be moved, or more people will catch this disease.”

The people in the room were stunned.

Contagious…

Dr. Zhu’s wife remembered her husband’s mention of plague and immediately stepped back two paces, looking terrified.

“Is it really the plague?” she cried tremblingly.

At these words, the crowd outside erupted.

“What?”

“Plague!”

“Oh no! We’re doomed – there’s plague!”

Wang Qingchun was furious and quickly shouted to the crowd.

“It’s not plague! Don’t listen to Qianjin Hall’s nonsense! It’s from eating bad food and having diarrhea!” he shouted loudly. “The owner of Qingfeng Tower used spoiled vegetables and meat, causing several people to vomit and have diarrhea continuously.”

He shouted several times before the scene quieted down.

“How dare you speak such nonsense! This could cause civil unrest!” Wang Qingchun raised his eyebrows and shouted sternly. “Men, arrest them all and seal the shop!”

The scene immediately erupted into chaos.

“No, absolutely cannot take him away!” A’Ru desperately blocked the doorway.

Dr. Zhu’s wife raised her hand and slapped her.

“Little hussy! What are your intentions!” she cursed.

A’Ru was struck hard, immediately turning red on half her face.

Before Dr. Zhu’s wife’s hand could drop, someone rushed over and gave her a resounding slap.

Dr. Zhu’s wife was unprepared and couldn’t withstand this sudden powerful blow. She was knocked down and fell to the ground, almost unable to breathe.

“Hit someone! You dare hit her! I’ll beat you to death!” Hu San furiously pointed at Dr. Zhu’s wife and cursed.

This sudden violence stunned everyone.

“How can you, a man, hit a woman?” a doctor couldn’t stand it and cried out tremblingly.

The people from Qianjin Hall were simply too crude!

And they called themselves a medical clinic – more like a black shop!

“I don’t care if you’re a woman or man!” Hu San glared viciously at the doctor. “Whoever hits her, I’ll hit them!”

Dr. Zhu’s wife came to her senses, sat on the ground crying loudly. The relatives who came with her were outraged and all rushed toward Hu San.

Hu San couldn’t fight so many alone, but still protected A’Ru.

Seeing them start fighting, the other disciples naturally had to help Hu San, and the scene immediately became chaotic.

“What’s going on! What’s going on!” A deafening roar suddenly rang out from the crowd, and two people rushed in, separating the fighting crowd in just a few moves.

Wang Qingchun’s people looked at these two who had suddenly appeared.

They were obviously not from Qianjin Hall.

“Who are you?” Wang Qingchun demanded suspiciously. “What do you want?”

Under countless gazes, the two burly men in silk shirts seemed somewhat dazed.

“We…” one stammered, “…getting… getting medicine…”

Getting medicine?

Everyone looked at them suspiciously.

“We’re getting medicine! What are you doing? Hurry up and package our medicine!” the other man glared and shouted, pointing at the Qianjin Hall disciples.

Were these two idiots? At this time and place, they were still getting medicine?

“Gentlemen, Qianjin Hall is being sealed, so we can’t sell medicine. Please go to another establishment,” Wang Qingchun said sternly.

“Sealed! Before it’s sealed, we need to get medicine – that has nothing to do with now. Hurry up and give us our medicine!” the man glared and shouted.

Where did these lunatics come from…

Everyone stared at the two men in bewilderment.

“What are you doing? What do you want? You want to stop us from getting medicine?” the two men glared and shouted, rolling up their sleeves. “Stopping us from getting medicine means you want our family to die – this makes you mortal enemies! You’re committing murder!”

What nonsense!

The scene was at a standstill.

“Senior Brother! Sister A’Ru! The patient is dying!” came shouts from the courtyard.

Chapter 279: Waiting
As soon as these words were spoken, everyone in the hall was shocked. A’Ru turned around and rushed inside. At this point, she couldn’t be stopped. Doctor Zhu’s wife immediately followed her in, and the others also rushed in with a whoosh.

The hall was suddenly left with only two men.

The two men looked at each other.

“Brother, what should we do?” one said in a low voice.

“Since Miss Qi said not to let them take the person away, we absolutely won’t let these people take him away,” the other said through gritted teeth.

“Should we continue saying we’re preparing medicine?” the first one said in a low voice. “Will this work?”

“It has to work even if it doesn’t!” the other man said.

The two men nodded heavily and stood on either side of the back courtyard gate, like two door gods firmly guarding it.

The crowd surged into the back courtyard but was still blocked.

“Don’t let them get close!” A’Ru shouted with raised eyebrows.

Hu San immediately led his men to form a line blocking the surging crowd.

A’Ru didn’t rush into the sickroom but instead rushed into the disinfection room nearby, quickly emerging dressed in surgical attire.

Her appearance frightened all the non-Qianjin Hall people in the courtyard.

“What… what is this for?” someone couldn’t help but ask.

“This can isolate the transmission of germs,” Zhang Tong said loudly. “Masks, caps, gloves, boots—because the patient’s excretions are all highly likely to be infectious, so these must be used to cover oneself to prevent infection.”

They understood about contagion.

“Records say that during the plague of dead rats in southern Yunnan, people infected each other just by talking…” a doctor said in a low voice.

Wang Qingchun became furious.

“Shut up! What are you saying! Is this the plague of dead rats?” he shouted angrily.

If this really was the plague of dead rats, then all of them wouldn’t survive…

Within three days, all of Yongqing Prefecture would become a dead city…

The people present suddenly fell silent.

“Nonsense, this is just eating something bad, what plague!” Wang Qingchun was furious. He lifted his foot and walked toward that room. “This official wants to see if I’ll die just by going over there!”

As he stepped forward, the doctors around him all blocked him.

“Sir, you mustn’t.”

“Sir, let’s wait and see a bit more…”

Hearing such words, Wang Qingchun was so angry his lungs nearly exploded.

Did this show these doctors cared about him?

Bullshit!

This showed that these doctors actually believed that woman’s words!!

What bastards!

What cowards!

They were frightened by this!

Wang Qingchun struggled angrily and finally broke free from these doctors and rushed over.

Doctor Zhu’s wife, who had come to her senses, also cried as she tried to go over.

“Father of my child, don’t abandon us…” she shouted.

Hu San and the others firmly blocked her.

“How can you not have someone by your side before you close your eyes? This way you won’t die in peace. Qianjin Hall, you’re committing a sin!” Doctor Zhu’s wife cried out.

“Are you sure you want to go in?” Zhang Tong asked through gritted teeth.

“Of course!” Doctor Zhu’s wife cried out.

“Someone, disinfect her and change her into isolation clothes,” Zhang Tong shouted.

As soon as these words were spoken, everyone was stunned.

“Senior brother,” the disciples said with some doubt and hesitation.

“Let her take a look, otherwise she won’t believe us,” Zhang Tong said. “We are saving people. I don’t want people to think we’re killing people again. I don’t want Master to be questioned like this when he’s doing good for them!”

When he said this, Doctor Zhu’s wife’s crying paused slightly.

“Are you sure you want to go in?” Zhang Tong looked at her and asked sternly.

Being spoken to so solemnly by him, Doctor Zhu’s wife actually became somewhat timid.

“I want to go in,” Wang Qingchun said first, stepping forward. “Stop giving this official all this nonsense. As medical judge, this official is qualified to determine the patient’s condition. We can’t let you Qianjin Hall people say whatever you want!”

Zhang Tong nodded.

“Fine,” he said, pointing with his hand. “Please.”

He stepped aside. The other disciples also stepped aside, but those who had been shouting about going in at first actually hesitated.

Really… contagious?

Wang Qingchun gritted his teeth… and walked toward the disinfection room.

Seeing this, Hu San sneered coldly, while Zhang Tong breathed a sigh of relief.

“Coward, don’t wear isolation clothes if you dare,” Hu San sneered.

Wang Qingchun was instantly furious, and he really wanted to raise his head and stride into that sickroom. But…

He ultimately pretended not to hear.

Following his lead, Doctor Zhu’s wife also went over. Two or three more doctors hesitated for a moment, but ultimately curious in their hearts, they also followed.

After putting on the clothing and enduring the discomfort, several people entered the sickroom.

A’Ru and the others inside had already heard the conversation outside, so they weren’t surprised and continued with their busy work.

This was the first time everyone had seen the kind of sickroom Qianjin Hall had created. Except for Doctor Zhu’s wife, who only focused on looking at her husband, the others couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed at their surroundings.

What was that, hanging porcelain bottles? Copper tubes?

“We need to reduce the fever,” a disciple said.

A’Ru nodded, soaked a towel in water and wiped the armpits of the unconscious man on the bed.

Wang Qingchun and the others stepped forward a few more steps, their expressions darkening.

For them, such a patient didn’t need pulse diagnosis to know…

Wang Qingchun snorted.

“Why are you still doing all these fancy tricks? Shouldn’t you be quickly administering medicine now?” he said coldly. “Come, take the person away.”

“Yes, yes, if we delay any longer it really won’t work,” a doctor agreed.

“What do you mean delay any longer, I think this won’t work already…” another doctor muttered. “This is just a matter of half a day.”

As soon as these words were spoken, Doctor Zhu’s wife immediately collapsed softly beside the bed, grabbed Doctor Zhu’s arm and began crying loudly.

“Lord Wang, Lord Wang, quickly think of a way to save him,” she turned to Wang Qingchun and the others, crying.

This crying and shaking caused Doctor Zhu to wake from his coma.

“I… I’m not dead yet…” he murmured. His blackened face could hardly show any expression, his gaze scattered as he looked at the ceiling.

Everyone was overjoyed and hurried over.

“Doctor Zhu, can you see me clearly? We’ve come to save you,” Wang Qingchun said. Although Doctor Zhu was seriously ill and in critical condition, some things still had to be said. “Look at you, how did you get deceived by this Qianjin Hall? Isn’t this nonsense? Delaying treatment isn’t harming yourself?”

“Father of my child, I’ll take you away right now,” his wife shouted.

Hearing this, Doctor Zhu’s turbid eyes suddenly became alert.

“I… I won’t go…” he grabbed the bed tightly with his hand. “I… I won’t go…”

His wife was stunned, thinking her husband was confused.

“But you’ll die if you stay here,” she cried.

“No… no… if… if I were somewhere else… I would already be… dead…” Doctor Zhu panted, his eyes staring straight ahead. “They… they fall ill rapidly, from onset to death… at most… three days… I… I’ve already survived the third day… Qianjin Hall… really can save me… save me…”

As he said this, his hands reached out wildly grasping, his expression panicked.

A disciple nearby extended his hand and grasped his hand.

“Yes, we will definitely do our best to save you,” he said loudly.

Grasping this hand, Doctor Zhu seemed to grasp the hope of life, let out a breath, and fell unconscious again.

Wang Qingchun and the others nearby just watched with darkened expressions, but hidden under their masks, it couldn’t be seen.

What words!

No one in the room spoke; it was unusually quiet.

“From onset to death, only three days…” a doctor murmured. “That’s right… indeed it is… Doctor Zhu, you’re thoughtful…”

“This lady, the patient needs rest now, and it’s too dangerous in here. You should go out and wait,” A’Ru said.

This time, Doctor Zhu’s wife didn’t say anything more about leaving, but hesitated and stood up.

Wang Qingchun sneered inwardly and reached out to examine Doctor Zhu’s eyes, mouth, and tongue.

“Stop trying to fool people. How could someone like this be saved alive! Lasting one day is one day, if you can’t last to the end, what’s there to boast about? Isn’t this the pot calling the kettle black?” he said.

Doctor Zhu’s wife’s legs went weak again and she sat on the ground.

The other doctors took advantage of his examination and hurried to crowd over and look. Seeing this, their hearts also grew cold and they shook their heads.

“Probably just tonight’s matter,” one of them said in a low voice.

Although A’Ru didn’t understand looking, listening, asking, and feeling, seeing the blood pressure monitor’s display, she also somewhat understood in her heart…

Hearing this, she bit her lower lip.

There’s still time, there’s still time, there must still be time…

“Medicine is here! Medicine is here!” came the shouts of disciples from outside.

These voices came in one after another, and A’Ru was overjoyed and rushed out.

Medicine?

What medicine was there? Could it be that only now was useful medicine being used?

Wang Qingchun and the others looked at each other in confusion.

A’Ru had already rushed to the door.

“Is it penicillin?” she asked urgently.

“No, penicillin still needs more time. Now it’s white-hair selfheal injection,” the disciple answered, handing over the medicine box in his hand.

This was commonly used; having some was better than having none. A’Ru reached out to take it.

Watching A’Ru take out a strange object and draw from a small jar, this strange object was transparent with a bright, thin needle.

Several doctors couldn’t help but crowd over to look.

“Are these instruments like stethoscopes and such?” one asked.

“This is a syringe, used to input medicine into the patient’s body through the veins, allowing the medicine to work more efficiently and quickly,” A’Ru said, skillfully disinfecting the needle.

When the needle pierced the skin, everyone still couldn’t help but wince and look away.

Needles were something that naturally made people tremble with fear.

“Just like this and it can be cured?” Wang Qingchun asked mockingly.

A’Ru kept her head down and ignored him.

“Fine, we’ll wait here and watch, see how Qianjin Hall brings the dead back to life,” Wang Qingchun said with a cold laugh, flicking his sleeve and turning to walk out.

When he walked out, the other two doctors also hurried to follow.

“These clothes should be changed and destroyed here,” a disciple outside guided them.

Although Wang Qingchun was unwilling, he still had to comply. Watching the disciple throw the clothes and other items they’d removed into the incinerator, everyone couldn’t help but stare.

“But they were only used once…” a doctor couldn’t help but say. “These… these are all fine…”

“Miss Qi said we can’t achieve high-temperature sterilization and disinfection, so for safety, these things should simply be burned,” the disciple said.

Several doctors were amazed to hear this.

Really had money to burn…

If it were them, they couldn’t afford it. How much money would this cost…

“Hey, you few, since you insisted on going in, our isolation clothes cost money. You should pay up,” Hu San shouted from the side.

The doctors’ steps couldn’t help but stagger.

Bastard…

This night Qianjin Hall was brightly lit, the hall was full of people, including Doctor Zhu’s family members and Wang Qingchun with a group of doctors. Besides those who had come at the beginning, there were also doctors who had heard the news and rushed over. In the end, it was almost another grand gathering of Yongqing Prefecture’s doctors.

This was very likely another opportunity for Qianjin Hall to be slapped in the face. How could everyone miss it? First, they could watch the excitement, and second, they could curry favor with Wang Qingchun. It was truly a wonderful thing that killed two birds with one stone.

As for being cured? That was probably impossible…

Just looking at these doctors’ expressions was enough to know.

To closely observe the patient, every so often two doctors would go in to take a look. Zhang Tong didn’t stop them, watching coldly from the side. Hu San was very happy because he had collected high prices for every isolation garment, and burned clothes that could produce such value were truly meaningful.

When the sky was slightly bright, the two doctors who had gone in again came out.

“It’s completely hopeless…” they shook their heads.

“How is it?” everyone hurried to ask. Having stayed up all night, their eyes were all red; they had really suffered.

“There’s no pulse anymore,” the doctor said.

As soon as these words were spoken, the entire courtyard was in an uproar.

“Senior brother?” Hu San and the other disciples were also startled and all looked toward Zhang Tong, who had just come out of the sickroom.

Looking at the eager anticipation of his fellow disciples, Zhang Tong only felt his heart was so heavy he could barely breathe.

“Two injections, no effect,” he said, lowering his head.

“How can that be?” Hu San shouted. “It was effective before, it was effective before! Senior brother, did you see wrong?”

Before Zhang Tong could finish speaking, Wang Qingchun was already speaking with a cold laugh.

“How ridiculous, you Qianjin Hall disciples can’t even take a pulse? Can’t you tell whether a patient is alive or about to die?” he laughed coldly. “Sealing this shop wasn’t wrongful at all!”

“It’s all you, you locked up my master, otherwise my master would definitely have saved him!” Hu San shouted at him. “This has nothing to do with us, this is Wang Qingchun detaining a doctor and delaying treatment! We, we’re also going to file a complaint!”

Wang Qingchun laughed coldly.

“Your master? Isn’t your Qianjin Hall run by Miss Qi?” he laughed. “Miss Qi said, Miss Qi said, Miss Qi said it could be treated so it could be treated. Since she said it could be treated, if the person isn’t cured, what does it have to do with others? At this time, why isn’t Miss Qi speaking? Isn’t she the one whose word is law? Say let people live and they live, now quickly speak! Isn’t it just a matter of saying it? Where is she? Come and speak!”

The Qianjin Hall disciples glared at each other angrily, about to say something when a voice came from outside.

“That’s right, I said I could treat this disease, I said this person wouldn’t die.”

Qi Yue held a small porcelain jar in her hand, striding forward through the morning mist. Everyone turned back to look. The morning light was rising, and with the woman’s back to the sunlight, she seemed to shimmer.

“You…” Wang Qingchun began.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted him.

“Grandson, dare you make a bet?” Qi Yue asked directly, having already walked close as she spoke.

Wang Qingchun held his breath in his throat. Dare! he screamed in his heart, but for some reason couldn’t actually shout it out.

Without waiting for him to shout it out, Qi Yue had already passed by him without any pause, as if she hadn’t intended to get his answer at all.

“…I knew you wouldn’t dare,” she said, looking back. “Grandson, watch carefully how I bring the dead back to life!”

Bastard…

Wang Qingchun looked at this woman and felt like he couldn’t catch his breath, involuntarily reaching up to cover his chest.

Chapter 280: Easy to Say
At noon, the aroma of food wafted from Qianjin Hall, but due to the large amounts of alcohol and lime used for isolation and disinfection, the mixed smells in the air made the food’s fragrance less appetizing.

“Who else wants to go in and look? If you want to go in, hurry up, we don’t have many isolation suits left,” a disciple stood at the door and shouted to the hall.

Several doctors sat in the hall, and hearing these words felt somewhat awkward, rather like entering a marketplace with merchants loudly hawking their wares.

A few doctors came out, and everyone saw them approaching with some urgency.

“Actually, truly, he’s improved…” one of them said.

As soon as these words were spoken, everyone’s expressions showed surprise.

How was this possible? In the morning he was clearly finished… how could he improve in just half a day?

“Those who want to look should hurry, only the last three isolation suits left!” the disciple shouted at the right moment.

At these words, the doctors who had originally disdained Qianjin Hall’s money-grabbing rushed over competing.

“Give me one…”

“I want to go…”

“I didn’t bring money, I’ll write an IOU…”

“IOUs won’t work…”

“Go on, how do you do business? No, how do you provide service? Why won’t IOUs work? IOUs naturally work, it’s just that IOUs cost double the cash price…”

“Surname Hu, even black shops aren’t as black as yours…”

The hall was noisy and chaotic like a marketplace.

Wang Qingchun sat to one side, his expression dark, motionless, as if he hadn’t heard the commotion.

“Lord Wang, this is specially reserved for you,” a disciple came over and said.

Wang Qingchun looked at him with a cold smile.

“No charge,” the disciple said before he could speak. “Our master said you’re an official, this must be provided to you. Whether this patient lives or dies is such an important matter that it only counts if you say so… otherwise even if the patient lives, without you speaking up, he’d probably still be considered dead…”

Bastard!

Wang Qingchun trembled with anger at these words, stood up and knocked away the isolation suit, then walked away with a wave of his hand.

None of the other doctors paid attention to him, all still competing for isolation suits. Only two or three people followed Wang Qingchun out.

Finally, three people obtained the isolation suits at high prices and with formidable physical fighting power.

Watching these three rush impatiently into the back courtyard, the others looked envious.

“Forget it, after they look they’ll still have to tell us. They spent money, we benefit,” someone said sourly.

Hearing others describe it wasn’t as good as seeing for themselves, especially for doctors like them. Being able to see more might mean learning something new. What did money matter? This was significant, and it was rare for Miss Qi to openly let people observe, including techniques, consultations, and all kinds of instruments without hiding anything…

Such opportunities were extremely rare!

Everyone stared eagerly at the back courtyard.

“Anyone want to eat?” A short, fat man wrapped in an apron and covered in sweat rushed over from the back courtyard holding a ladle, shouting excitedly, “Our cafeteria is serving braised pig’s head, steamed dumplings, and scallion pancakes today, specially for Qianjin Hall disciples and patients, with excellent color, aroma, and taste…”

Everyone in the hall showed black lines on their faces.

Free?

“Seeing everyone’s hard work, today we’re exceptionally offering takeout. Pre-order quickly, or there won’t be any left…” the cook shouted loudly.

The doctors present gritted their teeth.

Hard work? Hard work and still not free!

Qianjin Hall was really too shameless…

But everyone had been up for almost a day and night, and afraid of missing exciting drama, no one had been willing to go out to eat. By now they were indeed hungry. Even more hateful was that the cook wasn’t just shouting while holding a ladle, but had a servant behind him carrying a tray.

This tray was quite unique. Made of the most ordinary fired clay, it had a strange long shape with several compartments of different sizes. It was now filled with glistening meat, fresh and appetizing dumplings, and golden pancakes…

Just hearing might be bearable, but actually seeing it…

“I…” The two men who had been standing aside waiting to get medicine couldn’t help but raise their hands to call out.

But before they could speak, the man beside them kicked them.

“What are you doing? Let’s go,” he said in a low voice.

“We’re leaving now? Is Miss Qi alright?” the first man hesitated, his eyes still fixed on the full food tray.

“She’s fine,” the man said, pulling him along. “Let’s go back quickly, the boss is still waiting for news.”

The doctors in the hall, unable to resist temptation, began buying food, arguing about prices. This time it really was more like a marketplace, and no one noticed that the two men who had been there since yesterday buying medicine had left.

By afternoon, all the doctors had to accept the fact that Doctor Zhu, who had been about to die, was truly alive again.

“Miss Qi, is this the drug’s effect?” everyone finally couldn’t help but ask.

Qi Yue, who had removed her isolation suit and changed into ordinary doctor’s clothes, looked exhausted.

“Yes,” she answered simply.

“What medicine is this?” someone blurted out.

If this were anywhere else, or in front of other doctors, they would never ask such a question.

Asking a doctor what prescription they used was asking for a scolding.

But somehow, coming to Qianjin Hall, asking this seemed natural to everyone, as if it were normal.

Perhaps because Qianjin Hall always distributed those emergency treatment tips, or perhaps because they had just let everyone observe freely in the sickroom.

When this doctor asked, the others also looked at Qi Yue expectantly, waiting for her to explain in detail, preferably writing it down and giving everyone a copy. Of course, if it still had “For emergencies, please find Qianjin Hall” printed below, they wouldn’t mind this time.

Qi Yue looked at this doctor and smiled slightly.

“Poison,” she said.

The doctors were immediately stunned, then embarrassed and angry.

This woman, how could she toy with people like this! Too much!

“Miss Qi, why can’t you speak properly!” an older doctor said with shame and anger.

Qi Yue continued smiling, turning her gaze to him.

“Because I’ve discovered that when I speak properly, you don’t understand,” she said.

Watching the doctors angrily leave with flicked sleeves, Hu San turned to look at A’Ru with a grin.

“Master’s words are still powerful, one sentence is enough to anger people to death,” he laughed.

This time A’Ru looked at him without glaring or scolding.

“Does it still hurt?” she asked.

Hu San was stunned, not understanding at first.

A’Ru reached up and pressed the injury on his face.

Hu San hissed in pain and turned his head away.

During yesterday’s brawl, Hu San had indeed suffered, getting his face swollen by Doctor Zhu’s family members. After a night, the swelling hadn’t gone down but had gotten worse. His originally decent-looking face was now truly unsightly.

“Brew some medicine for promoting blood circulation and removing blood stasis, go take it,” A’Ru said, withdrawing her hand.

Hu San grinned and happily went off.

Watching Hu San drink only half a bowl of medicine before putting it down, the disciple in the medicine preparation room frowned.

“Senior brother, you’re a grown man and still afraid of bitter medicine not finishing it?” he said.

“What do you know? Who’s afraid of bitter medicine?” Hu San said.

“If you don’t finish it, the medicinal effect won’t be enough, and you’ll heal slowly,” the disciple said.

“Then let it heal slowly, what’s the rush?” Hu San said, getting up and strolling out.

There were actually people who liked their injuries to heal slowly… The disciple looked at his retreating figure in amazement.

Truly, when the forest is big, there are all kinds of birds.

When night fell, Liu Pucheng, who had been released, looked at the patient on the bed with great excitement.

“Little Qi, this is the medicine you mentioned that shows miraculous effects within an hour!” he said tremblingly, looking at the small porcelain bottle in Qi Yue’s hands, he couldn’t help but tremble and didn’t dare reach out to take it for a look. “How could there be such a powerful…”

Qi Yue looked at the medicine in her hands, remembering the tension of last night and this morning, and even now her heart was still pounding.

When she lifted the cover time after time to see no medicinal effect, and of the originally small number of ten bacterial culture dishes, only the last three remained, then the last two, then the last one, that tension almost made her faint.

Fortunately, when she opened the last one, the bacteria in the culture dish had obviously changed.

No one was more excited than her, because no one knew better than her what this meant!

Penicillin! This medicine that could truly be called world-changing had actually been successfully extracted under such crude conditions!

Although the purity was very low.

But this was also incredible…

“This is your achievement!” Liu Pucheng said excitedly.

“No, this is nature’s achievement,” Qi Yue murmured. “One thing restrains another, all things mutually restrain and generate each other… It existed originally, I just found it.”

I really could find it!

Doctor Zhu regained consciousness and seeing Qi Yue and the others, his expression was excited.

“I knew it, I knew it, I always believed that Miss Qi could save me,” he said chokingly. Being a doctor himself, he naturally understood his body’s condition and knew he had retrieved a life from the King of Hell’s hands.

“Doctor Zhu, your condition has improved, but you’re not out of danger yet. I’ll continue giving you penicillin injections for about four or five days before you’re completely well. You’ve just improved a bit and should be resting, but I’m afraid the situation is very serious, so I must ask you some things,” Qi Yue said, then added apologetically, “I heard you did some research on this disease and also contacted those three who died. Please tell me exactly what the situation is…”

Doctor Zhu nodded.

“Yes, Miss Qi, the situation is truly serious,” he said breathlessly. “This disease is too fierce, there’s simply no time for treatment. If it weren’t for Miss Qi’s medicine and this…”

He looked at the IV drip still hanging on his arm.

Obviously, when there was no medicine, it was this incredible thing that had forcibly kept him alive, buying him precious time.

Doctor Zhu described in detail his diagnosis and observation of the three deceased.

“So these people did have close contact, ate together, so we can’t rule out transmission… but we can’t be certain either, because Wang Qingchun and others are fine,” Qi Yue said.

Doctor Zhu nodded.

“But we can confirm this disease is truly dangerous,” he said. “If it’s said they ate unclean vegetables and meat, then there will definitely be others with such symptoms. Miss Qi, saving people is urgent…”

Qi Yue nodded and turned to look at Zhang Tong.

“Quickly print and distribute flyers. If there’s acute abdominal illness, it must be sent to Qianjin Hall. Be sure to write clearly that this disease is fierce, and once there’s diarrhea, regardless of whether it’s this type, rush here for treatment to avoid delayed treatment,” she said.

Zhang Tong responded and ran out.

Soon more than ten disciples rushed out, going in different directions.

The next day, all of Yongqing Prefecture knew that a kind of acute diarrheal disease had appeared in the city that could kill people, and if you wanted treatment, you should rush to Qianjin Hall.

When the news spread, the people were in an uproar.

Was this real or fake? Many people came to inquire in front of Qianjin Hall.

Besides consulting about this disease, more were questioning.

“Didn’t Qianjin Hall kill people? How do they still dare to say that if you don’t come to Qianjin Hall, it won’t work?”

“Saying this, doesn’t that mean all other medicine shops are useless?”

“Exactly, what gives them the right to say such things?”

The arguing crowd was interrupted when someone carried a person over.

“Hey, isn’t that the doctor from Renhe Hall? Why is he bringing a patient to Qianjin Hall?” a recognizing citizen shouted in surprise.

Qi Yue at the door directed the carriers to bring the stretcher into Qianjin Hall through the specially opened isolation passage. Hearing this, she turned and smiled.

“Because…” she looked at that person and said, “we are Qianjin Hall.”

The people fell silent at these words.

The recent catchphrase about Qianjin Hall had become everyone’s after-dinner entertainment, and eventually even things unrelated to medicine were brought up, like “we didn’t buy/eat/have something because we’re not Qianjin Hall…”

Because we’re not Qianjin Hall…

Words that seemed quite funny in daily conversation, when heard today from Qianjin Hall themselves, somehow weren’t funny at all.

Because you’re not Qianjin Hall! So you can’t treat this disease!

Where was this funny? This was clearly the most natural truth!

Chapter 281: Objection
In the remote western district of the city, cries of grief broke the tranquility of the streets. In the pattering rain, the funeral procession looked particularly desolate.

“I heard he was only in his twenties, and his family has two little ones who can’t even walk yet.”

“…His wife has already tried to hang herself twice. With great effort they saved her, but now she’s lying in bed saying she wants to die no matter what…”

“So pitiful…”

People on the street pointed and whispered. Two young men wearing slate gray clothing rushed over to block the path.

Their clothes were soaked by the rain, and they seemed somewhat out of breath, as if they had been running urgently.

“…We’re from Qianjin Hall… May I ask, did this deceased person die from diarrhea?” one of them asked.

The funeral procession was stunned by being suddenly blocked, and even more bewildered when they heard these words.

“There’s been an outbreak of acute abdominal syndrome in the city recently, coming on fiercely, so we need to conduct an investigation to compile statistics on how densely concentrated it is, to better assess the severity of this disease crisis,” the disciple said, pulling out a piece of paper.

Written on it were the symptoms of acute abdominal syndrome and suggested responses.

This family had obviously heard about it too. Although they were somewhat displeased at being blocked, they still answered.

“It wasn’t diarrhea,” an elder said, his spirit dejected.

The two disciples exchanged glances but didn’t leave.

“Then what was the cause?” they asked.

“Get lost!” someone in the funeral procession grew impatient and shouted. “Don’t you know what time this is! What are you asking about! Are you here to gawk? To watch the spectacle?”

The two disciples were startled and hurriedly bowed and explained.

“No, no, we’re just doing a survey, to compile statistics on this area…” they said hastily.

“Statistics? What statistics? Can your statistics bring the dead back to life?” they shouted.

Of course that was impossible…

“This is also for the sake of more living people…” the disciples explained.

But the family members wouldn’t listen and rushed forward to push them away.

“Get out of here quickly, or we’ll break your legs!”

Watching the funeral procession disappear into the distance, the two disciples stood helplessly in the rain.

“What should we do?” one of them asked.

“Master said to conduct the investigation while protecting ourselves. If the family won’t cooperate, don’t force it,” the other said. “Let’s go back. At least we found out the cause of death, so this trip wasn’t completely in vain.”

The first disciple nodded, but they didn’t just walk away. Instead, they took out a stack of papers from their bags and distributed them to the people around who hadn’t yet dispersed.

“Take a look, pay attention to hygiene and epidemic prevention. If there’s any situation, be sure to seek medical attention promptly.”

The people around accepted the papers, but most couldn’t read and gathered together to discuss among themselves.

The two disciples gave a brief explanation before hurrying away down the street.

Qianjin Hall was more bustling than ever before.

“This won’t work, there are too many people,” Qi Yue said, removing her mask to reveal an anxious, exhausted face.

“Yes, in just these three short days, eight people have already been brought in,” Liu Pucheng said, his face equally weary.

“Although from what we can see so far, these patients didn’t infect each other – they’re all strangers – such a concentrated outbreak is still too frightening,” Qi Yue said.

“I’ll go find Wang Qingchun again…” Liu Pucheng turned to leave.

Qi Yue quickly stopped him.

“What’s the use of finding that bastard? All he can do is cause trouble. Let’s go directly to the authorities,” she said. “We’ll handle the rest ourselves and mobilize all the medical halls in the city to help.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Then let’s try it. After all, this concerns human lives, and I think doctors at heart won’t stand by coldly,” he said. “I’ll handle this – first I’ll report to the authorities, then go find the various medical halls.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Also, we need to quickly find a place outside the city. Although we haven’t found signs of person-to-person transmission yet, we still must be prepared. If the bacteria mutate and spread between people…” she said, looking through the main hall at the bustling marketplace, “the population is too concentrated here – it’s really too dangerous.”

“Have Hu San handle that,” Liu Pucheng said.

Speaking of Hu San, he came hurrying in.

“Master, the injection needles are ready. See if these will work,” he said, carrying a box.

Qi Yue quickly opened it. Inside was white porcelain shaped like those test tubes.

“My heavens, it’s truly exquisite!” she exclaimed in amazement.

This was injection equipment at artwork quality standards!

“It’s just that the needle tip really can’t be made as fine as yours, Master…” Hu San said regretfully.

“It’s fine, it’s fine, this is already good enough,” Qi Yue nodded in praise.

Liu Pucheng also took it to examine and praised it as well.

“Now we have enough syringes to inject penicillin,” he said.

No need to wait for needle sterilization after each injection like now.

For these patients brought in with acute abdominal syndrome, every minute of waiting meant another minute of danger.

“The craftsmen are working overtime. They estimate they can produce three more tomorrow,” Hu San said, wiping his face with his sleeve – it was impossible to tell if it was rainwater or sweat.

Qi Yue frowned again.

“We have syringes now, but penicillin supply might not keep up…” she murmured.

“Isn’t penicillin extractable now?” Liu Pucheng asked, puzzled.

“But it’s unstable, and of the fifty we made, only two were effective in the end,” Qi Yue said.

My god, so low!

“But there are more and more patients,” Liu Pucheng said with a frown.

Qi Yue sighed.

Nothing more needed to be said. Now they had to pour all their heart and soul into trying to extract more effective doses.

“Sir, Qianjin Hall simply cannot be ignored any longer!”

Wang Qingchun said loudly.

The prefect behind his desk, who had been reviewing documents, was startled.

This Wang Qingchun was merely a minor medical judge, yet he dared to shout at him like this, relying only on having connections above…

Thinking of this, the prefect put on a smiling face.

“Official Wang, why must you be so bothered by that little woman,” he laughed. “Come, sit down quickly, calm down.”

Wang Qingchun couldn’t sit still.

“Do you know what that woman is doing in the city now?” he said, eyes wide. “She…”

Before he could finish, footsteps sounded outside the door and a young nobleman burst in.

“Father, give me the official seal,” Huang Ziqiao said.

Originally there were people in the room, so he paused briefly. But seeing it was Wang Qingchun, he raised his head and snorted, not even glancing at him.

The prefect coughed sternly for show, but said nothing, taking out the seal.

“What do you need this for?” he asked casually, just putting on an act in front of others, not really expecting an answer.

Huang Ziqiao took it and left.

“…There are several merchant households with sick family members who refuse to isolate. I’m going to seal their shops!” he said offhandedly.

The prefect made an “oh” sound, not knowing if he heard or not.

To him, whatever his son did was fine.

Fortunately Wang Qingchun was quick-eyed and grabbed Huang Ziqiao.

“Young master, what are you going to do?” he asked loudly.

Huang Ziqiao had been looking for an opportunity. Seeing the old man rush at him, he immediately raised his foot to kick.

“Go to hell, it’s not your place to control me,” he cursed.

Wang Qingchun was kicked away but still wouldn’t let go of Huang Ziqiao’s arm.

“Hey, hey, children don’t understand. Official Wang, please don’t take it to heart,” the prefect hurried over, shouting.

Wang Qingchun was so angry his vision went dark.

This was called not understanding? Your son struck first, yet you only looked at your son’s arm being grabbed, as if I had used excessive force, when your son nearly kicked me to death! Are you blind?

Truly rotten from the top down!

“Sir, do you know what the young master is going to do?” he shouted sternly, startling the prefect.

The prefect was also somewhat displeased. It was just a light kick from his son – was this necessary? Besides, if you hadn’t rushed out first, my Ziqiao wouldn’t have reacted this way.

Maybe Ziqiao’s arm was hurt by this man’s grip…

Ziqiao’s health had been severely damaged!

“Ziqiao, are you alright?” he immediately grabbed his son’s arm while forcefully shaking off Wang Qingchun’s hand.

Having connections above wasn’t everything – everyone had connections these days.

“Sir!” Wang Qingchun stamped his foot angrily. “This is exactly that Qi woman causing trouble, bewitching the young master to seal shops!”

What?

The prefect was startled and looked at Huang Ziqiao.

“If it weren’t for this fool deliberately obstructing, would Qi woman have such trouble?” Huang Ziqiao said coldly, throwing down the seal and heading outside.

This time the prefect hurriedly held back his son.

“What’s really going on?” he asked.

If his son was handling matters, naturally there would be no mistake. Of course, his son would never be foolish enough to be used as someone’s weapon. But if it was that woman…

“Qi woman is spreading rumors of plague in the city. Relying on having miraculous medicine, she’s going door to door demanding reports of anyone with diarrhea, wanting to lock all diarrhea patients in a manor outside the city…” Wang Qingchun said coldly. “Not only does she investigate the living, she won’t even spare the dead, chasing people to ask how they died. If the families hadn’t stopped her, she would have performed autopsies!”

The prefect was dumbfounded.

Plague…

Plague!

“There’s plague!” he cried out, grabbing Huang Ziqiao’s hand. “You must take your mother back to the capital immediately! Leave right now!”

“Sir!” Wang Qingchun was about to explode with rage, shouting and grabbing the prefect’s arm. “Look how you react just from hearing this! Imagine how panicked the people are now! Several wealthy households are already preparing to move away!”

“Right, right, move away, move away,” the prefect nodded somewhat frantically. “Heaven, plague – I still remember the great epidemic in Qingde Prefecture that year. It really was… it really was a city emptied overnight…”

“Sir, this is not plague!” Wang Qingchun stamped his foot.

“Ah? Not plague?” The prefect looked at him with some doubt. “How is it not? Didn’t Qi woman say it was?”

Again this woman said something! Why must everyone believe whatever this woman says!

“This is not plague, this is poisoning. The owner of Qingfeng Restaurant brought in unclean vegetables and meat, causing diners to vomit and have diarrhea. Following the restaurant owner’s confession, I’ve already investigated and dealt with several vegetable and meat vendors. Those who later had vomiting and diarrhea also confirmed they bought vegetables and meat from these vendors,” Wang Qingchun said in one breath. “This is such a simple matter! Such a simple matter! I’ve already announced it publicly repeatedly! Such a simple, clear matter! Yet that woman insists on making trouble! Must she cause public panic and flight, alarm the court, and make Yongqing Prefecture a laughingstock?”

Right, the prefect finally awakened from his series of concerns ranging from his son being bullied to Wang Qingchun being petty to plague arriving.

Casually spreading plague rumors was undoubtedly equivalent to the grave crime of inciting civil unrest!

Chapter 282: Resistance
However, the prefect quickly calmed down. He was well aware of the feud between Wang Qingchun and Qi woman, and Huang Lingshan would never be foolish enough to be used as someone’s weapon.

“If that’s the case, why don’t you just take the patients away for treatment? Why must you let her treat these people? If you don’t let her treat them, naturally she can’t interfere, and the rumors will collapse on their own,” he asked.

Wang Qingchun was struck speechless by this question.

Asking such a question was quite embarrassing, wasn’t it?

“Because this disease can only be cured by Qi woman,” Huang Ziqiao very thoughtfully answered this awkward question, helping Wang Qingchun out of his predicament while sneering disdainfully. “A disease you can’t even cure, and you understand shit! Yet you keep insisting you’re right – do you think everyone is as stupid as you!”

The prefect had been an official for many years and wasn’t someone who believed every rumor. He had his own judgment about Qi woman’s affairs and would never be influenced by Wang Qingchun and Huang Ziqiao, two people with opposing grudges.

The prefect immediately requested several physicians from neighboring prefectures through official channels to make a joint assessment, and during this period confined Huang Ziqiao to the house.

“Father, just wait to lose your position when the plague spreads!” Huang Ziqiao stamped his feet in anger.

“Little Qiao, if Qi woman continues making such a fuss, even if it’s not plague, your father will still lose his position,” the prefect consoled. “Be good, stay home properly, let father handle this kind of thing.”

Speaking of this, he grew angry again.

“That woman is too much, actually bewitching you!” he said with raised eyebrows and angry shouts.

“Father, can’t you be a bit more clear-headed? When has Qi woman ever bewitched anyone!” Huang Ziqiao shouted. “Does she need to bewitch me? She can even get a divorce decree from the Emperor – what do you count as in her eyes! I’m only doing this for you! When those merchants wouldn’t comply, Qi woman tried persuading them a few times then gave up. I was only afraid that plague deaths would ultimately harm you!”

What a filial son. The prefect’s eyes filled with tears – look, look! Those who always mocked him for treating his son like a father, look how much his son cared for him! A father’s feelings for his son were no more than this…

Uh… it seemed he was still treating his son like a father…

The prefect shook his head, quite embarrassed. But moved as he was, he still gave a few instructions about not leaving the house before hurrying away.

Walking on the street, the prefect finally felt the atmosphere was indeed wrong – there were obviously fewer people, and the expressions of those on the street showed anxiety and unease.

“This is too much! How can such things be announced without reporting first!” the prefect said angrily.

“Sir,” his attendant quietly approached and said, “It was reported – the young master received it…”

The prefect immediately stopped talking.

If his son received it, it was the same as if he had received it himself. No problem there.

“Didn’t the medical judge know either?” the visiting physicians looked curiously at Wang Qingchun, who was walking alongside with a dark expression.

Wang Qingchun’s face grew even darker.

“In this Yongqing Prefecture, I’m only the medical judge in name. The real medical judge is Qi woman from Qianjin Hall,” he said coldly. “Forget about reporting to me – if I find out myself and rush over to ask questions, getting any acknowledgment would already be tremendous face.”

The physicians hadn’t expected Wang Qingchun to be so resentful and were quite embarrassed.

“Sir, you jest,” they all said.

“Whether I jest or not, you’ll know once you see for yourselves,” Wang Qingchun said flatly.

Overall, Qi Yue felt things were progressing smoothly. When Liu Pucheng went to contact the city’s medical halls, he received ready responses. Even those who wouldn’t help with statistics agreed that once they had diarrhea patients, they would immediately send them to Qianjin Hall.

Of course, this wasn’t because they had changed their opinion of Qi Yue – they simply had no choice.

They couldn’t cure the diarrhea patients brought to them, and with Qianjin Hall able to cure them as comparison, if they didn’t send patients over, wouldn’t they be asking for trouble waiting for patients to smash their shops?

So they were happy to be idle. Push all such patients to Qianjin Hall – if you can cure them, we get some goodwill. If you can’t cure them, heh heh heh… it has nothing to do with us.

The manor outside the city was also found quickly. That very day Hu San had a reply and hurriedly began arrangements with his people.

But the difficulties, aside from insufficient penicillin, came when trying to persuade patients to go to the isolation facility.

Hearing they would be confined to a manor outside the city with no family members allowed to accompany them, everyone refused.

Moreover, after Qi Yue and others went door to door asking if there were any diarrhea patients, no sooner had she left than Huang Ziqiao would arrive with government officials to take people away, causing even more panic.

At this time, two of the diarrhea patients brought in died despite treatment, and Qi Yue advised their families to cremate the deceased before burial.

The families finally erupted.

“You said you could cure them! You tricked us into coming! Then the person died! And now you want to burn him! You want us to scatter his bones and ashes!” the family members cried.

The prefect and others arrived at this moment, seeing Qianjin Hall surrounded by crowds again, giving them headaches.

“What now, Qi woman, killed another patient?” Wang Qingchun asked coldly. “So this time was it also powerful people pressuring you that caused delayed treatment?”

“Exactly!” Qi Yue looked at him and shouted, pointing at him with her thickly gloved hand. “It’s you! You’re the medical judge but don’t fulfill your duties – that would be one thing – but instead you incite obstruction from behind. If not for you, how could these two patients have been brought in so late!”

The physicians from other places exchanged glances – so it really wasn’t a joke.

This beautiful young woman launched into furious scolding the moment she met them, not giving each other even a bit of face.

“Qi Yueniang, do you think whatever you say is right? Don’t give me such absurd arguments!” Wang Qingchun shouted.

“Exactly,” Qi Yue didn’t back down at all. “Whatever I say is right!”

Though Wang Qingchun was used to being choked by her words, he still trembled with anger.

“You say whatever you want is right, you say you can cure diarrhea – then how did these two people die?” he said, pointing at the corpses still lying on the ground covered with white cloth.

Because Qi Yue’s side demanded cremation and ash burial while the families absolutely refused to agree, both sides were in a standoff, so the deceased hadn’t been carried away yet.

“How did they die? They sought their own death!” Qi Yue shouted with raised eyebrows.

No one had expected this woman to say such words – this was unprecedented. Liu Pucheng and others were also greatly surprised.

Master must be furious…

Qi Yue stepped forward, looking at the family members.

“It was you who sent him to his death. I repeatedly said to bring anyone with diarrhea immediately, but what did you do?” she shouted.

The family members were suddenly startled and trembled at this shout.

“I sent people to check on your households but you wouldn’t let them in. After discovering the patient, you sent him to other medical halls. All the other medical halls advised you to come to me, but you still hesitated and refused. If you had listened to me from the beginning, could this patient have died? You delayed the time, then want to blame me for not curing your person – no way!” Qi Yue shouted.

The family members were again startled and trembled at the raised voice.

Wang Qingchun laughed bitterly with anger.

“Qi woman, you mean to say that anyone who doesn’t listen to you is seeking their own death?” he asked.

Hearing his words, everyone present understood this was a trap…

Any person wouldn’t be foolish enough to jump into it.

Qi Yue looked at him, then at the people standing around.

She didn’t know if it was indeed as Wang Qingchun had investigated – that eating at Qingfeng Restaurant had caused this collective food poisoning incident – but judging from the diarrhea patients currently being treated, perhaps because such high-end restaurant food wasn’t affordable for ordinary people, most were from well-off families. These were just the ones brought in; according to their investigations, there were still more hidden in wealthy households that they couldn’t access.

If last time she had offended poor common people, this time she would have to offend the city’s wealthy families.

Qi Yue’s gaze swept over these people.

“Exactly,” she said loudly. “Those who don’t listen to me are seeking their own death.”

These words caused an uproar throughout the venue.

Liu Pucheng and others were also startled, obviously not expecting her to say this.

Even if you really thought this way, you couldn’t say it out loud!

“I used to always speak nicely to you, explain things to you. But I discovered you all don’t understand – you don’t understand kind words. So I can only speak more harshly,” Qi Yue ignored the uproar and continued raising her voice. “I’m telling you now, if there’s acute abdominal syndrome in your household and you don’t come with me to the isolation hospital outside, you’re all seeking your own death.”

How arrogant!

Everyone present was so shocked they couldn’t speak, and instead fell silent.

“Qi woman, as a physician, are you now practicing witchcraft?” an aged, authoritative voice rang out from the crowd.

Witchcraft! That meant curses! If physicians were respected and loved, then witch doctors were feared and avoided. Though they seemed to possess more supernatural powers, they were associated with evil and darkness.

This Qi woman speaking like this – wasn’t she cursing people?

Some remembered that recently someone had said this Qi woman claimed anyone she wasn’t allowed to treat would definitely die, and indeed, that physician had died…

With this seemingly casual remark, everyone present instinctively showed fearful expressions and unconsciously stepped back, looking at Qi woman with wariness.

Looking again at the street, at some unknown time many more people had gathered, dressed luxuriously with arrogant bearing – these were the prominent families and gentry of the city.

The speaker was a great scholar from a literary family with distinguished status in Yongqing Prefecture.

As soon as he finished speaking, someone else spoke.

“Master Tong, that’s too harsh. Qi woman has a physician’s parental heart and is just anxious about the acute syndrome, speaking without choosing her words carefully. Don’t say such things,” Wang Tongye said. Without waiting for Master Tong to speak again, he quickly looked at Qi Yue. “Yueniang, quickly apologize to everyone. This is because you care deeply and are strict out of love, which is why you spoke this way.”

Qi Yue looked at him, not expecting Wang Tongye to come. Scanning around, she saw Wang Qian and Wang Qiao’er behind Wang Tongye, looking like they had just returned from outside.

Their faces showed worry and subtle head-shaking signals.

“No, this is exactly what I mean. This isn’t me cursing you – this is you cutting off your own lifeline,” she said word by word, raising her head.

This woman… Wang Tongye’s eyes showed anxiety.

Master Tong smiled upon hearing this.

“Qi woman, if you cure this disease it’s your achievement, but if you don’t cure it, it’s everyone else’s fault – isn’t that a bit unreasonable?” he said slowly.

With his words, others present chimed in, and the family members who had just been scolded came to their senses.

“You clearly can’t cure it! Making big boasts! Unable to handle the situation, you actually say it’s our fault! How absurd, how detestable!”

“I saw it – she didn’t treat him properly at all. She was even injecting urine into people!”

Several family members shouted.

Urine?

At these words, the entire venue was even more shocked.

This was because the low-effectiveness penicillin required large doses, but the amount extracted wasn’t nearly enough, so as a last resort they had to filter and extract from the urine of patients who had been injected.

“Is your husband dead?” Qi Yue looked at that family member and asked.

The family member was stunned, glancing at their relative still lying on the stretcher. Because they had earlier resisted removal and snatched the person back, looking now at this patient who though still weak, had regained consciousness and whose complexion had lost its initial gray pallor and gained some life.

“If I can cure them, then I can cure them. What method I use to cure them – what business is it of yours?” Qi Yue looked at him and asked. “You want life but pick and choose treatment methods? Are you lacking conscience?”

The family member’s face alternated between red and white.

Standing behind, Wang Qiao’er was so excited her eyes shone – too thrilling! Surrounded and accused by so many people, that woman was still so domineering, really… too thrilling!

She tugged at her father’s sleeve.

“Qiao’er, don’t cause trouble,” Wang Qian said quietly.

“Father, quickly step forward and speak for Qi woman!” Wang Qiao’er said, pushing him. “Quick, quick, you’re so eloquent, one mouth worth ten others. If you help Qi woman, you’ll surely out-argue these people!”

Wang Qian covered her mouth.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” he said quietly with a stern voice.

“Father,” Wang Qiao’er broke free, stamping her feet and glaring. “If you don’t speak up for her now, who will? Don’t you want to marry her to be my stepmother?”

Wang Qiao’er’s voice was shrill, and though the scene was chaotic, it still drew glances from those around.

Wang Qian picked her up and covered her mouth again.

“Qiao’er, you must not speak recklessly in public,” he said quietly with a serious expression.

Seeing his expression, Wang Qiao’er indeed stopped talking.

Wang Qian’s manner softened as he glanced at the scene.

“Nothing should be done rashly – one must think comprehensively, especially regarding public opinion. Public opinion can only be followed first before it can be controlled. Didn’t your teacher tell you this? Preventing the people from speaking is more dangerous than preventing floods. Yu the Great’s water control wasn’t about blocking but channeling…” he said quietly.

Before he could finish, urgent hoofbeats came from the street corner, rapidly approaching, while a male voice rang out from the crowd.

“Exactly! Conscienceless people like you are indeed destined to die!”

With this voice, everyone turned to see the travel-worn Chang Yuncheng dismounting and striding over.

“What’s this? Are you bullying people by relying on numbers?” Chang Yuncheng walked over while looking at the surrounding people, his sword clanging against his leg with each step, making dull sounds.
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Seeing Chang Yuncheng seemingly descending from the heavens, everyone was stunned.

“Wow,” Wang Qiao’er reached out and patted her father’s shoulder, “Father, you don’t need to worry anymore. Someone’s taking care of it.”

She watched Chang Yuncheng walk over, her eyes bright.

“Wow…” she said again.

Wang Qian naturally saw this too. A faint smile appeared at the corner of his mouth, then he sighed softly and lowered his gaze.

It seemed he was still lacking that little bit. What a pity.

Youth was indeed good—willing to sacrifice everything, able to act so recklessly, able to be fearless, able to have no constraints.

Qi Yue watched Chang Yuncheng appear, and strangely, she felt no surprise in her heart, as if he had been there from the beginning.

Chang Yuncheng stopped in front of her, but didn’t look at her. He turned around to face the crowd, like a wall blocking Qi Yue’s view.

Qi Yue looked at him. His body was covered in dust and dirt, as if he had just crawled out of the wilderness. From afar it wasn’t noticeable, but up close, even his hair was dirty and disheveled, looking quite unsightly.

“Lord, what are you planning to do now?” This time it was Wang Qingchun speaking.

Compared to last time, his momentum was even stronger now.

Unfortunately, once again he happened to be standing on the side of the people.

Unfortunately, once again the former couple found themselves on the opposite side of the people.

What was luck?

This was luck!

What was character?

This was character!

You treat patients, just treat them—why act so arrogant! You act arrogant toward those common people, but where’s your arrogance toward these high-ranking noble families!

No explanations, no courtesy, whatever you say goes, and you even dare to make such harsh threats!

It’s just diarrhea—when doesn’t diarrhea kill a few people! What’s so special about it!

Clearly it’s diarrhea, but you insist on calling it some infectious disease. Haven’t you seen that so many people haven’t been infected! You’re truly seeking your own death!

This time, if I don’t drive you, this woman, out of Yongqing Prefecture, I won’t be surnamed Wang!

At this moment, the others stopped talking. All eyes in the venue fell on this married couple… former married couple.

“What do you want to do?” Chang Yuncheng asked, turning his head slightly.

This was naturally not a counter-question to Wang Qingchun.

Qi Yue glanced at him and stepped forward.

“I’ll say it again—all patients with diarrhea and fever symptoms must come with me to be isolated outside the city. Family members may visit but cannot stay overnight.” She spoke slowly, her gaze sweeping over the people before her. “I still maintain my judgment. This must be some kind of infectious disease. Although I haven’t yet discovered what infectious disease it is, what the source of infection is, or even whether it can transmit between people, I believe in my judgment.”

“Why do you believe in your judgment?” Wang Qingchun frowned, asking with some disbelief and amusement.

Why? Why did this woman always have such an all-knowing attitude? What did she know? Wasn’t she just skilled in a few techniques others didn’t know? There were plenty of people with unique skills—why didn’t they have this woman’s arrogant certainty!

“Because…” Qi Yue looked at him and suddenly smiled. “Because you all…”

Because I am your descendant, because I have inherited the accumulated experience of countless predecessors, because I can stand on the shoulders of giants, seeing more, knowing more, and having more experience.

Lunatic! Wang Qingchun could only wave his sleeves in dismissal.

Before he could say anything more, Qi Yue turned around.

“Now our entire Qianjin Hall will move outside the city,” she announced loudly.

The disciples of Qianjin Hall responded in unison. They began walking out.

The crowd automatically made way.

Qi Yue watched her disciples leave, then took a step forward, stopped, and looked at the crowd.

“Those who believe in me, who want to save their lives, follow me,” she said.

No one moved. Everyone looked at her with complex expressions.

“The prefect has already invited several more physicians from other places. With everyone working together, we’ll definitely be able to cure this diarrhea. Everyone need not panic—no need to be hospitalized. Just stay in your own homes, and we’ll organize physicians to make house calls,” Wang Qingchun announced loudly, pointing at several physicians who had already been stunned by the scene.

As he spoke, one of the physicians suddenly stepped forward.

“Everyone, for this type of diarrhea, this old physician has an excellent remedy,” he said.

This made Wang Qingchun ecstatic.

“Really?” he turned to ask.

The old physician nodded.

“Really,” he answered.

At these words, everyone present visibly relaxed.

Qi Yue showed no reaction. She glanced at the crowd, turned around, and walked away.

Chang Yuncheng followed behind her, then the horse leisurely followed along, snorting loudly, making the originally somewhat serious scene suddenly become somewhat comical.

They quickly distanced themselves from the crowd.

No one followed.

Wang Qingchun couldn’t help but want to laugh, expecting that woman to look back and see her miserable fate.

Unfortunately, Qi Yue and the others continued walking steadily without anyone looking back.

Keep up the act!

“Hurry up! Are you done packing?” A voice suddenly rang out, and then someone ran out from the crowd.

It was Doctor Zhu, who had been cured a few days ago, with his wife following behind carrying a bundle.

“The children’s father, are you really going?” his wife asked tearfully, reluctant to part.

Doctor Zhu snatched the bundle.

“I’m not completely recovered yet. I barely saved my life—I won’t risk it for the sake of face,” he said. “You stay home and wait. Watch the children well. Don’t go out these days. The Qianjin Hall advertisements also explain how to disinfect—follow those instructions with the servants, and everything will be fine.”

Doctor Zhu followed them under everyone’s surprised gazes.

“Wasn’t Doctor Zhu already cured? Why is he still going?” someone couldn’t help but ask.

No one answered him, but many people vaguely guessed it was either fear of death or… loyalty.

Supporting that woman…

Following Doctor Zhu, two more followed.

“Quickly, carry him steadily—the master just woke up.”

These were two families with patients originally hospitalized at Qianjin Hall—one escorted by his son, one by his wife, both accompanied by their servants.

Wang Qingchun’s expression wasn’t as good as before, but fortunately, after these few families and three more followed, no one else left.

“May they have good luck!” Wang Qingchun said, hoping they wouldn’t be tortured to death by that woman…

Of course, as a court official, he would never say such words aloud.

“Then everyone should follow the prefect’s arrangements,” the scholar Tong spoke up.

In fact, the prefect hadn’t spoken from beginning to end. But for this prefect, known for his procrastination, such a reaction was within everyone’s expectations.

But Yongqing Prefecture was ultimately under his authority—when it was time for him to speak, he must speak.

The prefect was satisfied with his words.

“Thank you all for being rational and not panicking. Now please follow Medical Judge Wang’s arrangements and cooperate,” he nodded solemnly.

Now it was Wang Qingchun’s turn to speak. He quickly looked at the crowd.

“Everyone need not panic—this is definitely not a plague. I will lead physicians from throughout the prefecture and invite others from different prefectures and counties to assist. Those with diarrhea patients at home should wait peacefully. We will visit each household for treatment. Rest assured, this matter will pass quickly,” he said with a smile.

The people present nodded, some expressing gratitude for his hard work, others thanking him. The atmosphere swept away the tension and became relaxed and peaceful.

“Make way, make way.”

A series of chaotic footsteps broke the newly peaceful atmosphere.

A carriage raced toward them, closely followed by over a dozen guards carrying clubs with solemn expressions.

The carriage displayed prominent lanterns with the large characters “Marquis Dingxi’s Residence.”

The carriage had no curtains or window coverings, making Marquis Dingxi clearly visible to everyone.

Just as everyone looked over, Marquis Dingxi waved his fist at them.

“You fools who don’t believe Yueniang’s words, just wait to die!” he shouted loudly.

Before anyone could react, the carriage sped past, stirring up a cloud of dust.

Everyone was choked, not by the dust, but by Marquis Dingxi’s words.

Birds of a feather truly flock together! Always cursing people to die at the drop of a hat! How vicious!

Marquis Dingxi’s sudden appearance left everyone with no mood to linger, and they dispersed.

Wang Qingchun led people to first treat the few patients who hadn’t followed Qianjin Hall, with physicians naturally entering the patients’ homes.

“See what Lady Qi needs and send it to her,” Wang Tongye said quietly.

Before Wang Qian could respond, Wang Qiao’er pouted nearby.

“What could she need!” she said, tugging at her little braid. “All she needs is someone to help her fight, but the fight’s already over—what’s the point of sending clubs now?”

Having said this, she walked toward the carriage with some disappointment.

“How boring. Let’s go, let’s go,” she said, being helped onto the carriage by her maids and servants.

“Grandfather, it’s getting late. Grandmother and Father must be worried at home. Let’s return,” Wang Qian said.

Wang Tongye hummed in agreement. He had his own sedan chair, and just before getting in, he couldn’t help but look back toward the city gate.

“Acting before others might be foolish, but it also takes courage…” he murmured.

When night fell, the isolation facility outside the city was already properly arranged.

After much persuasion, Marquis Dingxi returned to the city but still left some servants as guards.

“Didn’t you say isolation? In case someone disobeys and runs away. Have them guard the perimeter—not even a fly will escape,” he said happily.

“No need. They came with me because they trust me, Qi Yue,” Qi Yue said, looking back at the courtyard where all the rooms were still lit, with disciples in protective clothing bustling about, and the aroma of food already wafting from the back courtyard.

Marquis Dingxi looked at Chang Yuncheng standing nearby, not even daring to say farewell, and hurried away as if afraid he might follow.

This residence sat in the wilderness. When night fell, unlike modern society with lights everywhere, looking around now was all pitch black, with summer night breezes bringing the cool freshness of the wild lands.

“Go eat,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue turned around.

“You go eat. I need to hurry to the laboratory over there now because we’re out of penicillin, and we need to purify some as quickly as possible,” she said to Chang Yuncheng.

“You still need to eat,” Chang Yuncheng said. “Don’t rush. If it works, it works; if not, it doesn’t. It’s nothing serious.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ll go with you after eating,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“You’re tired, aren’t you? Go sleep first,” she said.

“Not tired. This is nothing,” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

This time he hadn’t even reached the capital before being called back halfway—much less taxing than that time racing back from the capital.

And he had arrived just in time. He felt truly relaxed, very relaxed in his heart.

Thinking this, the smile on his face couldn’t help but spread.

Qi Yue looked at him. Under the torchlight at the entrance, with his disheveled hair, stubbly beard, and dust-covered face, his smile could hardly be called pleasant to look at.

She looked at Chang Yuncheng, remembering how he appeared when she first met him—so handsome, elegant, noble, and dazzling. Compared to this moment, he was completely like a different person.

Back then, his life didn’t include her, so he was carefree, unrestrained, and without constraints.

But later, his life included her—not Qi Yueniang, but Qi Yue wearing Qi Yueniang’s skin. For him, was this fortune or misfortune?

Qi Yue walked over and embraced his waist, pressing her head against his chest.
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The earthy smell mixed with sweat was truly unpleasant, but the suddenly intensified heartbeat was quite pleasing to the ear.

Chang Yuncheng’s body suddenly stiffened, and his heart nearly jumped out of his throat.

She… she…

Had his actions still made things difficult for her?

Made her heart troubled… made her unable to let go and live her own life peacefully…

He should have helped her secretly, without letting her see, so she wouldn’t have to keep it in her heart.

But when he heard, when he saw that woman standing alone against a crowd of people, bearing their doubts and accusations, he had only one thought: stand in front of her, no matter what lay ahead!

In the end, it was still… an inability to think things through thoroughly…

Still… too foolish…

He had never been good at doing things, only causing more harm than good, especially when facing this woman.

“Yue… Yueniang… you… you should go about your business,” Chang Yuncheng said, placing two stiff fingers on Qi Yue’s shoulder, trying to push her away. “I, I’ll go sleep first.”

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips and patted his waist.

“Sleep what sleep, eat first,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment.

The woman pressed against his chest still didn’t move, continuing to hold him.

Chang Yuncheng felt another layer of sweat break out on his body—both dirt and sweat, making him feel sticky and uncomfortable.

It must be very dirty and smelly…

He hurriedly used his two fingers to push Qi Yue’s shoulder again.

“I, I’ll go… go wash up…” he stammered.

Qi Yue laughed heartily and released her hands, stepping back.

Chang Yuncheng immediately regretted it immensely—where had all those words come from? This woman wasn’t the type to be fastidious…

It was he who was being fastidious…

It was just a hug—it wouldn’t make him lose a piece of flesh.

He took a deep breath and stepped forward.

“Take care of yourself. I’m going to work,” Qi Yue smiled at him, patted his shoulder, and turned to walk into the courtyard.

“Come, come, prepare the carriage. I need to go to the laboratory.”

The woman’s clear voice echoed from the courtyard.

Chang Yuncheng wiped his hands on his sides and went inside.

Doctor Zhu carried a bowl of medicine into the sickroom.

“Here we go—drink this bowl of medicine and you can be discharged tomorrow,” he said loudly.

The patient was already sitting up in bed, looking much better, and smiled as he took the bowl.

“Doctor Zhu,” A’Ru came in carrying a tray. “You’re also a patient. We’ve told you not to do these things.”

Doctor Zhu smiled. In the hot weather, wearing mask, gloves, and hat was very uncomfortable, but his eyes were bright and alert.

“I’m already recovered,” he said. “Doctor Liu is too busy alone, and Lady Qi is in the laboratory. My skills are limited, but I can still help with dispensing medicine and taking pulses.”

“Doctor Zhu, you’re too modest,” A’Ru smiled, already setting down the tray. “Let me check the skin test.”

The patient extended his hand. A’Ru examined it carefully before nodding.

The patient promptly lay down on his stomach.

Doctor Zhu helped lift his clothes, exposing half his buttocks.

Disinfection, injection, and needle withdrawal were completed in one smooth motion.

During this process, no one felt shy, surprised, or considered it improper due to the male-female interaction—there was only some tension.

The tension of a needle piercing muscle.

“Is Lady Qi’s medicine still not working?” Doctor Zhu asked, helping the patient arrange his clothes.

A’Ru sighed.

“It’s difficult to extract to begin with, and the extracted medicine has low potency…” she said.

“This is still low?” Doctor Zhu stared in amazement. “Such a small amount can cure diarrhea in three days, and this is still low?”

A’Ru nodded.

“That’s what Lady Qi said. She said the potency is low, so large doses are needed. This medicine is already somewhat difficult to extract, so…” she said, picking up the tray.

Of course it was difficult—the most precious things in this world were always the hardest to obtain.

Doctor Zhu wasn’t surprised by this difficulty; he was surprised by the phrase “low potency.”

If such a miraculous medicine was still considered low potency, he wondered what kind of magic high-potency medicine would be like.

Previously, he had only heard that this Lady Qi was a divine physician with divine skills but hadn’t taken it seriously. Only after personal contact did he realize she truly deserved the title “divine.”

“It’s not miraculous at all…” Qi Yue said, her eyes still focused on the culture medium, speaking to Chang Yuncheng beside her. “What’s miraculous is nature…”

“What is nature?” Chang Yuncheng asked, looking at the bottles and jars in the room. Having been warned not to touch anything, he hadn’t moved from his spot since entering.

Qi Yue looked at the gradually solidifying seaweed and felt relieved.

“Nature is the heaven and earth where you and I live,” she turned to smile at him, but then frowned. “However, the most urgent matter now isn’t speeding up or increasing penicillin extraction.”

“Then what’s most urgent?” Chang Yuncheng asked, puzzled.

As long as there was medicine, wouldn’t everything be fine?

“I still suspect this is an infectious disease,” Qi Yue said with a frown, looking at the incubator with a grave expression. “Medicine is necessary, but what’s more necessary is finding out exactly what infectious disease this is and where the source of infection is. Otherwise, if the situation spreads and breaks out, this medicine won’t be nearly enough, and we can’t control the condition at its root.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“It’s like catching the leader to catch the bandits, cutting grass must remove the roots,” he said.

Qi Yue sighed.

“Yes, but until now I still can’t determine what disease this is!” She slapped the table. “Something that could be done with a simple blood smear, yet I’m completely helpless…”

Knowing how to do something but being unable to do it—this was the most frustrating thing!

Chang Yuncheng left the room. Although they were short-staffed, Qi Yue still specifically assigned disciples to handle disinfection and recovery of various medical supplies.

Chang Yuncheng removed his isolation gown, disinfected and washed his hands before leaving the courtyard.

Standing at the entrance, a wave of stuffy hot air blew over, but it still made Chang Yuncheng feel incredibly cool.

He had only worn it for a while and felt this way—so that woman and those people were covered up almost all the time…

He looked back.

“Young Master…”

A soft female voice sounded.

To be precise, it was a child’s voice deliberately made sweet and soft, sounding quite strange.

How could there be a child here? Chang Yuncheng turned his head and saw a small girl peering out from behind a tree.

Seeing Chang Yuncheng look over, Wang Qiao’er straightened her clothes and slowly emerged.

“Lord,” she curtsied respectfully with serene expression and dignified bearing.

However, her still baby-fat cheeks and small child’s figure made this beauty appear more childlike than elegant.

“Where did you come from, child? Go away quickly,” Chang Yuncheng said gruffly.

As he spoke, he went over to pick up the child and walked outside.

Wang Qiao’er hadn’t expected this man to be so rude and discourteous.

Even if he wasn’t moved by her beauty, he should at least return the courtesy, shouldn’t he? How could he grab her like a chick! How could anyone treat a little beauty this way!

How ill-mannered!

“Hey, hey, men and women shouldn’t touch. Put me down,” Wang Qiao’er abandoned her ladylike demeanor and began hitting Chang Yuncheng’s arm. “This is my home!”

Her home? Chang Yuncheng paused, held the little girl up to look at her, and remembered.

“You. What are you doing here?” he asked in a low voice, with some nervousness, unconsciously looking around.

That man… that man must have come too…

If he came, could he drive him away? With what excuse? That this was a laboratory and couldn’t be approached?

That wouldn’t work either—last time he had not only approached but eaten here…

Seeing this man suddenly tense up with his expression changing unpredictably, Wang Qiao’er took the opportunity to break free, stepped back a few paces, and straightened her clothes and hair.

How annoying! She had specifically arranged a troublesome drooping hairstyle today, only to have this man mess it up.

“Lord,” she finished arranging her hair and saw the man still in a daze, so she called out. “I’m Wang Qiao’er.”

Chang Yuncheng came to his senses and made a sound of acknowledgment.

This child might possibly call that woman mother…

He… he should be nicer to her… to avoid being resented by this child… it would be terrible if she didn’t like Yueniang in the future…

“Miss Wang…” Chang Yuncheng began, his voice somewhat stiff. “…I was quite offensive…”

Wang Qiao’er smiled sweetly.

“Lord is too polite,” she said, returning the courtesy sideways. “How did Lord come to be here?”

Yes, this was someone else’s home—how did he come to be here?

Chang Yuncheng still couldn’t help looking around. What if that man asked the same question?

Back at Qianjin Hall in Qi Yue’s room, he had acted like the host, inviting him to sit, so now being in his home…

“I… came to take a look,” Chang Yuncheng squeezed out a smile for Wang Qiao’er.

“Then you’ve come at just the right time,” Wang Qiao’er’s eyes brightened. “This garden has a lake that’s quite elegant. Lord, shall I show you around?”

Before Chang Yuncheng could respond, another girl’s voice came.

“Uncle!”

What was happening today? Chang Yuncheng looked toward the voice and saw Yan’er rushing over, with maids and servants chasing closely behind.

Yan’er charged straight over and threw herself at Chang Yuncheng.

“Uncle, how did you come back?” she shouted joyfully.

Chang Yuncheng picked her up.

“How did you come here?” he asked.

“Not just me—my grandmother and everyone came too. Grandmother said there’s going to be a plague now, so everyone should come to Aunt’s place because it’s safest here. Our whole family moved here, several carriages full…” Yan’er said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng was startled. Everyone moved here?

At this moment, the sounds of chaotic carriages and people could indeed be heard outside.

He couldn’t continue talking, put Yan’er down, and strode outside.

“Hey, hey, Lord, weren’t we going to see the lake…” Wang Qiao’er called out.

Chang Yuncheng had already disappeared.

She stamped her foot angrily and looked at Yan’er.

Yan’er was also looking at her.

Enemies meeting face to face, the two children glared at each other.

“My uncle is back. Don’t think about stealing my aunt,” Yan’er said with a snort.

Wang Qiao’er smiled at her.

“I’m not stealing your aunt anymore,” she said.

Yan’er was startled, somewhat suspicious.

“I’m going to steal your uncle,” Wang Qiao’er said with a pursed-lip smile.

The sounds of children fighting once again filled the courtyard.

Outside the isolation hospital, Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng managed to persuade the Liu family members who were unloading belongings and preparing to move in. Only after much coaxing did Old Madam Liu withdraw her intention to stay.

“I told you not to make such a scene…” Old Master Liu muttered quietly in the carriage.

He hadn’t gotten out of the carriage from beginning to end.

“Are you more embarrassing than this old thing?” Old Madam Liu turned to shout at him. “If we talked about your embarrassing deeds, we couldn’t finish in days and nights! Do you want to talk about them?”

Old Master Liu quickly pulled the carriage curtain shut.

“It’s really not as safe as living in your own home. Besides, it hasn’t reached that serious a point yet,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

At this point, horse hooves sounded, and two carriages approached. Qi Yue looked over and saw Wang Qingchun lift the carriage curtain.

“Oh my, quite a few patients,” he said with a half-smile.

“Don’t worry, Minister Wang—we always keep a place for you whenever you come,” Qi Yue replied with an equally ambiguous smile.

Wang Qingchun cursed silently. He had accepted that he absolutely couldn’t win in verbal sparring against this woman.

But fortunately, this time he wasn’t here to spar with words—he was here to test luck.

He got out of the carriage, and the physicians from the other carriages also got out.

“What? Is the Minister moving in right now?” Qi Yue smiled. “That’s quite good. My five patients here have all recovered, so everyone can focus on caring for the Minister alone.”

Wang Qingchun gave a cold laugh.

“Is that so? That’s wonderful,” he said. “I came to see if they weren’t cured yet—if they weren’t, we’d treat them ourselves to save them from being frightened and worried here. Even healthy people would be scared sick.”

Qi Yue didn’t listen to his other nonsense but caught the phrase “we’d treat them ourselves,” which meant…

“That’s right, all the diarrhea cases in the city have been cured,” Wang Qingchun looked at her with a mocking smile. “Lady Qi, sorry to disappoint you—we didn’t die without you.”
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Wang Qingchun said these words proudly, but he didn’t see the disappointment, anger, or fear he expected on the woman’s face. Instead, he saw joy.

“Really?” Qi Yue asked. “That’s wonderful!”

Wang Qingchun sneered coldly. What an act of benevolence! Too late to pretend now!

“That means even if penicillin isn’t enough, it’s not without solution,” Qi Yue continued, even clasping her hands together to pray and thank the heavens.

Given the current purity and success rate of penicillin extraction, if there were truly a large-scale outbreak, it would be completely inadequate—a drop in the bucket.

Having other methods of treatment was excellent, but…

“However, you can be happy, but you still need to watch carefully for any new cases,” Qi Yue said.

Wang Qingchun laughed.

“Mistress Qi, in this world, not everyone is inferior to you,” he sighed.

The elderly Liu couple nearby, who had gotten into their carriage but hadn’t left yet, heard this and looked over.

“So true…” Old Master Liu nodded, looking at Wang Qingchun with extreme satisfaction.

Old Mistress Liu raised her hand to swat him, then turned to speak, but Qi Yue had already begun talking.

“Exactly right.” Qi Yue nodded at Wang Qingchun.

This woman admitted defeat so readily! Wang Qingchun sneered coldly, thinking she could avoid a thorough humiliation this way…

“There are indeed many people in this world I can’t match,” Qi Yue continued, looking at Wang Qingchun with a smile. “But I can definitely surpass you.”

Wang Qingchun’s smile froze slightly.

“Did you forget? You lost a bet to me last time, and you still haven’t fulfilled that wager. I just don’t understand—what do you have to be so proud of in front of me?” Qi Yue looked at him, frowning with a completely puzzled expression. This look paired with these words could literally infuriate someone to death.

Old Mistress Liu laughed heartily.

Wang Qingchun glared angrily in their direction.

“Hey, what did you lose? Defaulting on gambling debts is quite disgraceful. You’re not young anymore—surely you’re not so base?” Old Mistress Liu asked with a laugh.

If he didn’t win back a round, he’d never overcome this obstacle in his lifetime!

Wang Qingchun looked at Qi Yue.

“Mistress Qi, now you must apologize to the entire city!” he declared sternly.

“Apologize? For what?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“You spread epidemic rumors and cursed the people with death,” Wang Qingchun shouted. “For this ridiculous affair, you must not only apologize, but this medical officer will also revoke your license to practice medicine in Yongqing Prefecture!”

Qi Yue laughed dismissively and waved her hand.

“What rumors did I spread? This disease came on fiercely—conducting epidemic prevention and disease statistics is the most basic response. Don’t be so ignorant. As for cursing people with death…” she said, “I wasn’t being alarmist. If everyone still doesn’t realize the importance of what I’ve said, then sooner or later they’ll lose their lives because of it. People need to be scared a little—otherwise they won’t remember certain things.”

Without waiting for Wang Qingchun to respond, Qi Yue waved her hand.

“Surname Wang, I will not apologize, and don’t plan to humiliate me—you don’t have the qualifications.” She said this, then cupped her hands toward the Liu family. “I take my leave.”

Old Mistress Liu laughed heartily and waved back.

“Farewell,” she replied, and Yan’er poked her head out from her embrace to echo the farewell.

Qi Yue turned and went inside.

Wang Qingchun was left standing there, not even receiving a proper farewell.

But his visit wasn’t entirely fruitless despite the snub. Everyone here now knew that the diarrhea in the city had been cured.

“So it wasn’t an epidemic after all,” everyone sighed with relief.

The sword hanging over their heads had been removed—it truly felt like being reborn.

But amid their joy, people felt somewhat uneasy. What about the master who had definitively declared it an epidemic?

Qi Yue sat in her room, carefully reviewing all the records: patient details, onset times, and previous contact history.

Chang Yuncheng hesitated at the doorway for a moment before entering.

Qi Yue was just sighing.

“Actually, this is nothing,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“No, there must be something…” Qi Yue shook her head.

“Yueniang.” Chang Yuncheng stepped forward, standing before her, his shadow enveloping her small figure. “So you failed once—just start over. You know yourself.”

Qi Yue looked up at him and smiled.

“Oh, you’re talking about that.” She laughed, standing up. “How could I be troubled?”

She smiled and patted Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

“I’m thinking about what this disease really is. There must be a connection between these cases,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng sighed with relief.

“Didn’t they say it was all from eating contaminated food at Qingfeng Restaurant?” he said. “That’s the connection.”

Qi Yue frowned, searching through the papers on the table.

“What are you looking for? I’ll help you,” Chang Yuncheng asked, seeing her rifling through things.

This woman always had this problem of keeping her desk in complete disorder. How could finding things be convenient this way?

After knocking over two stacks of books, Qi Yue pulled out a notebook.

“Found it!” she said, rapidly flipping through several pages and pointing to an entry for Chang Yuncheng to see. “Look, here’s a record.”

Chang Yuncheng leaned over to look.

“Fourth day of eighth month, morning, rain, west city, funeral procession intercepted. Deceased: male, age unknown, occupation unknown. Said not to have died from diarrhea, refused further inquiry, details unknown.”

Qi Yue read aloud while explaining to him: “This was recorded when I had my disciples conduct a city-wide investigation after the news broke about deaths from diarrhea. I wanted all patients and deaths reported so we could get accurate and rapid case information and timely discovery of suspected cases, but people really weren’t used to this, so it wasn’t going smoothly…”

As she spoke, she flipped to another page and pointed to a line.

“And here,” she said. “Fifth day of eighth month, suburban Jindian Village. Deceased: male, approximately fifty years old, pig butcher. Death not from diarrhea. According to family description: high fever, body covered in pustules. Refused to allow examination of corpse, specific symptoms unknown…”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Meaning besides diarrhea, there were other causes of death,” he said. “So even if the diarrhea is cured, we can’t rule out the abnormal increase in deaths during this period.”

Qi Yue nodded and put down the notebook.

“So I keep feeling things aren’t so simple. There must be other connections we haven’t noticed,” she said, exhaling and frowning. “If only Xiao Guan were here…”

Chang Yuncheng paused. Little Official? Who was that?

“He’d definitely have a way to get those corpses,” Qi Yue said, looking out the window. She realized Little Guan had been gone for quite a while, and there hadn’t been any letters during this time. She wondered if things were going smoothly for him there. Thinking this, she nodded. “I need to write him a letter.”

“You mean the coffin boy?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Don’t call him that. He has a name, and it’s quite nice too. Yuan Ziqing,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Yes, it is quite nice,” he said.

The room fell silent.

“I know what I’ll do,” Qi Yue said, slapping her forehead. “I think I should visit the families of these people recorded as having died from causes other than diarrhea during this period.”

“Good, I’ll go with you,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Hey, when people say harsh things, you’re not allowed to fight…” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“When people actually get physical, just protect me while we run,” Qi Yue continued with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled.

They smiled at each other, and this time, unlike before, they didn’t quickly look away but continued gazing at each other, as if glued together.

“Thank you for coming,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his gaze.

“I…” he began.

“Don’t say it was coincidence or some other reason. You care. Why hide it? Why can’t you let me know about your kindness toward me?” Qi Yue said, reaching out to pat his arm. “It’s not fair to you.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Actually, I haven’t helped much. All along, I haven’t been very… good… to you,” he said quietly.

Qi Yue was about to respond when A’Ru’s voice came from outside.

“Mistress, the families outside want to take their people home,” she called. “Can they… be discharged?”

Qi Yue went out and examined the five patients once more.

“They’re recovered. They can be discharged,” she said.

The families’ reaction was somewhat unexpected.

“Mistress Qi, we didn’t come because we heard anything in particular. How about we stay two more days…” they said, somewhat embarrassed.

Qi Yue smiled at them, then bowed formally.

The families were startled and quickly stepped aside or returned the bow.

“Mistress Qi, you cured our family members and saved their lives. Why should you thank us?” they said.

Qi Yue raised her head.

“I thank you for trusting me,” she said, looking at these families. “For a doctor, curing illness is naturally gratifying, but what’s even more gratifying is the trust of patients and their families. Your trust in me is the greatest recognition, especially when so many people don’t believe—trusting me also requires courage.”

The families smiled at her words. Looking at this modest woman before them, where was even half the arrogance and pride that people had been spreading about? This woman seemed to be the type who would respect others a yard if they respected her an inch.

“You must still be careful about rest and diet after returning home,” Qi Yue said, as disciples handed out care and dietary instruction sheets. “We’ll conduct regular follow-ups.”

The families expressed their gratitude.

“Also, you must still maintain epidemic prevention measures,” Qi Yue said.

The families paused.

“Mistress Qi means this disease isn’t completely…” an elderly woman asked.

Qi Yue completed her thought.

“This disease hasn’t completely passed,” she nodded.

The families exchanged glances.

“We understand,” they nodded and said before departing.

In Yongqing Prefecture city, with the cure of those diarrhea patients, the originally tense atmosphere completely disappeared. Especially seeing those isolated patients from outside the city return, everyone was even more jubilant.

“Now that Mistress Qi has really offended everyone badly.”

“Exactly. Telling people they’d die if they didn’t listen to her—that’s too much.”

“Let’s see if she still has the face to enter the city…”

Several doctors sat in the medicine shop chatting and laughing.

“Hey, she really had the nerve to enter the city and even went to other people’s homes for some kind of investigation,” a disciple ran in excitedly. “She was blocked by Master Wang and others, and they want to drive her out of the city.”

Such excitement couldn’t be missed.

Everyone hurried out. The streets were already filled with people flowing toward the city gate.

“You want to prohibit me from entering the city?” Qi Yue asked Wang Qingchun with a smile.

Wang Qingchun sneered coldly.

“It’s not that I want to prohibit you from entering the city,” he said, pointing behind him. “This is everyone’s wish.”

Behind him was a chaotic crowd of onlookers.

“Didn’t you say it was an epidemic? That isolation was needed? Well then, Mistress Qi, for the safety of the entire city, shouldn’t you, someone who deals with epidemics, isolate yourself first?” Wang Qingchun asked with a smile. “You shouted so fiercely but don’t lead by example. Instead, you run to citizens’ homes to harass them…”

“What do you mean harass? This family had a patient die a few days ago…” Qi Yue frowned. “Wang Qingchun, though I find you disagreeable, I must still remind you that this matter isn’t over. You’d better do as I said—conduct city-wide investigations and report the dead…”

Before she could finish, Wang Qingchun laughed loudly.

“Qi Yueniang, are you still going to say this is an epidemic?” he asked loudly.

“I can’t be certain, so investigation is needed…” Qi Yue said.

Wang Qingchun interrupted her again.

“Qi Yueniang, never mind that you can’t be certain—don’t you usually say whatever you want goes? Well then, do you dare make a bet with me?” Wang Qingchun looked at this woman and spoke the words he’d been waiting for the chance to say, his expression excited.

“This Wang Qingchun is being a bit… this situation is obviously favorable to him, yet he still wants to bet…”

“Exactly. It’s already been cured—what’s the point of such a bet…”

“…Still, you can’t say that. He just wants to win back a round. Losing so badly last time was too embarrassing…”

“But she’s not stupid either. In this situation, who would bet with him? That’s just asking for humiliation…”

This statement caused a buzz of discussion.

Qi Yue looked at Wang Qingchun and smiled.

“Good,” she said. “Of course I dare bet with you.”

What?

The discussion immediately stopped as everyone looked over.

“Old rules—whoever loses kneels at the city gate!” Qi Yue smiled.

“Good!” Wang Qingchun also smiled.

“No running away if you lose,” Qi Yue added.

Wang Qingchun’s smile disappeared.

Qi Yue laughed heartily. No longer looking at him, she turned to address everyone present.

“I’ll say it once more—epidemic prevention is crucial. Pay attention to disinfection and isolation,” she said loudly while raising one hand. “For emergencies, please find Qianjin Hall!”

With that, she turned and strode away. Chang Yuncheng, who had been standing silently beside her throughout, still said nothing and simply turned to follow.

“From now on, that woman and anyone from Qianjin Hall is forbidden from entering the city!” Wang Qingchun shouted sternly.

The prefect had given Wang Qingchun some authority to make decisions as needed in dealing with the city’s disease situation. The city gate guards exchanged glances and voiced their agreement.

Chapter 286: Without Guilt
With the hospitalized patients gone, the estate became very quiet, and the disciples didn’t know what to do for a moment.

“We still have many things to do,” Qi Yue said. “First, some of you must continue investigating for acute abdominal symptoms and data on recent deaths. This time, our scope is the villages—villages near the city.”

The disciples assigned to investigation responded affirmatively and went to prepare.

“The remaining disciples will be divided—some will continue penicillin extraction with me, others will continue preparing supplies, including lime, liquor for disinfection, isolation clothing, gloves, caps, and so on. We must have an extremely abundant supply,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San nodded.

“Master, it’s just that lime is getting harder to find,” he said with some difficulty. “We don’t have enough manpower, and transporting it from outside will take a long time.”

“The Marquis Manor has people,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Then let’s borrow Lord’s household staff for now,” she said.

Hu San responded affirmatively.

After arranging everything, everyone in the courtyard went about their busy tasks.

Qi Yue came to the back courtyard, where Liu Pucheng and Dr. Zhu were discussing a prescription.

“The disinfectant drink should have another ingredient—half lotus…” Dr. Zhu said.

Liu Pucheng thought for a moment and nodded, picking up his brush to write it down.

“Dr. Zhu, why haven’t you gone back?” Qi Yue asked.

Dr. Zhu smiled.

“Well, I still feel safer here,” he said.

Qi Yue also smiled.

“Then thank you, Dr. Zhu. We’re exactly short on manpower right now, especially internal medicine doctors,” she said, bowing formally.

Who said this woman was disdainful and arrogant toward colleagues? Dr. Zhu chuckled to himself—if you’re polite to her, she’ll be so courteous she’d practically treat you like family.

“I can’t help much. I don’t know much,” he said with a smile, returning the bow.

“Dr. Zhu, don’t be so modest,” Liu Pucheng smiled, then looked at Qi Yue. “Old Physician An sent a reply. He hasn’t found any such acute abdominal symptoms yet. He also sent several prescriptions, which Dr. Zhu and I are considering.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Then I’ll leave this to you, Master,” she said. “I’m going to the laboratory.”

When she came out, Chang Yuncheng was sitting on a stone in the courtyard, playing with weeds he’d pulled from under the stone. Seeing her emerge, he stood up.

“I’m fine now. You should hurry back,” Qi Yue said.

“I’m fine too,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I’ll wait a few more days.”

“Are you really okay?” Qi Yue asked with a frown, somewhat worried. “Won’t people talk about you at work like this?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled, twirling the grass in his hand.

“Loyalty and filial piety are hard to balance. My family has many affairs lately—there’s no help for it. As for whether they talk, what does it matter?” he said, then smiled at Qi Yue. “Don’t you also not care what others say?”

“How can you be like me?” Qi Yue started walking forward, saying quietly.

You’re a person of this place, this is your world, everything about you is inseparably connected to it, while I am just a passerby. Good or bad, what does it matter? In the end, I’m just a lonely soul.

Chang Yuncheng followed behind, sensing the woman’s sudden melancholy.

“This is for you,” he said, instinctively holding out the grass in his hand.

Qi Yue turned to look and saw that Chang Yuncheng had actually woven the grass into a small rabbit, the fluffy dogtail grass perfectly lifelike.

“Oh my, you know how to do this!” She showed surprised delight, reaching out to take it, looking at the rabbit then at Chang Yuncheng. “With your rough hands, you can actually weave this?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled somewhat embarrassedly and looked away.

“In the army when there’s nothing to do, just playing around. I learned it from Jiang Hai—this is the only thing I can make,” he said.

Mentioning Jiang Hai, he remembered the miscellaneous items that young man had asked him to bring to this woman, still piled under the bed in his quarters. There were probably many little things that women would like among them…

He couldn’t help but look at Qi Yue, wanting to see her reaction to this name.

Qi Yue had no reaction, smiling at the little rabbit in her hand, her smile making her eyes bright and sparkling, completely dispelling her earlier melancholy.

“Hey, hey, make two more,” she said, patting Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

Chang Yuncheng made an affirming sound, bent down to pull up another handful of grass, and began weaving as they walked. Qi Yue walked beside him, watching seriously.

A’Ru watched the two figures walking shoulder to shoulder, slowed her pace, and finally turned around.

Behind her, a group of disciples were making faces at each other.

“What are you doing?” A’Ru scowled. “I’ve given each of you a syringe. How’s the injection practice going? I’ll be checking in a moment—anyone who still can’t do it will practice on themselves!”

The disciples stuck out their tongues.

“Sister A’Ru is getting fiercer and fiercer,” they said, quickly scattering.

After a night of busy work, Qi Yue stretched and walked out of the laboratory.

The early morning of hot summer was still quite cool, and she unconsciously strolled toward the lake, planning to exercise a bit—good health was necessary for good work.

“Hey,” Wang Qiao’er’s voice came.

Why is this child here again? Qi Yue was startled and looked around following the voice, seeing a small girl sitting by the lake in the light morning mist, her legs dangling down.

“Hey, little girl, stay away from the water,” Qi Yue called out urgently, taking several steps to grab her shoulders and pull her back.

Wang Qiao’er was grabbed so hard it hurt.

“Oh, you woman are terrifyingly rough!” she shouted.

“You’re not much better,” Qi Yue laughed, finally pulling her to the lakeside path, then asking in rapid succession: “Where are the people with you? Why are you always running around? So early—are you living here? How can you live here? It’s very dangerous here now. Don’t your family members care?”

Wang Qiao’er rolled her eyes at the nagging.

“Enough, you talk too much,” she said with a pout, waving her hand impatiently, then pointing. “My father built me a small courtyard over there. It’s mine alone.”

Qi Yue looked in that direction but naturally couldn’t see anything through the courtyard walls.

“You have your own estate at such a young age?” she laughed, reaching out to pat Wang Qiao’er’s head. “Such a rich person.”

“But I don’t have a mother,” Wang Qiao’er looked up at her and said coldly.

Qi Yue’s hand didn’t stop, patting her head once more.

“There are plenty of people in this world without mothers,” she said. “Nothing to be sorrowful about.”

Wang Qiao’er glared. Wasn’t what she said something very sad? Didn’t other people cry and try every way to comfort her when they heard it? How could this woman look so unmoved?

But this was nothing unusual, considering this woman dared to curse all the people in the city who didn’t believe her to die—she certainly wouldn’t be courteous to herself.

“You don’t have a mother, but you have a father. You have grandparents, great-grandparents, money, status, and… you’re so pretty…” Qi Yue smiled, reaching out to touch Wang Qiao’er’s face. The little girl’s cheeks were smooth and tender, and Qi Yue couldn’t help pinching them a few more times.

Wang Qiao’er dodged with a disgusted expression.

“Some people have no mother, no father, no other relatives, can’t eat their fill or dress warmly, have nothing at all, and can only find ways to survive. They don’t even have time to be sad,” Qi Yue continued. “But so what? Fate is like that—what happens, happens. It’s just that merciless, rolling forward relentlessly. It won’t care about our sorrow and grievances.”

Wang Qiao’er listened with partial understanding, saying nothing.

Qi Yue sighed and did a stretching exercise.

“Hey, you’re so unfeminine like this,” Wang Qiao’er frowned.

“So don’t learn from me,” Qi Yue laughed, doing a large sideways bend.

Wang Qiao’er’s eyes lit up.

“Wow,” she exclaimed in admiration, about to praise her when she saw the woman’s face contort in pain.

“Don’t ‘wow’ me—I have a cramp. Quick, help me up,” Qi Yue called out.

Wang Qiao’er was stunned, then burst into giggles.

The clear childish laughter scattered across the lake in the early morning.

“Don’t worry. My great-grandfather has already written to the higher-ups, speaking well of you.”

After settling back down by the lake, Wang Qiao’er suddenly said this.

Qi Yue, who was rubbing her back, made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Then thank your great-grandfather very much,” she said.

“Weren’t you afraid at the time? When you scolded people like that?” Wang Qiao’er looked at her with curiosity.

“Not afraid. What’s to fear?” Qi Yue said.

“Why not?” Wang Qiao’er asked with even more curiosity.

“Because I knew what I was doing was right. I have no guilt in my heart,” Qi Yue said.

Wang Qiao’er tilted her head slightly in thought.

“Just feeling that what you’re doing is right?” she murmured.

“Hey, hey,” Qi Yue bumped her with her elbow. “This kind of ‘right’ isn’t the selfish kind you might think. Like when you broke my thermometer—that wasn’t a right thing to do. It’s the kind of thing that’s for the good of more people.”

Wang Qiao’er pouted at her, snorted, and turned away. As she turned, facing the morning light, she saw a tall figure approaching along the path. Her eyes lit up.

“Can I call you aunt?” she quickly turned back, looking at Qi Yue.

This question startled Qi Yue. Aunt?

“Could you be my aunt?” Wang Qiao’er asked, her expression soft, with that innocent pathos of a child. “I don’t have an aunt…”

“Yes,” Qi Yue nodded quickly.

Wang Qiao’er broke into a smile and stood up.

“Uncle,” she turned toward Chang Yuncheng, who was striding over, and called out sweetly.

Qi Yue was stunned, then understood and burst into laughter.

Chang Yuncheng was startled, thinking Yan’er had come again. He quickly looked around in all directions, then heard Wang Qiao’er call out and realized it was this child calling. Seeing Qi Yue covering her mouth and laughing heartily, he somehow couldn’t help but laugh along.

What a beautiful morning.

In the city, a medicine shop opened its doors in the early morning and first welcomed a patient with diarrhea.

“Doctor, do I have acute abdominal symptoms too?” This was a middle-aged man speaking with a panicked expression.

“What nonsense—you just got chilled last night,” the woman who came with him complained. “You’ve only had diarrhea once and you’re this scared. The doctor at the gate already looked and said a bowl of ginger soup would fix it.”

The doctor smiled upon hearing this and was about to come examine him when another person entered.

“Doctor, doctor, quick, look at this sore on my neck,” This was a burly man with a greasy apron around his waist. “I didn’t pay attention—it appeared two days ago, and today it seems to be oozing pus…”

The doctor came over first to look and indeed saw a sore on the man’s neck, sunken and black in the center, with gray-green pus around it.

“This is a carbuncle!” he said. “Sit down and I’ll cut it out for you, then apply medicinal paste. It’ll be fine in two or three days.”

The man sighed with relief but was somewhat afraid.

“You have to cut it with a knife… how painful,” he muttered.

The assistant beside him laughed.

“Wang Big Head, you handle knives and slaughter pigs all day—you know fear too?” they laughed.

The patient with diarrhea also laughed.

“Treat the big butcher first, treat the big butcher first,” he called out, showing no signs of having acute abdominal symptoms.

The doctor came over with his knife, laughing.

“You’ve killed so many pigs—this is probably retribution,” he laughed, skillfully cutting the pustule, drawing out the rotten flesh, cleaning and applying medicinal paste, then patting the man who was cringing with pain and fear, nearly fainting. “Done.”

Only then did the man relax.

“I’m still busy with business. I’m leaving first,” he threw down the silver and left.

The doctor and others laughed as they watched him.

“First time seeing Big Butcher Wang so scared,” the diarrhea patient laughed.

The doctor simply washed his hands and came over to him.

“Come, let me see what’s wrong with you,” he said, examining him through observation, listening, questioning, and feeling his pulse. He also checked the man’s eyes, mouth, and tongue. After a thorough examination, he took a dark pill from behind and held it out. “If you’re not reassured, take one of these.”

“Is this the miracle pill that can cure acute abdominal symptoms?” the patient asked with bright eyes.

The doctor nodded.

“However, it’s somewhat expensive. Why don’t you wait and see? If it’s not serious and gets better on its own, you won’t need to waste the money…” he said again.

The patient grabbed it and stuffed it directly into his mouth, swallowing without even chewing.

“I feel more at ease with it in my stomach,” he said with a smile, throwing the money to the doctor.

Naturally, earning more money was good. The doctor also smiled as he saw him out. Before he’d even left the door, two or three more patients came in—some with falls, some with cut feet, some with twisted necks. There was more busy work with knives and acupuncture needles, and things didn’t quiet down until dark.

“Without Qianjin Hall around, days are really quite tiring,” the doctor said, pounding his somewhat sore back and shaking his head with a sigh.

The assistants laughed heartily.

“But it’s a happy kind of tired,” they all said.

Such scenes were happening in several medicine shops throughout the city. In any case, a joyful atmosphere enveloped Yongqing Prefecture, lasting until the morning of the third day.

As the morning mist lifted, the early-rising night soil collector was the first to discover the abnormality.

Right at the street corner, a person lay motionless.

A drunk? The early riser approached curiously. As soon as he got close, he saw the person lying face-up with a blackened complexion and blood flowing from all seven orifices.

“Dead body!” The scream tore through the street.

At the same time, one after another, screams rang out in different parts of the city, like drums and gongs announcing that the King of Hell had entered Yongqing Prefecture city and raised his soul-stealing brush.

Chapter 287: Scattering
The bodies on the street were quickly carried away, but the terror they left behind didn’t dissipate with them—instead, it intensified.

Wang Qingchun hurried into the hall, where more than a dozen doctors were already standing, talking in chaotic confusion. Seeing him enter, they all crowded around him.

“Sir, this is terrible…”

“Sir, four people died this morning…”

“Not from diarrhea…”

“But some had diarrhea too…”

Wang Qingchun felt his head aching from the noise and couldn’t make out a single word clearly.

“One at a time!” he shouted.

The hall finally quieted down, and Wang Qingchun was finally able to understand what had happened.

“They died from illness?” he couldn’t help asking.

As soon as he asked this, he regretted it, seeing the barely concealed disdain on the faces of the doctors present.

For a doctor to ask such a question was rather ridiculous.

At minimum, couldn’t a doctor tell whether someone died from illness or was murdered? If they hadn’t died from illness, why would it be reported to him as a medical officer?

“Were they all from diarrhea? Did they not get the chance to take the dan qu pills?” Wang Qingchun quickly changed his approach and asked urgently.

Dan qu was the name of the pill provided by that doctor to treat this type of diarrhea. It was quite effective—the three patients who hadn’t gone with Qianjin Hall had been cured by it.

“No, one had bleeding spots all over his body, with skin necrosis…”

“Another had headaches, vomiting, convulsions, then died just like that…”

“…And one had edema all over his body…”

At this point, the doctors in the hall began discussing among themselves again, clearly frightened by this sudden outbreak of deaths.

Wang Qingchun stopped asking questions. Sweat was dripping from his forehead. Was it really… an epidemic?

Impossible… impossible… it had been cured. This was… this was some other disease… it had nothing to do with the diarrhea!

“Doctor, doctor, people requesting doctors are packed everywhere. Stop discussing and hurry to save lives,” someone rushed in from outside, shouting.

The hall fell silent.

“Right, hurry to save lives,” Wang Qingchun shouted.

“Sir, if this really is…” one doctor said tremblingly.

“You’re making conclusions before even examining anyone? Have you become a miracle doctor too?” Wang Qingchun interrupted sternly and strode out first.

The doctor who had spoken blushed and dared not speak again.

After he left, the doctors exchanged glances and all followed him out.

The atmosphere on the street had clearly changed. Four sudden deaths in one morning, plus Mistress Qi from Qianjin Hall’s words—though no one would admit it, the shadow of epidemic still loomed over everyone’s head.

Almost every medicine shop was packed with people. Wealthy families came to request doctors, while poor families carried their patients directly to the shops.

“…How did it suddenly get worse?” a family member grabbed a doctor and shouted. “It was clearly just a chill…”

On the door plank, a man clutched his stomach and writhed. He could no longer cry out because of constant vomiting.

“Quick, quick, bring the dan qu!” the doctor shouted, sweating profusely, while comforting the family member. “Don’t be afraid, he’ll be fine after taking this…”

The family member grabbed him firmly.

“You damn fool, you forgot! The day before yesterday, he became like this precisely because he took this! We were perfectly fine before!” she shouted.

“Impossible,” the doctor shouted, trying to break free. “You remember wrong!”

“How could I remember wrong! You first lanced Big Butcher Wang’s pustule, then gave my husband the medicine. Yesterday at midnight he was in agony, had diarrhea all night…” the woman shouted, gripping the doctor tightly. “What exactly did you give my husband? You’re trying to kill him!”

Just as she said this, someone outside shouted.

“Big Butcher Wang is dying too!”

At these words, everyone in the medicine shop froze.

“Impossible. Yesterday he was still selling meat in his shop,” an assistant shouted.

“Why would I lie to you? His family is already in chaos over there, coming this way…” the idler outside shouted loudly. “If you’re smart, you’d better run quickly…”

The doctor’s face turned ashen, sweat pouring down his forehead like rain.

“Impossible, impossible…” he just kept repeating.

“You murderer, what exactly did you do?” the woman gripping him shrieked. She was clearly also driven mad by the news of Big Butcher Wang’s impending death, shaking the doctor violently.

“I didn’t do anything, I didn’t do anything,” the doctor shouted. His expression was equally terrified as he suddenly raised his voice. “Epidemic… it’s an epidemic… it’s an epidemic!”

His suddenly raised voice startled the woman, and she released her grip.

Just then, the man on the door plank thrashed twice and went still, his face gray-blue—he had died.

The people in the room finally let out a scream and rushed outside.

The street immediately erupted into chaos as people scattered in all directions.

In another medicine shop, a patient was projectile vomiting everywhere, and the people around could no longer help but back away.

“Even if we force the medicine down, it just gets vomited back up… it’s completely useless…” one doctor cried out tremblingly.

Another stared blankly at this man who kept vomiting until he vomited blood.

“Give me, give me a mask…” he muttered, then suddenly turned and ran out of the room. “Cover your nose, mouth, head, face, entire body… quickly…”

The voice spread through the courtyard.

Covering head, face, and body—this had only been seen at Qianjin Hall…

This meant… this meant…

The remaining doctors in the room slowly backed away.

“Doctor, please save him…” the patient’s family member shouted.

With this cry, not only did the doctor not approach, but he turned and ran out.

“…Lime… right… use lime… and liquor… quickly, quickly… and what else was said? Right, right, burn all the things that were used…”

The courtyard immediately descended into chaos.

The chaos in the city naturally reached the wealthy households as well.

“Quick, add two more disinfection sessions today,” a man who looked like the master of the house stood in the courtyard shouting.

The servants responded in unison. The courtyard still retained the smell of disinfecting liquor and medicine, but at this moment no one found it unpleasant—instead, they felt it was like life-saving incense.

“Are those rice, flour, and vegetables prepared sufficiently?” the man turned to ask.

The mistress stepped out, her expression tense but not panicked.

“Enough. We prepared them early—enough for us to stay home without going out for two months,” she said.

“Oh, right, and also…” the man thought of something and took out a piece of paper from his sleeve. He looked at it carefully, then said, “…food must be cooked thoroughly… wash hands frequently, ensure ventilation… washing hands… right, do you still remember those water pipes from Qianjin Hall?”

The woman nodded.

“Our household’s well water—we need to set up those pipes so the children and servants can all wash their hands with running water…” the man said, looking at the paper.

The woman quickly called for the steward. The steward responded, and everyone in the household immediately became busy.

“Father, Mother,” two children ran out from the house, somewhat frightened, and hugged the woman. “Did many people die in the city?”

The woman quickly reached out to comfort them.

“No, no, don’t be afraid. Stay at home, and we’ll all be fine,” she said gently.

“Right. We have protective charms that can keep our household safe,” the man also came over and showed the paper in his hand to the two children.

This was one of those promotional flyers issued by Qianjin Hall.

The older child could already recognize some characters. He curiously pointed at the paper.

“…Qian…jin…tang…” he read.

“Then let’s put it up quickly,” the younger child didn’t care about the words, just noticed it was different from previous protective charms—there were no pictures on it—but still urged happily.

The man nodded.

“Post this in the corridor. Everyone must see it and firmly remember everything written on it,” he said. “This is our life-saving charm.”

The servants nearby quickly took it and responded affirmatively.

In the prefect’s yamen, the prefect’s wife was frantically watching servants pack and load boxes.

“I said we should leave early. You wouldn’t listen. Now look—who knows if it’s even safe to leave,” she complained while watching.

The prefect stood nearby, sweating anxiously.

“Stop talking and pack quickly. You take Xiao Qiao and leave first. I’ll have people send the things later,” he said, stamping his feet.

“I’m not leaving,” Huang Ziqiao walked in from outside and sat down in a chair, declaring loudly. “With Mistress Qi here, I’m not leaving.”

The prefect and his wife looked at him, not reacting immediately.

“With Mistress Qi here, everything will definitely be fine. I’m not so cowardly as to be scared away,” Huang Ziqiao also said quickly, coughing to cover the awkwardness of his previous words.

“Oh you child, don’t talk so childishly. Come with me quickly,” the prefect’s wife said.

“What’s childish about it? What kind of person is Mistress Qi, what level of skill does she have—don’t you understand even now?” Huang Ziqiao said loudly, sitting in the chair without moving.

What kind of person was Mistress Qi, what level of skill did she have?

She had said that those who didn’t believe her would die, she had said this was definitely an epidemic…

The prefect and his wife couldn’t help but swallow.

Actually, they should have been among the first to understand what kind of person this woman was and what level of skill she had…

So, since not believing her would lead to death, would believing her mean survival?

The streets went from being extremely deserted initially to becoming lively again, except now everyone was carrying loads on shoulder poles, pushing carts and driving donkeys, dragging families toward the outskirts of the city.

“Are they going to stay with relatives and friends?” passersby asked.

“No, going to Qianjin Hall,” the travelers replied.

When crowds of people were surging toward Qianjin Hall, Qi Yue was not actually at Qianjin Hall.

“Tired? Sit down and rest,” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching out to support her arm.

They had just come down from a farming household on higher ground and reached a large tree in the village.

Qi Yue placed her hand on his arm and used her sleeve to wipe the sweat from her forehead.

Chang Yuncheng stood straight, letting her lean on him.

“It sounds like sepsis,” Qi Yue said, nodding. “Maybe I really was overthinking. Working and cutting his leg, easy to get infected in summer, plus dirt got in, so ultimately developing sepsis—that’s very normal.”

She sighed with relief.

“Messages from other disciples say villagers don’t have that kind of diarrhea either. Seems it’s not an epidemic,” she continued. “That’s wonderful. I said so—how could I be so unlucky as to encounter an acute infectious disease outbreak? Seems my character isn’t so bad after all.”

Though Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand two or three of her phrases, he still smiled.

“Young mistress,” someone called.

They turned to see an old man walking over with a cane.

“I heard you’re doctors?” he asked. “Treating illness for free?”

When Qi Yue visited villages, she naturally couldn’t just go around asking whose family members had died and how they died, so she identified herself as offering free medical treatment.

“Yes, uncle. Where do you feel unwell?” she withdrew her hand, stood straight, and asked.

The old man approached.

“Look at this—I have a rash on my neck that’s turned into blisters. Looks quite frightening. I don’t dare break them myself…” he said, tilting his head to show Qi Yue his neck.

Chang Yuncheng, finding him slow, stepped forward to help support him.

“Don’t move!” Qi Yue suddenly shouted.

At this “don’t move,” Chang Yuncheng stopped, and the old man stopped too, both looking at her in confusion.

They saw that the woman’s previously smiling face had become one of shock.

My heaven, she really was this unlucky! Her character wasn’t good at all—it was absolutely terrible!

Chapter 288: Confirmation
Qi Yue had always felt she was overlooking something, but no matter how hard she thought, she couldn’t figure out what. At this moment, seeing this approaching elderly man, her mind exploded with sudden clarity.

That man lying on the door plank with massive skin necrosis who was carried into the medical hall and carried out dead shortly after!!

That man she had diagnosed with sepsis!

What could cause sepsis! What could cause acute abdominal symptoms! What could kill so rapidly! What could make penicillin effective!

“I’ve figured it out…” she said, pointing at the old man’s neck. From three or four steps away, she could already clearly see the transparent, swollen large bumps on his neck. “It’s anthrax! It’s anthrax!”

Anthrax?

Neither Chang Yuncheng nor the old man understood, but seeing Qi Yue’s expression, they knew it was very serious.

“Uncle, please stand right there and don’t move,” Qi Yue quickly calmed down and extended her hand.

Chang Yuncheng immediately handed over the medicine box he was carrying.

Qi Yue put on her mask, gloves, and protective clothing, then handed the same to Chang Yuncheng, who put them on efficiently.

“Young mistress, what are you doing?” the old man asked curiously, startled by their sudden costume change in broad daylight.

“Uncle, your illness is very serious. If not treated immediately, you probably won’t be able to get up tomorrow, and the day after you might lose your life,” Qi Yue said.

The old man was startled.

“Isn’t it just a rash?” he asked with wide eyes.

“This isn’t a rash—this is a contagious disease,” Qi Yue said. She had already walked to the old man’s side, asked him to sit down, and began examining him while asking where he’d been recently, what he’d eaten, and what he’d come into contact with.

“…Do you raise any large livestock at home?” Qi Yue asked.

The old man chuckled.

“We’re so poor we can barely feed ourselves—how could we afford to raise livestock…” he shook his head. “I just tend pigs for other people…”

Upon hearing the first part, Qi Yue had already decided to conduct a thorough investigation of this village, especially every piece of livestock. But when she heard the latter part, she paused.

“Pigs?” she asked.

The old man nodded and pointed east.

“Shihe Village raises many pigs. Many people from our village go help them tend the pigs—three meals provided, plus five wen per month. But recently many pigs died, so they don’t need so many people. Being old, I was sent back… now even eating is a problem…” he rambled on.

Qi Yue followed his pointing direction and was momentarily stunned, her mind repeating only one word.

Pigs…

So familiar, as if from long ago…

Pigs…

The scene before her eyes shifted, and she seemed to be standing outside Qianjin Hall, watching a funeral procession pass by on the street.

“…it’s Flower-mouth Granny, who sold pork…”

“…how did she suddenly die… wasn’t she fine…”

So… so it had already begun back then!

This meant that the diarrhea caused by food at Qingfeng Restaurant must have been from pork too! So those cases weren’t acute diarrhea at all, but intestinal anthrax!

Because of anthrax’s low probability of human-to-human transmission, it appeared to be just infection of random people caused by food, so she could never discover the connection!

“Uncle, I’m a doctor. A doctor from Qianjin Hall,” she turned to the old man.

The old man nodded.

“Now there’s a disease, the kind you have, that’s very dangerous and contagious. That means your illness will infect people who come close to you,” Qi Yue continued.

The old man’s eyes widened in terror as he quickly backed away.

“Then, then young mistress, you should stay away from me…” he said loudly.

Qi Yue was stunned. Since suspecting it was a contagious disease, she had encountered all kinds of reactions—questioning, terror, anger—but this was the first time she’d encountered an old man’s reaction like this…

He was telling her to stay away…

“Uncle, I’m a doctor. I can cure you,” she said, somehow feeling her eyes getting teary. Facing so much questioning, facing the humiliation of being driven from the city, she hadn’t felt the least bit sad—instead she was full of fighting spirit. But facing this old man who had only spoken two or three sentences, she somehow felt very uncomfortable inside.

Chang Yuncheng naturally noticed Qi Yue’s expression. At first he didn’t understand, but seeing the old man back away two steps when Qi Yue approached, he suddenly understood.

This woman never gave in when facing resistance—if you stepped on her, she’d rather die than not stand straight and fight you to the death. But if you showed her even the slightest bit of kindness, she’d immediately become so soft she’d show you her entire vulnerable belly…

So really, who doesn’t want to enjoy others’ care and love…

But if there’s no love, one can still live just fine.

He stepped forward to approach the old man, about to help support him.

“Don’t move,” Qi Yue stopped him, taking several steps to support the old man herself. “You have recent external injuries—don’t make contact.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded obediently and stepped back several paces.

Qi Yue finally convinced the old man to go with her to the isolation hospital.

“How terrible—I’ve been wandering around the village these past days, and people took pity on me and gave me food. I hope I didn’t harm anyone…” the old man was anxious and uneasy.

“After I get you settled in the hospital, I’ll immediately bring people here for comprehensive epidemic prevention. Don’t worry—cutaneous anthrax is relatively mild. With timely treatment, there’s no life-threatening danger,” Qi Yue comforted him.

The old man was slow on his feet, so the three of them walked and stopped frequently before finally returning to the isolation hospital area. Before they even got close, they were startled.

The area outside the isolation hospital was completely packed with people.

“What’s happening?” Qi Yue asked in shock.

Were they moving here too, wanting to drive her even farther away?

Let me see who dares!

Qi Yue was about to rush over when Chang Yuncheng had already gone ahead.

“Let us in…”

“Save us…”

“…Mistress Qi is divine, please have mercy…”

Chang Yuncheng was also stunned hearing this chaotic talk.

“What’s going on?” he demanded.

The guards left by Marquis Dingxi were all firmly guarding the gate. With the crowd between them, they couldn’t hear his words, but the people in the back of the crowd heard.

“We want isolation!” they shouted.

They turned around, saw Chang Yuncheng, then also saw Qi Yue behind him.

“Mistress Qi!”

The crowd surged toward them.

Chang Yuncheng immediately stepped back, protecting Qi Yue behind him.

“What do you want?” Qi Yue asked.

“We want isolation,” they shouted.

What? Isolation?

Qi Yue was completely confused. Looking at these people again, most were from poor families and were dragging their entire households with them. They didn’t look like they were here to cause trouble—they looked like refugees…

Something had happened in the city!

The atmosphere in the courtyard was clearly very tense.

“…From yesterday until today, no fewer than six people have died, and people continue to die…”

“…This time it’s not just diarrhea…”

Liu Pucheng, Dr. Zhu, and others told Qi Yue what they had learned.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I know. Whether it’s massive skin necrosis or acute abdominal symptoms, they all die from sepsis and circulatory system failure, or perhaps meningitis…” she said.

Liu Pucheng and Dr. Zhu exchanged glances.

Though they couldn’t quite understand her terminology, they could roughly guess the meaning from the words.

“That’s right, Mistress Qi. Did you see it?” Dr. Zhu asked in surprise.

Qi Yue sighed.

“I didn’t see it, but I guessed what disease it is,” she said.

“What disease?” everyone asked joyfully.

“Anthrax,” she said.

Anthrax?

Everyone was completely confused.

“It’s an acute infectious disease transmitted from livestock to humans,” she said. “Common symptoms are skin ulcers… Everyone come with me—I brought back a patient.”

The old man had been settled in a ward, bathed and changed into patient clothing. He was eating the meal disciples had brought him.

Seeing Qi Yue and others enter, he stood up anxiously.

“Oh my, this really is… providing meals, baths, and clothes—it’s like New Year…” he said excitedly, while looking at these strangely dressed people. “I won’t, won’t harm you all, will I? I’m old now. If I just find some deserted place to die, that’s fine, but look at you all, so young…”

“Uncle, it’s fine. Please sit down,” Qi Yue said, gesturing for Liu Pucheng’s people to examine him.

Liu Pucheng and Dr. Zhu stepped forward to look.

“It’s epidemic carbuncle!” they said in unison.

This was their first time seeing this disease in its initial state, and they finally recognized what it was.

Epidemic carbuncle? That was the Chinese medicine term? Qi Yue was happy that they knew this disease—that meant they had experience.

“I once followed my master up north and saw this. It was transmitted by people from the Eastern Barbarians. They said it was a disease caught from cattle, horses, and sheep!” Liu Pucheng said with some excitement.

“Carbuncle patients may be infected by the poison of dead cattle, horses, pigs, or sheep,” Dr. Zhu also said. “I never thought I’d have the chance to see this…”

His expression even showed excitement.

Perhaps this was the contradiction of doctors—wanting everyone to be free of illness and disaster, yet always wanting to see more diseases.

“But this isn’t very serious,” Liu Pucheng looked up and asked. “Basically all cases can be cured, just leaving scars.”

“Some will be serious, mainly due to delayed treatment, causing sepsis and toxemia—this can be fatal within two days,” Qi Yue said.

“Then, those cases of diarrhea?” Dr. Zhu asked again. “Are they related to this?”

“They’re related. That’s also a type of anthrax—diarrhea from eating diseased meat causes intestinal anthrax, which is much more dangerous than cutaneous anthrax because it’s very hard to diagnose… so those acute abdominal cases never thought of this connection…” Qi Yue said, especially in ancient times without blood tests.

“Give him penicillin injections and he’ll recover in a day or two,” she said. “The key now is to find the source of infection and completely cut it off, otherwise we can’t control this disease…”

“What’s the source of infection?” everyone asked in unison.

“I suspect it might be pigs,” Qi Yue said.

Pigs?

“So I need to personally go see the pig-raising place,” she said.

“That’s too dangerous,” Dr. Zhu was the first to object.

“How about this—you stay here since you’re familiar with this disease, and I’ll go look,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“For this disease, there’s no need to worry about medicine—it’s just penicillin. Compared to medicine, what’s more important is cutting off the infection source. I should do this, and to confirm whether it’s really pigs, I need to do precipitation experiments,” she said.

Everyone looked at her with both worry and helplessness.

“Alright, you go. Leave this place to me,” Liu Pucheng said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Everyone prepare disinfection supplies, bring enough masks and gloves. Some go to this uncle’s village to promote disinfection and investigate suspected cases, and some come with me to the pig farm this uncle mentioned…” she said to her disciples without further delay.

The disciples responded in unison.

“Master, what about these people outside?” Hu San called out. “They’re about to rush in.”

Chapter 289: Smooth Operation
The gate opened, and the anxious crowd stirred.

Looking at that woman walking out.

If they weren’t in awe of this woman, they would have rushed in long ago. But then again, if it weren’t precisely because this woman was here, they wouldn’t have hurried here seeking security either.

The chaotic crowd quieted down because of Qi Yue’s appearance, as if afraid to disturb her.

This woman’s temper wasn’t very good… they absolutely mustn’t offend her…

“Everyone go back,” Qi Yue said loudly.

With these words, the entire crowd descended into chaos.

“Mistress Qi, we were wrong…”

“Mistress Qi, it’s not our fault—it was all those doctors who caused this…”

“Mistress Qi, please have mercy…”

Crying, shouting, kowtowing—complete chaos.

“No, this is an isolation hospital for isolating sick patients, not for isolating healthy people,” Qi Yue said helplessly, shouting loudly.

“Oh my, now there are more sick people than healthy ones—please isolate us first,” the people standing at the front stamped their feet and shouted.

“No, I already have patients staying here,” Qi Yue said.

This statement made the onlookers step back several paces.

“Everyone don’t panic—this infectious disease isn’t very severe,” Qi Yue said.

Everyone present wanted to cry. This wasn’t considered severe?

It really wasn’t severe. Overall, anthrax had a very small probability of human-to-human transmission. As long as proper isolation and protection were maintained, it could all be avoided. Try a different disease, like plague…

So she still had some good fortune after all. Otherwise, forget treating the disease—she’d probably be dead herself…

Hu San came out carrying a large stack of papers.

“Here’s how to protect yourselves. Everyone follow what’s written here, and there’ll definitely be no problems. Don’t panic,” Qi Yue said.

As soon as she finished speaking, the crowd surged forward.

“Give me one, give me one!”

Hands reached out to grab what Hu San was holding.

Hu San was nearly trampled to death. Fortunately, the guards blocked the crowd in time, and after another bout of chaos, they managed to get everyone to line up to receive them.

“Give me a few more sheets,” one person holding a single sheet begged, reluctant to leave.

“Give what? These all cost money. I printed so many back then—who told you not to keep them? Now this is all that’s left,” Hu San said irritably.

As soon as he finished speaking, that person immediately threw over a bag of money.

“I’ll pay, I’ll pay!” he shouted.

Seeing him do this, and looking at the promotional flyers that weren’t many to begin with, the people queuing behind also became anxious.

“We’ll pay too!” everyone shouted, raising their money bags.

Before, when they distributed these flyers everywhere, some people took them and casually threw them away, some happily took several more saying they could use them as toilet paper at home, and some waved them away impatiently. Their wish back then was just for these promotional materials that cost their master so much effort and money to be properly received and kept, even if people just glanced at them once they’d be satisfied. They never imagined there would be a day when people would pay money to buy them…

“…Sell to me, sell to me…”

“…I want them all…”

“Everyone quiet down!” Hu San shouted loudly, pointing at the disrupted formation. “Anyone who doesn’t queue up won’t get anything!”

This statement was more effective than anything else. The queue immediately became perfectly straight and orderly.

“Stop talking about money,” Hu San said, pushing the man’s money bag back. “One per household. When they’re gone, they’re gone. Print your own—I don’t have time for this.”

After dealing with this one, someone else took interest in something different.

“Brother Hu, could you sell me a few of those gloves and masks?” a person who had gotten a flyer but still wouldn’t leave said quietly.

Hu San looked up at him and couldn’t help swallowing behind his mask.

This… this… should be okay, right?

“The thing is, we don’t have many left, and we’ll need large quantities in the future. So we can’t give them away for free anymore…” he sighed.

Seeing there was hope, this person wanted to hug Hu San.

“No, no, Brother Hu, saying that is slapping this little brother’s face,” he said, offering his money bag.

Only then did Hu San call over a disciple.

“Get this gentleman two sets of gloves and masks,” he said.

As soon as he finished speaking, the crowd roared.

“We want them too…”

Again, a forest of hands holding money bags stood raised.

“Look, we have these made by tailors. You can make your own,” Hu San said, wiping sweat from his brow.

“We want to buy these from Qianjin Hall!” everyone shouted in unison.

Who knew if the ones bought elsewhere would work? The ones from Qianjin Hall were all personally inspected by you—they’d definitely be fine.

Qi Yue no longer paid attention to the commotion here. Five disciples for disinfection and investigation had already departed, while she prepared to take another five disciples to the pig farm. Additionally, the penicillin production couldn’t be left unmanned. Counting everything up, all the disciples were already deployed. Those helping at the hospital now relied entirely on guards from Marquis Dingxi’s household. There still weren’t enough people…

“You’re not allowed to go. Go home now and tell the authorities to quickly deploy personnel to respond,” Qi Yue said to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her without moving.

“You have external injuries. I’m not at ease with you here,” Qi Yue said. “Chang Yuncheng, I don’t need you to do anything for me. I just need to know that you’re there behind me—that’s enough.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and finally nodded.

Qi Yue smiled at him, then turned and strode away quickly.

Because she needed to conduct experimental testing, she carried a heavy medicine box. In the group of male disciples, her small figure looked increasingly overburdened, but her steps were steady, one by one, quickly disappearing from sight.

At this time, Wang Qingchun sat at home. Though carrying nothing on his body, his steps felt heavy.

“How could this happen…” he muttered, repeating these words.

“Sir, what should we do?” two or three doctors asked urgently.

“I didn’t lose!” Wang Qingchun said sternly. “I didn’t lose! So what if she said it was an epidemic—what’s so great about that! Can’t I say the same? Being able to cure it—only being able to cure it counts as having real skill!”

The doctors looked at him speechlessly.

“Sir, now isn’t the time to discuss this. What do we do now?” they asked.

“I, I’ll write to the Imperial Medical Academy and have them send the best imperial physicians. Tell everyone not to panic,” Wang Qingchun came to his senses and understood what the doctors were asking, saying hurriedly.

The doctors nodded.

“So what do we do now?” someone else asked.

Wang Qingchun glared at him.

“Didn’t I say? I’m requesting the best doctors to come!” he roared.

“Sir, that’s not now—that’s later. What about now? Right now? The city is full of patients and everything’s in chaos. What do we do?” this doctor couldn’t help shouting back.

What to do? Wang Qingchun’s chest heaved violently. How would I know what to do…

Fortunately, the other doctors in the city didn’t wait for his instructions this time. Everyone could see clearly—if they waited for his instructions any longer, everyone would be finished.

Therefore, almost overnight, all the medical halls still in operation began doing disinfection work. Everyone wore masks, caps, and gloves. Of course, they didn’t have Qianjin Hall’s type—they all used simple white cloth as substitutes.

More and more people on the streets dressed this way, though their attire was bizarre in all sorts of ways. But they all covered their noses, mouths, and hands.

Until the proper attire of those returning from Qianjin Hall caught everyone’s attention.

“Bought from Qianjin Hall.”

With this news, even more people surged toward Qianjin Hall.

On the streets, the prefectural judge with his guards had begun sprinkling lime along the roads.

“And liquor…” a leading officer said, looking at the paper in his hand.

Of course, they all wore masks and gloves, with leather boots on their feet.

After they passed, another team of officers came behind them, banging on doors house by house.

“Investigating for cases!” they shouted loudly. “Anyone not opening their door will be considered rebellious citizens!”

This was serious. Doors opened one after another, and each team of officers brought a doctor with them.

People constantly carried door planks toward the city gate on the streets.

“Don’t be afraid—we’re going to Qianjin Hall right away. Mistress Qi can save you,” accompanying family members comforted the patients.

The mounted prefectural judge made way for these people to pass first.

He also wore a mask and gloves, looking particularly comical.

“Though everyone says they don’t believe Mistress Qi, in their hearts they still do. Look—everything she said before, everyone remembered. That’s why they can use it so quickly now,” he said.

Beside him was Huang Ziqiao, who had just ridden over on horseback.

“Of course,” he said. “But the fact that they bullied Mistress Qi is also true.”

The prefectural judge smiled, though this smile couldn’t be seen behind his mask.

“There’s no help for it. People fear what’s strange, act strangely toward what they don’t understand—the common people have no choice,” he said. “But after this time, even if Mistress Qi said the moon would fall from the sky tomorrow, no one would disbelieve her.”

Huang Ziqiao smiled with some pride.

“I heard the prefect and his wife went to comfort Marquis Dingxi?” the prefectural judge suddenly asked.

Huang Ziqiao’s expression looked somewhat unpleasant.

What comfort—they were hiding at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion because they were afraid of dying.

Everyone believed that as Mistress Qi’s in-laws’ household—though former in-laws—Marquis Dingxi’s mansion could still receive protection, so the Marquis should be the safest place besides Qianjin Hall.

When Chang Yuncheng entered, he saw Marquis Dingxi scolding in the courtyard.

“Afraid now? Too late! Not when you were bullying my Yueniang…” he was glowing red-faced with a mask hanging around his neck.

Your Yueniang? You really have the nerve to say that…

“Yes, yes,” the prefect thought contemptuously while smiling on the surface and agreeing. “They were indeed too much back then!”

“Go, go tell Yueniang that fellow surnamed Tong—those masks, protective knowledge and such—anyone can buy them, just don’t sell to his household!” Marquis Dingxi shouted.

The steward beside him smiled and responded affirmatively, though his feet didn’t move.

“Exactly, exactly, absolutely necessary,” the prefect said with a matter-of-fact expression.

Marquis Dingxi was about to say more when he saw Chang Yuncheng.

“Why did you come back? Instead of staying with your wife, what are you doing running back at a time like this?” he asked in surprise, with some anxiety. “Did you make her angry again…”

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“No, I was worried about Father and came back to check,” he said.

“Worried about me for what? What am I afraid of?” Marquis Dingxi glared, his tone clearly softening.

At this time, many people in the city heading toward Qianjin Hall outside the city were persuaded to turn back.

“Mistress Qi said she only takes patients, not us,” passersby said.

Hearing this, those people looked back at the city gate, feeling utterly terrified.

The city gate seemed like a beast with its mouth wide open.

“Then, then ask Mistress Qi to come back and take a look!” everyone said. “If she comes to look and says it’s fine, then we can feel at ease!”

Hearing this, someone sneered coldly.

“Ask her to come back? When you drove her away, not one person spoke up, but now asking her to come back, you’re quite quick to speak up.”

This was an officer guarding the gate with a blade.

“It’s easy to drive away a god but hard to invite one back. How light it sounds when you just flap your lips,” he continued.

Everyone present felt slightly embarrassed.

“It’s all Wang Qingchun’s fault!” someone shouted loudly.

This reminded everyone, so the shouting grew louder.

“Right, he’s the one who wouldn’t listen to Mistress Qi and encouraged us not to listen either…”

“…He even bet with Mistress Qi. Now he’s lost—make him kneel at the city gate to welcome Mistress Qi back!”

“Right, kneel at the city gate!”

“Wang Qingchun kneel at the city gate!”

With these shouts, someone took the lead, and the crowd surged toward Wang Qingchun’s residence. Shouts for Wang Qingchun to kneel at the city gate echoed through the streets.

Chapter 290: Verification
The troubles Wang Qingchun was encountering didn’t even cross Qi Yue’s mind. In fact, she couldn’t possibly concern herself with them.

What concerned her was the trouble she was currently facing—convincing the pig farm owners to let her examine their pigs.

“What pig farmer doesn’t lose a few pigs? In Yongqing Prefecture, we’re not the only family raising pigs. Why are you claiming our pigs will harm people?” the young woman shouted loudly, her face full of indignation. However, the fear in her eyes didn’t escape Qi Yue’s notice.

Rather than disbelieving her pigs could harm people, it was more that she dared not believe the so-called epidemic was caused by her own pigs.

“Exactly. You woman, how can you speak so irresponsibly without evidence, saying people’s pigs are the source of some epidemic? There are no sick people in our village,” an elderly villager also stepped forward to seek justice, speaking sternly.

“No, no—not showing symptoms doesn’t mean not being infected. And I’m not speaking irresponsibly. Actually, I came here precisely to find evidence,” Qi Yue looked at him and nodded.

Everyone present was stunned.

“I’m only suspicious now, so I need to conduct experiments to verify whether these pigs carry anthrax bacteria,” she continued. “So please cooperate with me and let me find evidence—either proving I’m right to ensure everyone’s safety, or proving I’m wrong to clear your name.”

This reasoning was sound, and everyone hesitated upon hearing it.

“Let’s listen to her. If it’s really true, that would affect our entire village…” someone said quietly.

Hearing this, the village chief stepped forward and tapped his cane.

“Fine, Flower Granny’s family, do as she says,” he said. “I want to see how this can be proven.”

With the village chief’s word, this family had no choice even if they were unwilling.

“If our pigs are fine, you must compensate us!” the woman said with some grievance. “If word of this gets out, our business will be affected.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Naturally,” she smiled.

Seeing the woman so agreeable, the woman sighed with relief, calculating in her mind how much to ask for.

“However, if your pigs are sick, you must listen to me,” Qi Yue said, turning back before leaving.

The woman paused.

What would that entail?

The pigs here weren’t like modern pig farms but were free-range across the mountains. Qi Yue led her disciples running all over the hills.

“It’s no good, Master. These pigs are all fine,” the disciples said. Wearing protective suits in the hot summer, they were practically steamed through, each supporting their waists and gasping for breath.

Qi Yue was in even worse condition, too exhausted to speak.

“Our pigs are fine, right? They can eat and run around energetically,” the woman laughed.

The villagers who had watched the excitement all day couldn’t help laughing too.

These people were really interesting, chasing pigs around in such hot weather dressed like that.

“Pigs have the strongest resistance to anthrax. It’s basically chronic, with almost no symptoms while alive. It’s mostly discovered during sanitary inspection at slaughter,” Qi Yue said. “This isn’t surprising, nor does it mean we’re wrong.”

“Should we do dissection then?” a disciple asked.

“No, no, absolutely not,” Qi Yue shook her head. “If it’s anthrax, dissection is extremely dangerous.”

The disciples nodded.

“You must have had dead pigs during this period, right?” Qi Yue asked.

The woman’s expression became slightly displeased.

“Pig deaths are normal,” she said.

“Did you sell all the dead pigs?” Qi Yue ignored her tone and asked again.

The woman became even more displeased at the questioning.

“Those… those weren’t sick… only two or three were sick, and I buried them all…” she said loudly.

She thought if this woman kept insisting sick pigs killed people, she’d have it out with her! Drive them away immediately!

“That’s excellent,” Qi Yue said, stepping forward. “Take me to see them.”

Excellent? What was excellent? The woman was stunned again. How did this woman speak so unpredictably…

But having come this far, she could only take her there.

“Keep searching. Infected pigs have swollen throats and inflexible neck movement…” Qi Yue said again.

The disciples responded and after a brief rest went back to examining the pigs one by one.

When Old Physician An arrived, Qi Yue and others had already found living sick pigs and healthy pigs and were preparing to conduct experiments.

“How can you prove these pigs transmit disease?” he asked excitedly.

Qi Yue was startled to see him.

“Why did you come here? You can’t come here,” she said, pointing to the white lime sprinkled on the ground by disciples. “Don’t enter within this line.”

She currently lacked personnel and could only ask villagers to help watch, but the villagers weren’t taking it seriously at all, so this lime line was just for show.

“Master, how could I not come for such an unprecedented event?” Old Physician An said with a smile.

Qi Yue was helpless.

“Help Physician An put on isolation gear,” she said to a disciple.

By the time Old Physician An finished disinfecting and putting on protective clothing, Qi Yue had already begun drawing blood from two pigs.

“This is healthy pig blood and sick pig blood,” she said, handing the extracted blood in individual porcelain test tubes to disciples.

The disciples carefully received them, labeling each one and placing them on test tube racks. Soon the wooden rack was full.

Old Physician An watched carefully without asking questions.

“First I need to obtain serum from sick and healthy pigs,” Qi Yue proactively explained to him. “Since we don’t have a centrifuge, we can only use natural coagulation.”

“What is serum?” Old Physician An asked.

“Blood all looks the same, but its components differ. Serum is plasma with fibrinogen removed,” Qi Yue said.

Couldn’t understand a single word… Old Physician An nodded without asking further.

Accompanied by pig squeals, the two pigs were marked and released.

Qi Yue and others withdrew.

“I suggest you don’t cross this line. Watch your children carefully. Here’s some lime and liquor—please spray it in your homes, don’t go out, wash hands with running water, and if you have external injuries, go to Qianjin Hall immediately for screening,” Qi Yue said.

The villagers were noncommittal.

“Let’s wait until you produce evidence,” the village chief said.

Qi Yue said no more, had disciples distribute those items to the villagers, then withdrew to set up a tent.

This tent was originally created after the incident with the farmer and Madam Xie made Qi Yue realize there might be emergency surgery situations in the field, so she had Hu San rush to make it. With so many things happening, only one was completed, but it was proving useful.

A small, crude laboratory was quickly set up.

“I need to make precipitin now. Please step back,” Qi Yue said, placing her hand on a small porcelain jar.

Even they had to step back?

The disciples and Old Physician An looked worried and no one moved.

“Master, let us do it instead,” one disciple said. “If something happens, we don’t matter, but if something happens to you…”

Old Physician An also nodded.

Qi Yue turned to smile at them.

“Wrong,” she said. “You are the future. You are what’s most important.”

The disciples were stunned and confused. Them? How were they important!

Qi Yue smiled and waved her hand.

“It’s fine. I already did the most dangerous part—extracting dead pig tissue. Now I’m just preparing precipitin. The danger has greatly diminished,” she said.

In other words, if there was real danger, she had already faced it…

The disciples had complex expressions.

“Now isn’t the time for you to learn. I’ll teach you this later,” Qi Yue smiled again. “Go do the serum separation according to what I wrote down. It’s just like what we normally do in the laboratory—steady hands, concentrated attention. No problems.”

The disciples responded in unison and retreated with Old Physician An.

When night fell, the villagers who had watched the novelty all day without seeing anything particularly interesting dispersed. Qi Yue’s tent was lit with torches, very bright in the darkness.

“This contains antigen…” Old Physician An muttered, looking at the liquid in the test tube.

That term was too unfamiliar…

“Clear liquid,” Qi Yue said for him.

Old Physician An carefully placed the test tube back on the wooden rack. Wearing thick gloves made his movements very clumsy.

“This can detect it?” Old Physician An asked.

Qi Yue exhaled.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Master…” Old Physician An looked at her somewhat helpless smile.

“I’m not being modest,” Qi Yue smiled, resting her hands behind her head and looking at the starry sky through the opening. “My previous environment was completely different from now. I’ve never tried these… you know… we had… equipment…”

Old Physician An had heard Liu Pucheng describe the speculation about this Mistress Qi’s master—an existence like an otherworldly immortal.

“But before that… equipment… how did you do it?” he thought and asked.

Before?

Qi Yue looked at him.

Old Physician An looked at her and smiled slightly.

“Why would there be… equipment?” he asked.

“Because there was need,” Qi Yue said, also smiling. “Why do people have needs? Because someone knew it could be made. So in the beginning, there were only people, no machines. With this…”

She pointed to her head, “step by step there came more, better, more perfect…”

Old Physician An smiled.

“Let’s see how tomorrow’s serum separation goes,” Qi Yue waved and stood up. “Physician An, it’s crude here with no place to rest. Please use this reclining chair.”

Old Physician An didn’t refuse. This wasn’t the time to waste words on politeness. With his servant’s help, he lay down to rest.

Qi Yue walked out of the tent. Two disciples were guarding a box that was tilted at an angle.

At some distance from the box, two small charcoal stoves were placed.

“We don’t have an incubator, so we can only use the crude method of room temperature slanted placement overnight,” she said. Though it was summer, nighttime temperatures could very likely drop. “Make sure to keep the temperature from falling too low. Everyone will have to work hard tonight.”

The disciples responded affirmatively.

Qi Yue sat down casually, with disciples scattered around her.

“Master, why can’t the temperature be too low?” someone asked, habitually taking out a small notebook.

Seeing this, the others hurriedly took out theirs too.

“Because blood temperature inside the body is thirty-seven degrees. If the external room temperature is below twenty-five degrees, there will be thermal expansion and contraction reactions, cell walls will rupture, and the resulting serum will be hemolyzed serum, losing our desired effect,” Qi Yue said.

“…Master, blood has temperature?”

“…What’s thermal expansion and contraction?”

“…What exactly are cells? Why can’t I see them?”

“…The naked eye can’t see them. You need a microscope…”

“…What’s a microscope?”

In the crude tent, Old Physician An listened to the discussion outside and smiled faintly, closing his eyes.

Chapter 291: United in Purpose
The Qianjin Hall outside the city was already overcrowded with people, and deaths continued to occur. This time, no matter how much the families resisted, the government ordered all the deceased to be burned before allowing burial.

Watching the people running back and forth who were clearly not physician apprentices, the Prefectural Judge was so anxious he stamped his feet.

“Where did Lady Qi go? Where is she? Where did everyone else go?” he asked.

“Lady Qi went to investigate the source of infection. Some disciples are making medicine, while others are doing epidemic prevention work,” Zhang Tong, who was responsible for reception, hurriedly explained.

“At a time like this, let others do those things. Lady Qi’s medical treatment is what’s urgent,” the Prefectural Judge said. “How is she not here at this moment?”

This was exactly what others wanted to say in their hearts, but at this time—no, not just at this time, probably at any time in the future—they wouldn’t dare say such things in front of Qianjin Hall.

“Lady Qi says prevention is better than treatment,” Zhang Tong explained again as the current spokesperson.

Their penicillin simply couldn’t supply such a large demand. The critically ill needed penicillin for treatment, because without large doses they would die, while those with mild symptoms also needed penicillin for treatment, because without treatment they would become increasingly severe and turn critical, making them untreatable. But there was only so little penicillin—who should get it? Who shouldn’t?

To put it harshly, more than half of those who fell ill now had to rely on luck.

This was a cruel yet unavoidable reality.

They had already done their utmost in treatment. Now they could only find ways to prevent more patients from appearing. Until the source of infection was eliminated, more sick people would continue to emerge each day.

The Prefectural Judge understood this meaning, his expression shocked and complex.

It seemed that this time, Yongqing Prefecture would lose a large number of people…

However, for that woman, facing such reality was even more painful.

He made a sound of acknowledgment.

“You’re right, it should be exactly so,” he said, asking no further questions.

Currently, the most important thing was to fight for the chance of life for more people.

“Then where did she go?” Huang Ziqiao didn’t care what they meant, only concerned about this, asking.

Since confirming the epidemic, the Prefect hadn’t appeared in public. Fortunately, his son had taken his place.

“She said she was investigating the source of infection, something about a pig problem. She took people and left yesterday,” Zhang Tong said.

“Yesterday? She didn’t come back last night?” Huang Ziqiao raised his voice and stepped forward.

Zhang Tong had already been numbed by all kinds of shouting in just this short day, but hearing this suddenly elevated voice still made him pause, nodding dumbly.

“Is the source of infection very dangerous?” Huang Ziqiao asked.

That was natural… something that could make so many people sick…

Zhang Tong nodded.

“Which direction did she go?” Huang Ziqiao asked.

Zhang Tong pointed in a direction.

“There are pig farms over there…” he said.

Before he finished speaking, Huang Ziqiao had already rushed out, leaving Zhang Tong and the Prefectural Judge looking at each other.

“Lady Qi didn’t save his life in vain,” the Prefectural Judge said with some sentiment, smiling and gesturing to a nearby officer. “Quickly follow the young master, don’t let him get into trouble.”

The officer was about to leave with his men when Zhang Tong stopped them again, taking out several isolation suits.

“Officers, thank you for your hard work. Protect yourselves so you can save more people,” he said.

The officers looked at the isolation suits handed over, somewhat excited.

You should know that Qianjin Hall’s isolation suits had already been driven to extremely high prices in the market and were extremely hard to get.

“Take them,” the Prefectural Judge said.

Only then did the officers accept them, a group of people happily putting them on, each face sweeping away the previous unease, replaced by confidence.

How could they not be afraid? Watching patients continuously arriving from all directions, their duty meant they couldn’t hide at home. They also had to patrol everywhere, and even had to go wherever there were patients.

Now it was good. With Qianjin Hall’s clothing, it seemed like they had a layer of iron protection on their bodies.

“Now all the physicians in the city have already joined in treatment. This official has already reported to the Governor of Zhejiang, and more manpower will arrive soon,” the Prefectural Judge said. “Those epidemic prevention inspections and such can be handled by them.”

Zhang Tong breathed a sigh of relief.

As they spoke, there was a commotion outside, and Hu San entered.

“My lord, you’ve finally returned. If you hadn’t come back, we couldn’t have managed,” Zhang Tong hurriedly went over, forgetting about the Prefectural Judge, both urgent and happy and complaining.

Hu San was covered in sweat from head to face.

“Lime, higher purity alcohol have all been delivered,” he said breathlessly, and behind him came the rumbling of carts and horses, with twenty or thirty people pushing and driving more than ten carts in.

“Didn’t you say there weren’t enough people? So quickly done,” Zhang Tong said with great joy, taking over.

But the people driving the carts here seemed somewhat panicked.

“Brother! Government officials!” a man wearing rough cloth couldn’t help but whisper, “Let’s run…”

Before he finished speaking, he was kicked by someone behind him.

“Shut up.”

Zhang Tong had already come over.

“Are you all laborers?” he asked, looking at these people’s dress and appearance—they were all common people, but their looks were somewhat… fierce.

“Yes, yes”

“No, no”

The leaders gave different answers.

Zhang Tong was stunned, and the Prefectural Judge also slowly approached, but he wasn’t looking at the people, rather at the things on the carts.

But this was enough to make the twenty or thirty people stir and retreat.

“What’s wrong?” Hu San also came over, seeing them seeming very nervous, hurriedly patting the arm of someone nearby, “Come, come, let me introduce you, this is my senior brother.”

This person forced out a smile.

“Speaking of which, I was really lucky. I was just worried these lime couldn’t be transported, when they came. They were also buying lime, and hearing that I had bought it all up, they were disappointed. Seeing I had no manpower to transport it, they offered to help us transport the goods so they could at least earn some money…” Hu San said with a chuckle, remembering how anxious he had been then, burning all over, when these burly men with their own donkey carts and horse carts appeared like timely rain. Speaking of this, he leaned close to Zhang Tong, lowering his voice, “…and the labor price is very cheap…”

This was probably the main reason for his joy. Zhang Tong glared at him and politely thanked these men who looked very nervous.

Here, the Prefectural Judge had also finished looking at the goods on the carts.

“These things should have been done by the government, but we let you do them,” he said, turning to look at Zhang Tong and Hu San, patting the cart. “Since you’ve put in the effort, you shouldn’t have to pay the money as well. All the expenses you’ve spent on epidemic prevention this time will be covered by the government.”

Upon hearing this, Hu San was overjoyed.

“Thank you, Your Honor, thank you, Your Honor,” he hurriedly bowed and said.

Zhang Tong hadn’t expected the Prefectural Judge to give such a guarantee at this time, and also thanked him.

“When the time comes, organize a list of expenses and report it…” the Prefectural Judge said.

Before he finished speaking, Hu San happily pulled out a slip of paper from his body and handed it over with both hands.

“Your Honor, this is all the expenses up to today…” he said.

The Prefectural Judge didn’t react immediately.

Zhang Tong somewhat embarrassedly glared at Hu San. That look clearly said, “Is this how you behave?”

The Prefectural Judge laughed heartily and reached out to take it.

“Good, I’ll have this money allocated to you as soon as possible,” he said.

Hu San was overjoyed, hesitating for a long time but still couldn’t bring himself to say “no rush.”

The officials were very busy during this great epidemic in Yongqing Prefecture. After the Prefectural Judge’s inspection, he hurriedly left. After seeing off the official, both Zhang Tong and Hu San breathed a sigh of relief, and those men still by the carts also breathed a sigh of relief.

“Oh my, scared me to death, this was my first time standing so close to an official…” one man couldn’t help but beam with joy, “I’ll go back and show off…”

“Show off your head,” the person next to him hit him. “Shut up.”

Here, Zhang Tong also gave Hu San a hit.

“Would it kill you to say ‘no rush’?” he said.

“But it really is urgent… Master’s money is about to run out… Do you know how much we’ve spent during this period? Just that penicillin alone equals the cost of our entire Qianjin Hall!” Hu San said.

Zhang Tong’s eyes widened.

In fact, they had no idea about Qianjin Hall’s expenses.

“That much?” he asked somewhat stuttering, “Those rotten oranges, melon rinds, wooden frames and such…”

Hu San snorted.

“Oranges and melons aren’t expensive, but do you know how those culture media that Master and the others use are boiled? Seaweed, do you know seaweed? Cart after cart is needed, and cart after cart is wasted. Do you know what those test tubes Master wanted are made of? White crystal! Such large white crystals were ground to make just those two small test tubes… And those pots, jars, wooden frames, how much extra money I paid to rush them. If anything didn’t fit, it couldn’t be used and had to be redone… All that money flowed like water… and it was all wasted…” he said, getting sadder as he spoke. He couldn’t help but lift his sleeve to wipe his tears. “What does Master eat every day, what does she wear, what are other women her age doing, and look at her…”

Speaking of this, Hu San could no longer hold back and actually began crying loudly.

Everyone in the courtyard was startled and looked over.

Seeing a grown man standing in the courtyard crying with his head back…

What was going on?

Zhang Tong felt both heartbroken and embarrassed. He wanted to scold him but couldn’t bear to. Looking at Hu San, travel-worn, face and body covered in lime, the injuries on his beaten face still not healed…

Hu San had been under a lot of pressure recently.

They worried about the disease situation, while Hu San worried about all the logistics and supplies. They just focused on treating patients and saving lives, just reaching out their hands, and as long as they reached out, Hu San had to provide what they needed, no matter how large the quantity or how urgent…

He finally sighed and reached out to pat Hu San.

“At least now there’s some progress, we know what disease it is, and you should get some good rest too,” he said.

Hu San felt much better after crying and shook his head while wiping his tears.

“I’ll put the things in storage first…” he said chokingly, going to direct those people, “Come to the back courtyard.”

Those cart drivers were all dumbfounded. Seeing the man sobbing like a little wife while talking to them, some couldn’t help but chuckle, but quickly covered their mouths, hurriedly driving their carts toward the back.

The courtyard finally returned to normal and began bustling about again.

Liu Pucheng, standing outside the patient room, sighed.

“Everyone’s under a lot of pressure,” he said in a low voice.

“Lady Qi’s is probably even greater,” Physician Zhu said behind him in a low voice.

After saying this, they both sighed again.

“Alright, grit our teeth, we’re about to get through this,” Liu Pucheng said.

Physician Zhu also nodded, and the two turned and went in to get busy.

Chapter 292: Working Together
Qi Yue had no idea what was happening back there. At this very moment, she couldn’t help but cheer with joy.

“Look! Look!” She was emotionally excited, somewhat losing her composure, pointing at the test tubes arranged on the shelf in front of her. In the sunlight, the white crystal emitted dazzling light.

The clan elder and several villagers couldn’t help but move closer, exclaiming in wonder.

“Such precious things must be worth a lot of money…” a woman couldn’t help but murmur. This woman looked very wealthy, so when it came time to demand compensation, she must open her mouth wide…

“No, I’m asking you to look at this…” Qi Yue said, taking a small stick to point at the test tube. “Look, here…”

In the crystal, between the clearly distinct colored liquids above and below, there was an obvious white ring, so clear and distinct.

“This is the precipitation reaction of a sick pig,” Qi Yue said, then pointed to another one. “And this one, without the white ring, is the precipitation reaction of a healthy pig.”

The clan elder and others looked at her.

“What does this mean?” they asked.

“Only pigs with anthrax will show this reaction,” Qi Yue said.

Old Physician An and his disciples also gathered around to look.

“How miraculous, it actually shows different reactions… So amazing, how did this… happen?” everyone murmured.

Experiments? Reactions? Cells? These strange terms flowed through everyone’s minds.

The miraculous… natural world…

The villagers stared at her blankly.

“This, this, this counts as what evidence?” the woman pointed and shouted, somewhat mockingly. “Who knows how you fiddled with these things? We don’t understand…”

Qi Yue was looking at the precipitation reaction she had made with joy, her body trembling slightly with excitement. Hearing this, she turned her head.

“What? Evidence?” She looked at the woman and smiled. “Evidence isn’t for you to see, it’s for me to see. Whether you understand or not doesn’t matter, as long as I understand.”

The woman was stunned again. What did that mean?

“I’m proving it to myself. As long as I know I’m doing the right thing, that’s enough,” Qi Yue smiled, turning around to look at the villagers. “Then I declare that your village’s pigs have anthrax and need to be isolated and destroyed.”

Destroyed…

The woman stared at her blankly. What did destroyed mean…

When Huang Ziqiao found them, what he saw was a chaotic scene.

Twenty or thirty villagers were angrily shouting, surrounding Qi Yue and the others.

Several disciples each tightly protected their medicine boxes.

“What are you doing! Rebelling?” Huang Ziqiao shouted loudly, spurring his horse and charging over with his whip, lashing out chaotically. The officers behind him naturally weren’t to be outdone.

After a bout of crying and shouting, the villagers retreated.

“How did you get here?” Qi Yue looked at him happily and asked.

Huang Ziqiao dismounted and snorted without speaking.

“Why aren’t you wearing protective clothing?” Qi Yue pulled him to look, frowning. “What are you doing running around like a child…”

Huang Ziqiao impatiently shook off her hand.

“Hey, did you find it or not?” he asked with a stern face.

Qi Yue paused, then immediately understood.

“Of course.” She smiled and tilted her head toward that direction. “This village’s pigs.”

“What needs to be done?” Huang Ziqiao asked.

Qi Yue nodded and pointed around.

“First, all sick pigs must be isolated, burned, and buried deep. But since there’s no time to identify them, the fastest and safest approach is to burn and bury all the pigs together…” she said.

As soon as she finished speaking, crying sounds rose from the villagers again.

“Heaven help us, there’s no way to live…” the woman sat on the ground, already crying with disheveled hair, beating her chest and stamping her feet. “You might as well burn us to death too. This cuts off a family’s livelihood…”

“Shut up!” Huang Ziqiao shouted.

Seeing his clothing and the officers behind him, the woman’s crying subsided slightly.

“Young master, there’s really no way around this,” the clan elder said in a heavy voice. “Dozens of pigs, just saying kill them and they’re killed, this, this doesn’t make sense.”

“Uncle, I told you, these are sick pigs. Don’t think of them as livestock for making money anymore—they’re like bombs! At this point, are you really going to sacrifice the lives of the entire village, even the entire city, for these pigs?” Qi Yue said.

“Don’t speak so grandly. How did the lives of the entire city become our business?” the clan elder said with a pale face.

“Because I say so,” Qi Yue looked at him and said.

“You, whatever you say goes?” the clan elder said urgently.

He had never seen such a woman—what kind of woman was this!

“In this matter, indeed whatever I say goes,” Qi Yue said. “I’m sorry, I don’t have time to patiently explain to you. If you don’t believe me, there’s nothing I can do. I can only do what I should do.”

What should be done?

“Xiao Qiao, go back quickly and tell your father to bring people to seal off this village. All the pigs, including other livestock, must all be destroyed,” Qi Yue said to Huang Ziqiao.

Upon hearing this, everyone was in an uproar again, and the woman began wailing again.

“Why do I need to tell my father? If I say it, it’s done,” Huang Ziqiao didn’t care about these people and said, waving the whip in his hand. “Now you all go home immediately and pack your things. For now, all go to…”

He looked at Qi Yue at this point.

“For now, all go to Qianjin Hall for suspected case screening,” Qi Yue said.

“You, we’ve lived in this village for generations. You say we should leave and we leave? Impossible!” The clan elder was also angry, gritting his teeth and shouting. “We won’t leave!”

Following his words, the other villagers also shouted loudly.

“We won’t leave!”

“Fine!” Huang Ziqiao glared and raised his whip to strike, but was grabbed by Qi Yue.

With so many people, they would definitely be at a disadvantage if a conflict broke out. Besides, it was better not to have any external injuries here.

Seeing that Qi Yue and the others stopped talking, the villagers became happy.

Exactly—opening their mouths to burn their pigs was just like bandits robbing people’s property.

No matter where they took this case, they would be in the right! As for those diseases and such…

“They say our pigs harm people and cause disease—how come we’re all fine?”

“Exactly, fiddling with those bottles and jars and then saying it’s our pigs’ fault?”

As they spoke, one of them suddenly looked at the ground.

“…Second Uncle, why do I feel like the ground is shaking?”

“What?” The person next to him looked down and also noticed it. “Could it be an earthquake?”

Upon hearing this, the noisy crowd fell silent.

An earthquake?

“It really is moving!” someone shouted loudly.

Before he finished speaking, they heard hoofbeats approaching from far to near.

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

“It’s hoofbeats. Making such a fuss and scaring people to death,” the clan elder turned to scold, but before he finished speaking and turned his head, he froze, his gaze falling on the rear.

Not understanding what was happening, everyone also looked over, only to see that at some unknown time, teams of mounted soldiers were approaching from behind, surrounding them in a fan formation. The riders wore bright armor, with swords and spears like a forest.

How did so many… garrison troops come?

Everyone was stunned. There wasn’t a sound of quarreling, only the uniform hoofbeats pressing closer step by step.

Looking at the man walking at the front, Huang Ziqiao snorted and irritably whipped his whip on the ground.

These garrison troops approached, and following gestures from several leader-like figures, they spurred their horses and scattered. As they scattered, a line of white lime appeared on the ground.

It turned out each person’s horse had lime bags tied to it.

“You won’t leave, is that right?” Chang Yuncheng finally looked over and asked, sitting high on his horse looking down. “You can’t bear to part with your pigs, is that right?”

Facing these garrison troops with swords and spears in hand, the villagers didn’t dare breathe heavily.

“Military sir, it’s really that without an explanation, we, we…” the clan elder gritted his teeth and stepped forward to speak.

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng nodded.

He pointed at the white line on the ground.

“No problem, you can stay,” he said. “But those who stay must not cross this line. Otherwise, like those pigs and livestock, you’ll be killed without mercy.”

The villagers gasped.

“Military sir,” the clan elder called out in a trembling voice, “what great crime have we committed?”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing. Someone beside him stepped forward and unrolled a scroll in his hands, displaying it to the clan elder.

The villagers were illiterate and could only see several bright red official seals on it.

The clan elder squinted and looked bit by bit, his face pale.

“Let’s go quickly, let’s go quickly,” he waved his hand and said.

“What does it say?” some villagers couldn’t help but ask.

“This is a plague notice jointly issued by the Governor and the Provincial Governor. There really is plague in our Yongqing Prefecture…” the clan elder said in a low voice.

Watching the villagers obediently go back to pack their things and leave the village, Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief.

“The government still has authority,” she sighed.

All her good words and bad words for half a day were useless…

“Without your confirmation, the government would have no opportunity to show authority,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue glanced at him and patted his arm.

“Thanks for the flattery, I’m very pleased,” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng was somewhat amused by her words. Just as he was about to say something more, Qi Yue had already walked away.

“Let’s go, let’s go. The government has taken over here, let’s go back,” she called out.

The disciples responded and happily shouldered their medicine boxes and belongings, following her.

How to burn, how to bury deep, what to pay attention to—Qi Yue had already instructed all these garrison troops. After walking a few steps, she stopped and looked at Chang Yuncheng standing with his hands behind his back.

“Hey,” she called.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at her.

“Don’t get too close,” Qi Yue instructed. “You have injuries recently.”

She had been saying this constantly since they met.

Chang Yuncheng smiled at her.

“Yes, I know,” he said.

Only then did Qi Yue turn around, and the group quickly departed.

The subsequent work was all taken over by the government: burning and burying human and animal corpses, prohibiting consumption of various meat and dairy products, citywide disinfection and screening, personnel and supply allocation. Hu San was satisfied to receive the money he wanted, and the isolation hospital at Qianjin Hall outside the city also concentrated physicians from Yongqing Prefecture and other places. Everything was abundant, except for medicine.

Although they had found the source of infection and carried out destruction, isolation, and epidemic prevention, those infected people buried earlier still broke out at a rate visible to everyone, such as those pig-raising families in Shihezi Village—one in every three.

Now no one felt sorry for those pigs anymore. Now they felt they were worse off than those pigs, because later Qi Yue told them that for these pigs that were slaughtered, burned, and buried, the government would give them some compensation. Although it couldn’t compare to the money from selling pork, at least they wouldn’t lose everything. But when they got sick, no one would give them money.

Cutaneous anthrax was manageable—the physicians here recognized it and had ways to deal with non-acute cases. But for those acute edema cases, intestinal anthrax, pulmonary anthrax, and other septicemic anthrax, everyone could only rely on Qi Yue’s penicillin.

“Don’t you have that medicine that can treat diarrhea?” Qi Yue asked anxiously.

Now they couldn’t even extract penicillin from urine…

“I’ve used it all up too,” the old physician was also stamping his feet anxiously. “Why can’t you make more of your medicine?”

“Don’t worry about my medicine. Tell me what you need and go prepare medicine quickly,” Qi Yue said.

“The things I need are hard to find! Do you think I can prepare it just because I want to?” the old physician blew his beard and glared. “Besides, how can I prepare medicine for so many people?”

Qi Yue rolled her eyes. Fine, she forgot—there was still the principle of confidentiality.

“Then come with me to my laboratory. There are fewer people there, and you can prepare however you want,” she said.

Qi Yue brought this physician to the laboratory area. Although the disciples here didn’t directly face patients, their work intensity was greater, and their psychological pressure was also greater.

Without medicine, people died. People died because there was no medicine. There was no medicine because they couldn’t extract it. Such thoughts weighing on their hearts wouldn’t make anyone feel relaxed.

“It’s not that everyone isn’t working hard—it’s environmental limitations,” Qi Yue repeatedly explained, but how much effect it could have was unknown.

“Master, look at this mold here—can it be used now?” a disciple ran over and called out.

Qi Yue immediately went over. The old physician hesitated for a moment. Looking around, seeing no one paying attention to him, much less stopping him, he stepped forward to follow.

What did it mean to extract medicine anyway?

The room was piled high with fruits, even clothes, and everything that could grow mold. The pungent smell could choke someone to death.

But someone wasn’t afraid. Just looking at the doorway, the old physician rushed in.

“So much here, so much, so much…” he shouted loudly.

Qi Yue and the disciple were startled.

“These are used to make medicine, not…” Qi Yue was about to explain to him when the old physician rushed up to her.

“You have so much medicine and still say there’s no medicine,” he shouted, holding two moldy oranges in his hands, touching the white fuzzy mold growing on them.

Qi Yue paused, as if thinking of something.

“Your medicine wouldn’t be…” she asked.

“My medicine is made from these things,” the old man nodded, revealing the secret formula he had once protected like his life so easily now.

Qi Yue slapped her forehead. She remembered—it seemed ancient people had discovered the bactericidal principle of penicillin very early. Initially, tailors would use moldy tofu and such to apply to wounds made during work.

The ancients were truly divine beings…

This could also be considered understanding and application of penicillin’s effects.

“Well then, since our medicine-making principles are the same, let’s work together… hey, hey, but don’t waste my penicillin…”

Chapter 293: Reaching the Top
By late August, the capital had shed some of its summer heat, but at noon, it was still sweltering.

A line of young eunuchs carried ice basins silently through the side door into the main hall.

Compared to the heat outside, the room was quite cool.

Behind the yellow gauze curtains came the sound of slapping.

A eunuch standing with hands at his sides hurriedly lifted the curtain and entered.

The Emperor, wearing only a light blue cloth robe and reclining sideways on a white jade bed, was throwing memorial after memorial onto the table before him.

The slapping sounds came from this.

The Emperor took his time, one hand propping up his head, the other throwing memorials, and finally he even tried to stack the memorials as he threw them.

His narrow eyes squinted further, and his thin lips pressed tight. Though it was clearly a boring activity, he appeared particularly focused.

The eunuch watching from the side was both amused and exasperated.

“My Majesty…” he bent forward, “on such a hot day, staying cooped up in the room playing with these things—if the Grand Secretaries found out, they’d kneel and lecture and make such a fuss that Your Majesty would get a headache again.”

The Emperor threw the last memorial, also finding it boring, and sat up. His loose cloth robe nearly slipped off, revealing his solid chest.

His imperial throne had been won through mounted warfare. His grandfather, the founding Emperor, had conquered the realm through battle, and his father had also grown up in warfare from childhood. When he was born, his grandfather had already secured the realm, but the martial tradition hadn’t been lost. Therefore, from childhood, besides studying, he had also trained on the drill grounds. Of course, as a precious heir to the imperial family, he naturally couldn’t use real swords and spears, but his physique had been trained to be quite robust.

Emperor Yu of Great Xia stretched his arms and arranged his robes properly.

“How boring,” he said.

“Your Majesty, Consort Dong is fishing at Jade Wave Pool. It’s cool there too. How about we go join in the fun?” the eunuch suggested with a smile.

The Emperor rubbed the corner of his eye.

“Sickeningly sweet, not going,” he said, then lay down again propping his head with his hand in a different direction.

“Then how about listening to Beauty Lian play the zither?” the eunuch suggested again.

“Annoying,” the Emperor answered simply.

The eunuch walked around the table, fanning him gently.

“There are some new birds sent to the Imperial Garden that sing beautifully. Shall this old servant take Your Majesty for a walk to see them?” he said happily again.

The Emperor opened his eyes, seeming interested.

“Right,” he said, waving his hand. “I almost forgot about these fresh things.”

The eunuch breathed a sigh of relief. Serving the Emperor was no easy task, especially this Emperor with his changeable moods.

But finally there was something that interested His Majesty.

Just as he was about to wave his whisk and respond by going to prepare the imperial palanquin, the Emperor continued speaking.

“Go. Have the Imperial Kitchen stew them well and bring them here,” he said.

The eunuch nearly tripped over his own whisk.

He looked at his Majesty in surprise.

“Mm.” The Emperor squinted and thought, then raised his hand again, his wide robe sliding down to reveal his slender arm. “Stew two, and roast two!”

The eunuch nodded.

Well, he should have known this master’s thoughts were different from others.

“Very well,” he responded and bowed to withdraw, only turning around when he reached the gauze curtain.

“Add more Sichuan peppercorns, no scallions…” the Emperor added from behind.

Well, Director of the Salt Bureau, your gift wasn’t sent in vain. His Majesty eating happily is better than just leaving them there.

The eunuch responded loudly and hurried off.

Here, the Emperor looked at the memorials on the table again, sighed, and reached for them.

“How come there are more and more the more I look…” he muttered, then reclined and opened one to read.

At this time, in another room, four or five people were arguing about something.

“Are we really going to submit this memorial?” one of them asked, holding two or three memorials in his hand.

“Better not. What’s so important that it needs to be sent before the Emperor?” someone said.

“What do you mean not important?” others objected, pointing at the memorial. “Yongqing Prefecture is reporting plague!”

“What plague?” the previous person said, flipping through the memorial. “What kind of plague is this… Look, ‘Now there is Lady Qi who has devised countermeasures’… a woman’s countermeasures… what a joke…”

An elderly man who had pushed the door to enter, saw so many people in the room, and immediately withdrew his foot, suddenly stopped.

“Where?” he asked loudly.

His sudden shout startled these people.

“Lord Zhou,” they hurried over to bow.

Zhou Maochun waved impatiently.

“Where?” he asked again.

Where? The people didn’t understand and looked at each other.

“What about Yongqing Prefecture?” Zhou Maochun asked. “A woman?”

He spoke with some excitement.

Anything reported to the Imperial Medical Academy was naturally related to medical matters. Yongqing Prefecture, a woman, medical matters—could it possibly be…

“Oh, my lord, it’s this one. Please take a look,” the person holding the memorial hurriedly presented it respectfully.

Zhou Maochun took it and looked. After one glance, he laughed heartily.

“It’s indeed her!” he laughed.

The others were somewhat baffled by his laughter.

“My lord, do you know her?” one asked tentatively.

“Of course I know her. She’s a divine physician,” Zhou Maochun said, with an expression suggesting they were truly ignorant.

A divine physician?

“Who is she?” they hurried to ask.

“Didn’t you read the memorial?” Zhou Maochun glared. He had been clever since childhood, able to read ten lines at a glance with perfect recall, and daily disliked dealing with stupid people.

The several people were both amused and exasperated.

“We did read it,” they couldn’t be impolite, so they said.

“You read it and still ask,” Zhou Maochun said, taking the memorial and turning to leave.

The people hurried to call him back.

“My lord, where are you going?” they asked.

“To send it to His Majesty. Such a big matter, why waste time?” Zhou Maochun said.

“My lord, my lord,” they hurried to catch up and stop him. “This, this hasn’t been deliberated yet… we absolutely cannot disturb His Majesty.”

It should be deliberated first, then sent to the Cabinet, then deliberated again, before finally reaching His Majesty’s eyes. How could it be sent over rashly? The exact situation hadn’t even been clarified yet.

“Deliberate what? If Lady Qi says it’s plague, then it’s plague,” Zhou Maochun said with glaring eyes, patting the memorial in his hand. “Lady Qi’s words still need deliberation?”

With that, he took the memorial and hurried away, looking like he was really heading toward the palace.

The people stood dumbfounded in place.

Why didn’t Lady Qi’s words need deliberation?

And also…

“Who is Lady Qi?” one said blankly.

Yes, who was Lady Qi? They looked at each other in bewilderment.

A gust of wind blew. Qi Yue sneezed.

“It’s going to rain,” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue nodded and continued walking along the path without speaking.

“A’Hao said the Second Madam has been to the house many times, going every day to cry, wanting to come find you,” A’Ru changed the subject.

“That won’t do. Her health is too weak; she can’t come here,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru nodded.

As they spoke, they had walked to the lakeside.

Just as Wang Qiao’er had said, the best scenery of this estate was this lake.

Qi Yue looked at the lake surface.

“Also, you still refuse to enter the city, don’t you? Many people want to drag Wang Qingchun out of prison and make him kneel at the city gate to welcome you into the city…” A’Ru continued with a smile.

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“It’s not because of Wang Qingchun. I just…” she said, seeming not to know how to express it, just not wanting to enter the city.

Why she didn’t want to, she didn’t know herself…

Or rather, she didn’t want to go anywhere…

“What’s wrong with you? You seem…” A’Ru hesitated before asking her doubt.

Logically, these past few days should have been happy events. The people believed her words, the government also believed and promptly intervened firmly, epidemic prevention, isolation, and treatment proceeded effectively. Although people still died in the end, overall, this epidemic had been controlled.

Qi Yue didn’t speak, her gaze fixed on the lake surface.

She hadn’t expected so many people would die, especially when she clearly knew how to treat them.

As a doctor in a modern hospital, she had almost never faced such large-scale human death, except for natural disasters, man-made calamities, earthquakes, car accidents, and other things beyond human power.

Infectious diseases, in modern medical science and technology, rarely caused such large-scale death anymore.

“A’Ru, I’m always very tired. Very… afraid…” Qi Yue said, her gaze still on the lake surface. “I… am not from your place… I’m alone… I know what I can do. But I also seem unable to do anything. If I don’t act, I feel guilty. If I do act, I fear it’s all in vain. I reach out my hands, seeming to have everything under control, but everything is like quicksand that can’t be grasped… A’Ru, sometimes when I stand before you all, I feel like I want to go mad. The words I say, the things I do, those habits of mine that never needed much explanation, yet I have to repeat and explain countless times. But still, you and I seem separated by a layer of gauze…”

As she spoke, she stretched out her hand. Rain droplets had begun to fall, dancing in her palm.

“I shout and scream, wanting to tear apart this layer of gauze. So at that time, I said such extreme and harsh words. I’ve had enough, I can’t stand it…” she murmured.

A’Ru was already crying uncontrollably.

Qi Yue looked at the lake surface, reached up to untie her clothes, and before A’Ru could react, took a few steps and jumped into the lake water.

A’Ru’s scream accompanied the splash of water.

Seeing the woman disappear from the water surface in an instant, she felt her legs go weak and couldn’t make a sound.

Time seemed to pass for a lifetime, then she saw the woman’s head emerge from the lake surface, followed by her arms, drawing beautiful curves, flowing like a fish before disappearing into the water again.

A’Ru sat on the ground gradually coming to her senses, feeling like her whole person had come back to life.

Qi Yue took a breath and dove underwater, beginning to swim vigorously. The cumbersome skirt was untied by her, wearing only the undergarments she had designed for A’Hao to make. Gradually becoming one with the water, her whole body relaxed.

She kept swimming, as if she had returned to the swimming pool she often visited.

“Yue’er, go for it! Break the record!”

Faintly in her ears was her father’s voice. Through the rippling water surface, she seemed to see her father standing by the poolside.

“What record is she going to break?” came the laughter of her mother and sister from nearby. “With her dog paddle, what record could she break?”

“Break her own record,” her father laughed.

Before Qi Yue’s eyes, the lake water flowed, and in her ears came applause that seemed both near and far.

“Break your own record! Go for it!”

“Break last time’s record!”

Go for it! she shouted in her heart, once again speeding up and swimming out.

The fine rain threads became large raindrops, chaotically striking the lake surface, soon creating a vast expanse of mist.

Chapter 294: Hardship
In the heavy rain, two men each carrying oil-cloth wrapped bundles of medicinal materials ran into the back courtyard.

Under the eaves, two solemn garrison soldiers watched them.

The two men’s footsteps involuntarily stopped.

Although everyone who could approach this place had already been checked, seeing them stop, the soldiers’ eyes still carried some wariness.

This was an important location for epidemic prevention supplies—there could be no mistakes.

Seeing the two soldiers’ expressions, the man behind came to his senses and bumped into the man in front while moving forward.

The two stood under the corridor one after another, not looking at the two soldiers as they removed the oil cloth, hung it aside, and carried the two perfectly dry medicinal bundles into the room.

When they came out again, the two soldiers’ gazes had turned toward the courtyard gate. Instinctively sensing the attention, they turned their heads simultaneously.

The two men emerging from the room were staring at them blankly.

Four eyes met, silent for a moment.

The two men’s bodies unconsciously tensed, their hands unconsciously moving to their waists.

Though there was nothing there…

Before the garrison troops arrived, Qianjin Hall was short-handed, so they hired more than twenty people who had delivered lime to serve as laborers, responsible for crowd isolation, goods transport, and other work. Without them, those panicked rushing crowds simply couldn’t be controlled, and it also prevented situations like supplies being looted.

After the garrison troops came and took over crowd isolation, these people didn’t leave but stayed to continue helping.

Under such a great plague disaster, those who could flee had fled. They weren’t from Yongqing Prefecture but hadn’t left and instead stayed. It was said that Qianjin Hall’s financial manager, Steward Hu, was withholding their wages, but…

“Thank you for your hard work,” the two soldiers nodded and said.

The two men gasped and widened their eyes, seeming somewhat incredulous.

“No, no…” one of them stammered.

“Not hard work, not hard work. You soldiers are the ones working hard,” the other interrupted, nodding and bowing.

The atmosphere immediately became lively.

Everyone nodded to each other, and the two men walked out into the rain.

Once they left this place, the two men couldn’t help but run. As if vicious dogs were chasing them, they ran breathlessly into a courtyard that was extremely noisy.

“Fourth Brother, Fourth Brother, guess what I heard, guess…” the man who rushed in grabbed a man who was talking grandly with four or five others and shouted.

“Guess what,” that man turned back irritably.

The speaking man laughed heartily.

“I heard those soldiers say ‘thank you for your hard work’ to me!” he clapped and laughed, as if this was the funniest joke. “Thank you for your hard work! Those soldiers said it to me!”

In the past, they were chased by these soldiers like homeless dogs. Today they were politely told “thank you for your hard work”!

This was something they couldn’t even dream of!

“Enough,” the man frowned and covered his mouth. “Control your mouth, don’t cause trouble for me!”

This man sat down resentfully, but still couldn’t hide his excitement.

“What’s there to show off about? Yesterday a soldier even helped me push a cart…” a smaller, younger man said.

While they chattered here, several more serious men gathered together over there.

“Fourth Brother, did Big Brother say when we’re leaving?” one of them asked in a low voice. “These boys are restless here and will cause trouble sooner or later. Then it won’t just be helping Lady Qi—it’ll bring trouble.”

“Right, don’t forget several of our brothers’ wanted posters are still posted in several prefectures,” another said in a low voice.

The man called Fourth Brother nodded.

“Big Brother said after we give Lady Qi one more big gift, then we’ll leave,” he said.

“The money’s all prepared. We’ll just throw it in Lady Qi’s courtyard when the time comes, right?” one of them said.

Fourth Brother smiled.

“That doesn’t count. Big Brother’s talking about those people’s matter,” he said.

This sentence made everyone understand.

“Right, right, it’s time,” they laughed.

“Oh my, Master Hu, how do you have time to come here?”

Voices came from outside the door.

This was the gatekeeper reporting. The people in the room immediately stopped talking.

Hu San had already entered with a cheerful laugh.

“Thank you for your hard work, brothers. I’ve come to calculate everyone’s wages,” he smiled.

“No rush, no rush,” Fourth Brother hurried to smile.

“No, my master said soldiers may not move before supplies are ready. You brothers are equivalent to our supplies this time. Everything else can wait, but you cannot be neglected,” Hu San said seriously, taking out a money pouch from his chest and slowly handing it over.

The man paused, then stopped declining. Anyway, he would return it to Lady Qi in the future. He reached out to accept it.

Hu San watched his suddenly empty hand with great reluctance. Seeing the man not even looking before throwing the money to someone nearby:

“Hey, hey, count it too,” he hurried to remind.

The man laughed heartily and quickly pulled back his hand to open the money pouch.

Wow, gold leaves…

Hu San raised his eyebrows and shouted for everyone in his heart.

In fact, no one around shouted. Everyone looked at him with that strange smile…

What was wrong with these people…

Logically, laborers earning money should be like seeing their own fathers when they saw money, right?

Why did they look so strange…

“Thank you, Master Hu,” the man said, casually tossing the money pouch to someone nearby.

The person nearby also casually hung the money pouch at his waist.

Well, these people hadn’t seen money, hadn’t seen gold leaves, didn’t know how to get excited. I, Hu San, understand and won’t mock them.

“You’re welcome, you’ve earned it. We’re so grateful to you all this time. Without you, things would have been terrible,” Hu San smiled and patted the man’s shoulder. “When everything is completely stable, I’ll have a good drink with everyone.”

Hearing about alcohol, the men all understood, and everyone’s eyes brightened.

Because epidemic prevention was crucial, drinking wasn’t allowed here. But they had to watch the liquor daily, which was like watching a beautiful woman undressing on the bed while being unable to move one’s hands and feet. A group of people were nearly tortured to death.

The atmosphere immediately became enthusiastic.

“I want to drink,” Qi Yue said, wrapped in a blanket.

A’Ru handed over ginger soup with no room for negotiation.

“You dared to jump in the lake, how can you not dare to drink ginger soup?” she said.

Urgent footsteps sounded outside, then someone burst in.

The rain was still falling outside. Chang Yuncheng, wearing only a bamboo hat, was soaked through.

“How did you fall into the lake?” he asked. When he asked this, he was still outside. Now that he entered and heard A’Ru’s words, he froze in place, his face showing fear.

Jump into the lake? Throw oneself into the lake?

“No, no,” Qi Yue hurried to smile, her wet hair sticking to her face. As she said this, she sneezed heavily.

Chang Yuncheng, not caring about the water on his body, removed his bamboo hat and set it aside. He took the ginger soup from A’Ru’s hands and handed it to Qi Yue, his expression brooking no refusal.

Qi Yue smiled, reached out from under the blanket to take it, tilted her head back, and drank it all in big gulps.

“Go get another bowl,” she said, sticking out her tongue.

A’Ru glanced at the dripping Chang Yuncheng, understood, and went out.

Only the two of them remained in the room. Chang Yuncheng was somewhat constrained, moving his gaze around the room.

This was Qi Yue’s simple resting place, even more modest than Qianjin Hall.

This woman…

Chang Yuncheng’s nose felt slightly sour.

“Take off your clothes.”

Qi Yue’s voice came. Chang Yuncheng was startled.

Take off…

He looked over to see Qi Yue had already stood up and taken out a robe from a small cabinet nearby.

This was one of those uniform laboratory robes from Qianjin Hall, loose and large, not distinguishing between men and women or sizes.

“No, no need,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“I’ll step aside. Change quickly. Do you really want to catch cold and make me feel guilty and worried?” she smiled.

Chang Yuncheng’s face flushed red.

“Step aside for what? It’s not like you haven’t seen it before,” he muttered, reaching out to unfasten his wet clothes.

Qi Yue quickly turned her head away.

“You really are…” she said with a smile, ultimately turning around.

Chang Yuncheng had only said this instinctively. After saying it and reflecting on it, only bitterness remained.

Various scenes of past bedroom play flashed before his eyes again, and he seemed to hear that woman’s startled shouts in his ears.

But at this moment, his ears were quiet, and the woman before him had her back turned, picking up a towel.

“Here. Dry yourself,” she said, reaching back with the towel.

Polite avoidance, no panic, no shyness. Everything so natural and casual.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to take it, slowly drying his body.

When A’Ru came in again, Chang Yuncheng was already wearing the robe. Being tall and large, the clothes on him exposed his arms and legs, looking extremely awkward.

Chang Yuncheng naturally felt awkward too. He simply sat down, using drinking ginger soup to cover his embarrassment, watching from the corner of his eye.

Here, Qi Yue and A’Ru were shaking out the clothes he had taken off.

“I’ll go dry this,” A’Ru said.

“This needs to be washed—it’s all rainwater,” Qi Yue shook her head. “Go see if anyone else has spare clothes, similar size, and borrow a set.”

A’Ru nodded and went out again.

“I didn’t jump into the lake. I was swimming,” Qi Yue said, turning around.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his gaze and made a sound of acknowledgment.

The room fell silent.

“When are you leaving?” Qi Yue asked.

“Since I’m already delayed, being a bit later doesn’t matter,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I’ll leave after everything is completely resolved.”

Delayed… indeed…

Qi Yue sighed.

Not knowing what to say, she sat down and said nothing.

The rain outside grew heavier, pattering against the roof and window lattices and splashing in. Qi Yue got up to close the windows, and Chang Yuncheng also hurried to help.

Because he got up quickly, the robe caught on the table corner.

Chang Yuncheng moved roughly without stopping, and with a ripping sound, it tore.

Qi Yue turned around in surprise to see half the man’s body exposed, revealing his strong chest, waist, and thighs…

Seeing her look over, Chang Yuncheng somewhat frantically reached to pull the torn robe to cover himself.

Qi Yue was both annoyed and amused. Seeing his embarrassed and comical appearance, she finally covered her mouth and laughed loudly.

“Chang Yuncheng, you exhibitionist! Did you come here deliberately to show off your muscles?” she laughed loudly.

Chang Yuncheng!

She hadn’t called his name like this for a long time…

Always “you” or “hey” instead.

Chang Yuncheng! Chang Yuncheng!

Chang Yuncheng looked at the woman covering her mouth and laughing before him, feeling his mind explode with a roar. He stepped forward and pulled this woman into his arms, one hand snapping the window shut.

With a snap, the room became even darker, rain beating against the window like beans, making intense crisp sounds.

Chapter 295: Consequences
A’Ru stood under the corridor holding clothes, closing her umbrella and leaning it against the wall.

“Miss,” she called softly first, “I brought them.”

“Bring them in.”

Qi Yue’s voice responded.

Only then did A’Ru step to the door and enter.

The room was the same as when she left—the atmosphere quiet. Qi Yue sat in a chair, leaning against the table leisurely flipping through a book. Chang Yuncheng sat by the small bed with his head lowered, wrapped in a blanket.

Wrapped in a blanket?!

A’Ru was somewhat surprised.

“It’s raining, got cold,” Qi Yue said with her head down, but as if seeing her surprise.

Oh… cold… yes… it was a bit cold.

A’Ru placed the clothes by the bed.

“Young Master, let this servant help you dress…” she said.

“No need, you go out,” Chang Yuncheng said, raising his lowered head.

“Whose servant are you anyway?” Qi Yue also spoke from the side, with some displeasure.

Fine, A’Ru responded and turned to go out.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the clothes by the bed, listening to the sound of pages turning from that direction, not moving.

“Put them on and leave quickly,” Qi Yue said, putting down her hand to look over.

“You, you…” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and said through gritted teeth.

“What about me? Are you afraid of me seeing you now? Are you afraid I’ll molest you?” Qi Yue said in a low voice irritably.

Chang Yuncheng thought of what just happened and his face flushed red. He threw off the blanket, pulled off the torn cloth draped over his body, and naked like that, grabbed the clothes and began putting them on.

Qi Yue just watched like that, holding a feather pen and stroking her temple rhythmically, squinting as if appreciating some beautiful scenery.

Chang Yuncheng’s muscles tensed all over. Somewhat frantically putting clothes on his body—firstly they weren’t his clothes, secondly his heart was nervous. Wanting to dress quickly, he was ironically very slow.

Finally dressed with great difficulty, he was covered in sweat. The clean clothes immediately stuck to his body again.

“I’m leaving,” he said with his head down, stepping toward the door.

“Hey,” Qi Yue called to stop him.

Chang Yuncheng stopped.

“Hat, and take an umbrella,” Qi Yue said. “Such a grown man still getting rained on—it’s on purpose, isn’t it?”

Chang Yuncheng’s neck turned red, and he suddenly turned back.

Qi Yue was startled and instinctively leaned back as he suddenly approached.

“I did it on purpose, so what?” he said through gritted teeth in a low voice.

Qi Yue looked at this obviously embarrassed and angry man.

“Nothing much. I was just saying,” she blinked and said.

Chang Yuncheng felt like fire would come out of his ears. Because he had been tormented by longing for too long, he had almost forgotten how this woman’s mouth could really anger people to death sometimes.

Mouth…

His gaze fell on this woman’s mouth.

Perhaps because of the earlier kiss, it appeared swollen and red…

“You…” Qi Yue opened her mouth to speak.

Just as she opened her mouth, Chang Yuncheng leaned down and covered it, kissing heavily, then turned and rushed out.

Qi Yue here hadn’t recovered yet.

“Young Master, umbrella!”

A’Ru’s shout came from outside. Qi Yue came to her senses and slapped the table.

That boy…

A’Ru came in.

“The Young Master didn’t even take his hat or umbrella. He’ll definitely get sick from the rain going back like this,” she said with a worried face, then looked at Qi Yue with examining eyes. “What did you do to him again?”

What did I do to him? Qi Yue glared. And “again”!

“What can a woman like me do to him? Molest him?” she said with glaring eyes.

Clearly he molested me… and I didn’t even run…

A’Ru looked at her, pursed her lips in a smile, and came closer.

Qi Yue felt somewhat unnerved by her smile and leaned back with some wariness.

“Did you really molest him?” A’Ru asked with a low laugh, then coughed. “How… did you molest him?”

Qi Yue looked at her, suddenly reached out to grab her underarms.

“Like this!” she shouted.

The room filled with A’Ru’s continuous screaming laughter. The sound of women’s playful fighting spread through the rain and mist.

Here at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, Chang Yuncheng knocked on the door. Like a drowned rat and wearing clothes worse than a servant’s, the gatekeeper almost thought a beggar had come to the door. Seeing the person rush into the house, he was about to raise his club when Chang Yuncheng lifted his face in time.

“Oh my lord, how did you come back like this?” the gatekeeper was shocked.

Chang Yuncheng smiled at him without speaking and went straight in, his steps getting faster and faster, taking the steps two at a time, disappearing into the rain.

The gatekeepers here were dumbfounded.

“They say if you get too wet in the rain, water gets in your brain…” a young servant murmured.

Before he finished speaking, he was slapped on the head by the older gatekeeper.

“You’re the one with water in your brain! Get lost, go close the door!”

Marquis Dingxi soon learned Chang Yuncheng had returned. Immediately he couldn’t care about listening to Concubine Zhou play the zither and hurriedly came looking.

Chang Yuncheng’s courtyard had returned to how it was before, with only two or three maids serving and no other attendants. Because of the rain, Marquis Dingxi walked all the way to the door before a maid saw him and flustered to receive him.

Marquis Dingxi pushed the door and entered.

“How are you…” he raised his voice to shout, looking around the room, then saw Chang Yuncheng lying face down on the bed with his head buried in the pillow, occasionally pounding the bed with his hands. The questioning words were immediately forgotten. “Yuncheng, what’s wrong?”

“The Marquis has arrived,” came the maid’s belated announcement.

Chang Yuncheng hurriedly got up.

“Father,” he called, with some embarrassment.

Marquis Dingxi examined him—clothes soaked, face flushed, eyes bright.

“Yuncheng, you’re not sick, are you?” he asked in alarm, reaching out to feel Chang Yuncheng’s forehead.

Indeed, it was burning hot.

“Quick, quick, go get Yueniang, Yuncheng is sick!” Without asking another question, Marquis Dingxi turned and ran out, as if his sick son wasn’t in front of him but outside waiting for his comfort.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even get a chance to say “Father, I’m not sick.”

Marquis Dingxi’s shouting came from the courtyard.

“…Quick, quick… you go personally…”

“Oh my, Yuncheng is sick! This won’t do!”

The tone sounded more excited and jubilant than worried, as if he had been waiting for this day for a long time.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned for a moment, then smiled and again threw himself face down on the bedding.

“Young Master, please wash up. The water is prepared,” Que Zhi said respectfully, with some concern. “If you really get sick like this, Lady Qi will definitely worry.”

Chang Yuncheng sat up.

“She would worry?” he asked.

This was the first time since the Young Master and Young Mistress divorced that he had looked at her directly. Que Zhi was so excited her eyes lit up.

“Of course, she would definitely worry,” she nodded hurriedly.

Worry, she would definitely worry…

But though that woman looked stubborn on the surface, her heart was actually soft. She would worry even if she saw a sick cat or dog…

Besides, even if she worried about him, it would mostly be out of gratitude.

Thinking of this, he felt somewhat dejected again and sighed.

If he really wanted what was best for her, it would be better not to make her worry…

He got up glumly and headed to the washroom. In a daze, a pair of soft small hands reached to his waist, untying the wet clothes sticking to his body…

Que Zhi blushed, finally managing to keep her hands from trembling. Just as she untied the waist sash, she was pushed away forcefully.

“Young Master… this servant… will serve you…” she said in a trembling voice, holding back her panic.

“Get out,” Chang Yuncheng said impatiently.

Que Zhi retreated, her face ashamed. Under the eaves, Qiu Xiang was cracking sunflower seeds. Seeing her come out, she spat.

“It’s fine. After being slapped a few times, you’ll get used to it,” she said indifferently.

Que Zhi’s face alternated between red and white as she lowered her head and left.

“Oh right, did you hear?” Qiu Xiang called to stop her again. “Nowadays everyone calls A’Ru ‘Lady Jade.'”

“Lady Jade?” Que Zhi turned back confused.

“They say she’s a jade maiden from beside Guanyin Bodhisattva who descended to earth, so they respectfully call her Lady Jade,” Qiu Xiang smiled. “We women don’t understand other things, but we know that now men wanting to marry her are crowding each other out. Common families don’t even dare approach. They’re all wealthy households competing to have her as their primary wife.”

Que Zhi looked shocked.

“How is that possible? She, she’s just of servant origin…” she said urgently.

“How is it not possible?” Qiu Xiang said while cracking seeds. “Nothing else compares. I heard in the capital, the Imperial Medical Academy has female physicians who serve nobles in the palace. When they’re released, not just common families, but even princely houses compete to bring them into their homes. Female physicians aren’t available just anywhere.”

Que Zhi bit her lower lip.

“She’s not from the palace,” she snorted and turned to leave.

Qiu Xiang pursed her lips.

“This time Lady Qi has great merit. The days of entering the palace for rewards and the Imperial Medical Academy aren’t far off,” she said.

Que Zhi walked away quickly, but this sentence still reached her ears.

She didn’t believe it! She didn’t believe it! How could things go so well!

If things really went that well…

I’m so smart, if it were me, I would definitely do much better than her…

Why would I end up in such a shameful situation like now…

Que Zhi stamped her foot, covered her face with her hands, and ran away.

After the rain, the weather became several degrees cooler. Entering September, the summer heat gradually retreated. With the arrival of autumn’s footsteps, life in Yongqing Prefecture gradually returned to calm. Though there were many new graves outside the city, the living had to continue their lives.

The garrison troops on the streets withdrew, replaced by local officers for patrol.

Withdrawing with the garrison troops were some people in prison carts.

While epidemic prevention proceeded, strict investigation by higher authorities also continued. Though it was a natural disaster, natural disasters inevitably came as punishment because people’s moral conduct angered the gods. So with so many common people dead, naturally there had to be people of poor character to take responsibility.

This decision was easy to make, because without asking, all accusations pointed to Yongqing Prefecture’s Medical Judge Wang Qingchun.

The responsibility for dereliction of duty was established no matter what.

In fact, the moment the plague broke out, the Prefectural Judge had already ordered Wang Qingchun imprisoned. Now with official documents going back and forth, his crimes were determined and transferred to the Governor’s Office for investigation.

Besides Wang Qingchun getting his just deserts, Prefect Huang Lingshan was also scared half to death.

Not knowing which scoundrel had also reported him, if not for his son Huang Ziqiao being at the forefront of everything, even with family connections maneuvering in the capital, he would have found it hard to escape prison this time. Even so, he was ultimately reprimanded by superiors in an official document and dismissed pending reassignment.

The new prefect hadn’t been designated yet, so the Prefectural Judge temporarily assumed the prefect’s position. But according to messages from above, the temporary position was just transitional—this position was definitely the Prefectural Judge’s.

The Prefectural Judge prepared to see the garrison troops off in high spirits, but before leaving the office, he heard reports that the city gate was blocked by citizens.

The shadow of the plague hadn’t completely lifted yet—how could there be trouble again?

The Prefectural Judge and other officials hurried to the city gate.

The city gate was indeed clamorous with voices, blocking the road—more precisely, surrounding the prison cart holding Wang Qingchun.

“Kneel at the city gate! Kneel at the city gate!”

“Sentencing is sentencing, the wager is the wager!”

“Even in a prison cart, he must kneel at the city gate!”

Shouts echoed through the city gate.

Chapter 296: To Repay
“Inviting me back to the city?”

Qi Yue put down the two pieces of crystal in her hands, looking at the visitors with some surprise.

This was a group of physicians from Yongqing Prefecture. They were all giving meaningful looks to Physician Zhu, as his position by Qi Yue’s side was clearly very important now. It would be most appropriate to have him speak.

“Yes.” Physician Zhu stepped forward and said.

“What’s the matter?” Qi Yue asked, while examining the crystals in her hands, overlapping and separating them repeatedly, watching the words on the paper underneath change as they intersected.

“Well, although everyone has already done thorough epidemic prevention, we’re still not at ease, worried there might be some oversights. Plus, with the quarantined patients starting to return home recently, we wanted to have you come take a look.” Physician Zhu smiled.

I see…

“Physician Zhu, you can go look yourself.” Qi Yue smiled.

“How could I manage that.” Physician Zhu quickly shook his head, “Besides, if you go, the people will feel reassured.”

Post-epidemic social stability and comforting people’s hearts was indeed a problem.

Qi Yue nodded and put down the crystals.

“Alright then, I’ll make a trip.” she said.

Hearing her say this, the physicians present breathed a sigh of relief, their eyes showing joy.

What are they up to? Qi Yue thought to herself, then shook her head with a smile.

However, she could now be certain that these people wouldn’t pull any tricks deliberately targeting her.

Although she had witnessed the continuous stream of corpses being carried out of the hospital and knew what the scene would be like, walking on the road and seeing so many freshly appeared grave mounds by the roadside, along with the paper money scattered like snowflakes that hadn’t yet dispersed, and the occasional sounds of crying, still made Qi Yue’s heart heavy.

The survival rate for those who fell ill this time was ultimately four out of ten.

Clearly knowing how to save them but unable to do so…

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“Don’t look.” A’Ru reached out to pull down the carriage curtain, looking at Qi Yue. “You said before that here is different from where you come from, so you can’t demand the same results here as in your place.”

Qi Yue looked at her and smiled, nodding.

“That’s right. Live in the present.” she said.

“I’ve already had someone tell A’Hao that we’re coming home today. She must have prepared a whole table of dishes waiting.” A’Ru smiled, “The Second Madam will definitely come over too.”

“Yes, I must go home for dinner, no matter who invites me elsewhere, I won’t go.” Qi Yue said firmly as well.

Just as they were talking and laughing, the carriage suddenly stopped.

“What’s wrong?” A’Ru lifted the curtain to ask, then she let out a short cry of surprise and fell silent.

Qi Yue could see the tall city gate over A’Ru’s shoulder.

“What’s wrong?” she also asked, leaning forward to look.

Outside the city gate stood densely packed crowds of people, yet despite their numbers, they were unusually quiet at this moment.

Qi Yue was stunned.

What did this mean?

“Qi Yueniang, time to collect the gambling debt!”

Someone shouted loudly from somewhere, and immediately this voice swept up, deafening.

Then the crowd parted, presenting the prison cart holding Wang Qingchun before Qi Yue.

“Qi Yueniang, please get out of the carriage.” the physicians on both sides of the carriage said excitedly.

Only then did Qi Yue come to her senses, glancing at Physician Zhu, then at the boiling crowd ahead, smiling somewhat helplessly.

So they called her back for this…

Wang Qingchun sat in the prison cart, long gone was his previous appearance, eyes closed as if dead.

But pretending to be dead wouldn’t work. Seeing Qi Yue get out of the carriage, the nearby crowd began poking him viciously with sticks.

“Kneel down! Kneel down!” they shouted hatefully.

Wang Qingchun couldn’t keep pretending under the poking and opened his eyes.

“This official kneels to Heaven, Earth, Sovereign, Parents, and Teachers. You people can forget it!” he grabbed the prison cart and shouted hoarsely, his gaze falling on the woman walking closer, “Forget it!”

Qi Yue looked at him, walking closer step by step. Seeing her approach, the surrounding people stopped their shouting, and the scene fell quiet for a moment.

“How dare you still say the words ‘this official.'” Qi Yue said. She reached back to point, “What does ‘official’ mean! Parent-official! Wang Qingchun, go look now and see what happened to your children!”

Her suddenly raised voice startled the surrounding people, who instinctively looked in the direction she pointed.

Steamed bun graves, white mourning sticks, scattered everywhere like stars.

These were still people with families who could be buried, while those without relatives were burned and buried collectively in a pit.

“Wang Qingchun, having someone like you kneel to me would disgrace me.” Qi Yue said, looking at the soldiers standing nearby, worried about the crowd damaging the prison cart, “Please, brothers, open the cart door and let him out.”

The soldiers hesitated briefly, then complied.

Wang Qingchun was dragged out and immediately lost his support. Seeing the angry eyes all around, he finally became terrified, his legs went weak, and he collapsed to his knees.

“You don’t need to kneel to me. You should kneel to those who died.” Qi Yue looked at him and said word by word, “They might have had a chance at life, but it was buried by your petty rivalry. Wang Qingchun, I know you’re jealous of me, so you constantly want to prove I’m inferior to you. How ridiculous. Even jealousy requires qualifications. Do you think you have that qualification? In my eyes, what are you?”

After saying this, she didn’t look at Wang Qingchun again and strode toward the city gate.

Yes, what was a loser in the winner’s eyes? Ever since losing the first time, he had actually been kneeling all along, kneeling while looking up at this woman, only his heart refused to admit it.

Wang Qingchun collapsed to the ground in despair.

The crowd parted to make way, watching this woman walk slowly forward.

“Wang Qingchun, kneel!”

The shouting roared behind her, but compared to the earlier excitement tinged with flattery, the voices now were full of tragic anger for heaven and pity for themselves.

Kneel! Kneel to those who died!

Kneel! Kneel to those who regarded you as their parent-official!

Kneel! Kneel to those who depended on you for life!

Qi Yue looked back slightly, seeing Wang Qingchun being pressed down to kneel on the ground, someone grabbing his head and slamming it hard against the earth, facing the new graves outside the city, facing those people still wearing mourning clothes, again and again.

Since Wang Qingchun still had to stand trial, the authorities couldn’t let him die at this time. They quickly dispersed the crowd and loaded him back into the prison cart. To avoid unnecessary trouble, without waiting for the Prefectural Judge and others to see them off, these people from the Governor’s office rushed away with the prison cart.

The commotion at the city gate hadn’t yet died down as everyone searched for Qi Yue’s figure and followed her.

Qi Yue didn’t take the carriage, as it was still blocked outside the gate by the crowd. Walking wasn’t as fast, so she proceeded on foot, and the crowd quickly caught up.

“Qi Yueniang, when will the Qianjin Hall in the city reopen?”

“Qi Yueniang, please come back quickly so we can feel at ease.”

Everyone spoke up.

Qi Yue smiled and answered each one. With so many people, they walked slowly and had only gone half a street when the people ahead stopped again.

What now?

Everyone looked ahead and saw a white banner stretched across the street not far away, with large bloody characters: “Where is Heaven’s justice?”

Where is Heaven’s justice!

Such familiar words!

Such a familiar scene!

Looking again, such familiar people…

Under the banner, a woman, a young woman, two half-grown children, and a small child knelt in a row, wearing mourning clothes.

The difference was that this time there was no corpse displayed in front.

Actually, according to those people’s original intention, they had wanted to display a corpse, but it had already decayed. Digging it up to display here would be shocking, but more disgusting and frightening, likely scaring away more than half the crowd. That would ruin the effectiveness of the scene, and they couldn’t let a good thing become bad, so they abandoned that idea.

The talking and laughing stopped again, and the whole scene fell quiet.

“You, what are you doing here again!” An elderly man was the first to react, saying urgently, “Will this never end! We said last time’s incident wasn’t Qi Yueniang’s fault! You, you leave quickly!”

They had finally coaxed her into the city, and if Qi Yueniang got upset and turned around to leave, what would they do in the future!

People’s hearts were never satisfied and couldn’t be indulged!

With the old man speaking up, more people reacted and urgently shouted, with some running over to pull this family away.

But Qi Yue was the first to act.

“You came just in time, I was just looking for you! You delivered yourselves to my door!” she shouted loudly, rushing to the family in a few steps, “Explain this matter clearly to me! This matter of your unconscionable false accusations and frame-up of the Marquis Dingxi’s heir isn’t over!”

Everyone was stunned, and Marquis Dingxi, who had rushed over upon hearing the news, wanting to be the first to bring Qi Yue home… no, to bring her to treat Chang Yuncheng, was also stunned.

In his ears came the woman’s next words.

“…speak, restore the Marquis Dingxi’s residence’s reputation…”

Reputation! The Marquis Dingxi residence’s reputation! This was the first thing she wanted to address?

Marquis Dingxi felt his nose tingle and wanted to cry on the spot.

Mother, you still love me most. Though you’re gone, you found a good daughter-in-law to manage and protect the household…

Qi Yue’s words brought everyone back to their senses.

“Yes, yes, if Qi Yueniang said it couldn’t be treated, then it couldn’t be treated…”

“…Right, right, so it wasn’t delayed treatment…”

“Exactly, exactly, it must be so…”

The people on scene spoke up one after another, completely forgetting how they had been so certain this was medical malpractice and how righteously indignant they had been in upholding justice…

The Prefectural Judge, who had just arrived and was listening from behind, couldn’t help but smile.

“What did I tell you? From now on, even if Qi Yueniang said the moon fell from the sky, everyone would believe it without question.” he said to someone beside him.

While it was chaotic here, the family there began kowtowing.

“Yes, yes, someone instructed us to do this!” the young woman shouted shrilly.

At these words, the noisy crowd fell silent.

Qi Yue was also stunned.

“Instructed you to do what?” she asked, “Frame my medical skills?”

“No.” the young woman raised her head, looking at Qi Yue.

After days of absence, her face bore two more scars, her expression terrified, as if she had suffered great shock.

She crawled forward a few steps on her knees.

“Qi Yueniang, someone instructed us that if framing you didn’t work, then we should frame the Marquis Dingxi’s heir as tyrannical and domineering.” she said while kowtowing, “I was threatened! Qi Yueniang, we had no choice…”

She finished speaking and kowtowed repeatedly.

What?

Frame-up?

Marquis Dingxi rushed out from the crowd.

“You, what are you saying? Deliberate? What does deliberate mean?” he shouted, looking incredulous.

“It means my father deliberately injured himself, then had Qi Yueniang treat him, all to…” the young woman said tremblingly, her breathing unstable, as if she might expire any moment, but she didn’t, “to prevent Qi Yueniang from treating the Marchioness and let the Marchioness die…”

At these words, the entire scene was shocked.

Chapter 297: Confession
Not treating… the Marchioness… deliberate self-harm… to delay…

“So, that day no matter what, you wouldn’t let me take the person back to Qianjin Hall…” Qi Yue murmured, looking at this woman, “So, your father deliberately… deliberately…”

The woman who had been silent all this time let out a wail.

“Yes, I’m useless! I should be the one to die! For money! This useless person should die! My husband’s father felt sorry for me! He rushed to hit the plow himself! We didn’t expect that when he fell, the bamboo pole in the corner would also fall!” She let out a miserable cry at this point.

He wasn’t supposed to die! He was only supposed to be seriously injured! But who knew that man’s plans are inferior to heaven’s plans!

It shows that Heaven has eyes! One cannot do unconscionable things!

The woman beat her chest and wailed.

This miserable cry seemed to bring her back to that day’s scene, and also made the surrounding people seem to see that moment.

A man crashed head-first into the plow, blood streaming, falling down, the bamboo pole from the corner piercing straight through his chest…

Everyone couldn’t help but gasp and instinctively cover their chests.

Seeking his own death? Then… then naturally it had nothing to do with Qianjin Hall, nothing to do with the Marquis Dingxi’s heir!

It was actually seeking his own death?

For what?

Qi Yue had witnessed this tragic scene with her own eyes, so she wasn’t particularly shocked.

“You mean, you harmed yourselves to prevent me from treating the Marchioness Dingxi?” she asked this family loudly.

The woman had already fainted from crying again after saying this, and the young woman prostrated herself on the ground.

“Yes.” she also said loudly.

This was too incredible…

Qi Yue couldn’t help but turn around, and everyone else turned as well, looking toward Marquis Dingxi.

Madam Xie actually had such a great enemy, willing to risk everything to drag her down with them?

“Who was it?” Marquis Dingxi was no longer surprised, but looked wooden as he asked tremblingly.

The young woman raised her head without hesitation.

“The Marquis Dingxi residence, Concubine Zhou.” she said loudly.

Marquis Dingxi closed his eyes, his figure swaying.

As expected… it was her…

At the same time, in Concubine Zhou’s courtyard at the Marquis Dingxi residence, the sound of the qin suddenly stopped.

“Why did the string break?” a young maid came in upon hearing the sound, saying in surprise, “Oh my, Concubine, your hand…”

Concubine Zhou sat before the qin, one hand holding the other, a drop of crimson seeping from a jade-white finger.

She didn’t speak, slowly raising her hand to her mouth to gently suck. She just felt her heart beating violently.

Did… something… happen?

“Lotus.” she suddenly called out.

A maid quickly walked in from outside. Originally a third-class maid, she was now a senior maid, everything she wore displaying her status.

Moreover, besides status, she also had money, lots and lots of money.

“Concubine.” Lotus smiled sweetly, seeing Concubine Zhou’s hand, then looking terrified, “Oh my, how did you cut your hand?”

She immediately busied herself looking for someone while helping Concubine Zhou sit down.

Concubine Zhou interrupted her, dismissing the others in the room.

“Has your uncle’s family contacted you since then?” she asked, then with some worry, “With old and young to care for, can they manage living away from home?”

“Oh my, Concubine, why do you worry about them? With so much money, how could they not manage?” Lotus quickly smiled, then curled her lip, “Who knows where they died, probably afraid I’d ask for a share of the money, they won’t even acknowledge me now.”

Concubine Zhou made a sound of acknowledgment.

Yes, they’re dead. Those people took the money, surely they wouldn’t fail to handle a few old and young ones?

She was overthinking.

Concubine Zhou smiled slightly.

“Look at what you’re saying, they’re just afraid we’d find it inauspicious.” she said.

“Concubine, you’re so considerate.” Lotus smiled.

“Alright, go busy yourself.” Concubine Zhou said.

Lotus responded and went out.

Only Concubine Zhou remained in the room. She looked down at her finger – the blood had stopped, leaving only a small red dot.

Yes, nothing would happen. How could anything happen? Those people couldn’t escape unless they were lucky enough to have someone help them, but where were there so many strokes of good luck in this world… Besides, who would play hero before those fierce thugs…

She exhaled and sat at the qin table, beginning to restring the instrument.

When night fell deeply, a maid outside reported that the Marquis had come.

Concubine Zhou stood up happily, watching Marquis Dingxi walk in.

“They said the farewell banquet was eaten outside?” she asked with a smile, calling for a maid, “I’ve prepared sobering soup, Marquis please sit down and have a bowl to clear your head.”

Marquis Dingxi looked at her.

“Yuanyuan.” he called out.

Concubine Zhou was startled by this address, then smiled with pursed lips, raising her hand to smooth her hair, her face bright and beautiful under the soft candlelight.

“At this age, calling me by that name feels strange.” she smiled, reaching out her hand.

Marquis Dingxi reached out to take it.

This hand was white, smooth, and soft. Though extremely well-maintained, it still bore traces of time.

“I remember, the first time I held your hand, you were scared like a little rabbit…” he suddenly said, couldn’t help but smile.

The image of a bright, delicate young girl appeared before his eyes.

Concubine Zhou smiled and pulled her hand back to playfully hit him.

“Cousin, you’re so annoying!” she said.

Marquis Dingxi looked up at her and smiled.

“Right, that’s exactly what you said then.” he said, “You still remember.”

“You still remember too?” Concubine Zhou smiled, reaching out to hold his hand again, half-pouting, half-complaining, “I thought after holding so many beauties’ hands and saying so many things, you wouldn’t remember.”

“But how could I forget what my Yuanyuan said.” Marquis Dingxi looked at her seriously.

Concubine Zhou felt uncomfortable under his gaze.

“What’s wrong? At our age, why bring this up?” she asked with a smile.

Marquis Dingxi’s body trembled slightly.

“Yuanyuan, why?” he asked tremblingly.

“Why what?” Concubine Zhou asked in confusion. Though she found Marquis Dingxi acting strangely, she maintained her gentle smile without any irritation.

If it were Madam Xie, she would definitely ask this question with glaring eyes and impatience.

Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but think.

“Is it because she has a bad temper and bullied you?” he asked tremblingly.

Concubine Zhou looked confused.

“Who is she?” she asked with a smile.

“My mother.”

Chang Yuncheng’s voice came from outside the door, followed by footsteps as he entered.

“Young Master…” Concubine Zhou was startled, about to speak, but her expression changed dramatically.

The maid Lotus was pushed in first, falling headfirst to the ground and not getting up for a long time. Then Chang Yuncheng walked in, followed by several strangers – a young woman, a woman holding a child, and two burly men.

These people who entered immediately knelt down.

“Unfortunately, this time this family wasn’t as unlucky as A’Jin. You hired killers but didn’t silence them, Concubine Zhou. What do you have to say this time?” Chang Yuncheng asked coldly.

Concubine Zhou’s eyes showed fear, then sorrow, and finally desolation. She released Marquis Dingxi’s hand and knelt at his feet.

“Marquis, I didn’t.” she cried.

Chang Yuncheng sneered.

“The same act again! Zhou Yuan, you…” he shouted.

“Get out!” Marquis Dingxi interrupted him with a shout.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Marquis Dingxi but didn’t move.

Concubine Zhou quickly reduced her crying, with some joy in her eyes, hugging Marquis Dingxi’s legs tightly.

“This is my woman. My business, it’s not your turn as a son to interfere!” Marquis Dingxi glared at Chang Yuncheng and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him, turned and left. Those people were also taken out.

The room returned to quiet except for Concubine Zhou’s sobbing.

“Yuanyuan, why?” Marquis Dingxi asked, just letting Concubine Zhou hold his legs.

“Marquis, I…” Concubine Zhou cried.

“Don’t say you didn’t do it.” Marquis Dingxi interrupted her, “I know. I’m useless, I’m a good-for-nothing, but Yuanyuan, I’m not a fool.”

Concubine Zhou stopped crying and stood up without needing Marquis Dingxi to say anything.

“Because I like you.” she smiled at Marquis Dingxi, “So I hate other women around you, so they have to die.”

Marquis Dingxi looked at the woman before him, her lotus-like face still bearing teardrops under the lamplight, showing a smile that perfectly matched the verse about pear blossoms in rain.

Such a beauty, yet speaking such frightening words.

“Was Zheng Hui’s death your doing?” he suddenly shouted.

Outside, Chang Yuncheng heard this name and his heart suddenly stopped. He quickly stepped forward and pressed against the door.

Mother! Mother!

“Her.” Concubine Zhou waved her hand dismissively, “Sickly thing, where was the need for me to act? She wore herself to death.”

Chang Yuncheng felt his whole body shaking, his teeth chattering.

“Yuanyuan! You, you, how could you!” Marquis Dingxi shouted tremblingly.

“Why couldn’t I?” Concubine Zhou smiled at him, “Cousin, you forgot, I told you from the beginning, and you agreed.”

Marquis Dingxi stared wide-eyed, speechless.

“I’d have to be crazy to agree to that!” he shouted.

Concubine Zhou laughed, covering her mouth with a handkerchief, laughing somewhat sadly and disdainfully.

“See, you don’t remember what I said at all.” she said, “Cousin, will you only like me alone, okay?…”

She tilted her head slightly, mimicking a young girl’s manner.

Then in a rough voice, imitating Marquis Dingxi.

“Sure, Yuanyuan, I only like you.”

“Then divorce your cousin-in-law.”

“Ah, that won’t work…”

“Then cousin still doesn’t only like me…”

“I like you, I like you, it’s just she came in first, how can I drive her away…”

“If cousin can’t drive her away, I’ll do it…”

“…Haha, sure, Yuanyuan doesn’t need to drive anyone away, cousin only has you in his heart…”

Watching Concubine Zhou alternate between being a young girl and impersonating Marquis Dingxi, smiling and speaking, it seemed to return to those youthful days.

Marquis Dingxi felt his heart filled with desolation and slowly closed his eyes.

Outside, Chang Yuncheng heard long silence from within and couldn’t help but clench his fists. Just when he couldn’t hold his breath any longer, there came a sharp slapping sound, followed by Concubine Zhou’s scream.

“Come, take her away.” Marquis Dingxi’s voice also came from inside.

The steward who had been waiting immediately brought people in and pulled up Concubine Zhou, who had been slapped and fallen to the ground, dragging her away without question.

“Marquis, Marquis, truly, I didn’t lie to you. Only I like you, only I truly like you, because I would kill for you…” Concubine Zhou smiled, reaching out toward Marquis Dingxi, “Cousin, those who can tolerate so many women around you don’t like you at all. Don’t be fooled by her…”

A cloth was stuffed over, blocking Concubine Zhou’s mouth. She was taken away, and the courtyard returned to quiet.

“So she still gave the Marchioness a final blow?” Qi Yue laughed heartily.

A’Hao didn’t understand her words.

“What’s a final blow?” she asked.

Qi Yue smiled and made a stabbing motion with her hand. A’Hao laughed and dodged away.

“How did your mother see all this? Doesn’t the Marquis avoid people anymore? Now all the servants in the residence are gossiping.” Qi Yue smiled.

“What’s there to avoid? The whole city knows, why worry about these few people at home.” A’Hao curled her lip and smiled.

Yes, Qi Yue nodded, lowering her head to put down the book in her hands. Outside, the sun was rising high, bright light streaming in – a new day had come.

“Heavens!” A’Ru’s exclamation came from outside the door.

Qi Yue and A’Hao looked at each other and quickly rushed out.

The sound came from the back courtyard. Yuan Bao was already rushing ahead of them. Qi Yue and A’Hao hurried over, only to see A’Ru standing dazed at the back courtyard entrance.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue asked, walking over, then also froze.

Two boxes were neatly arranged in the corner of the wall, their lids wide open, the gold and silver inside glittering in the sunlight.

Chapter 298: Invitation
“We should report this to the authorities.” Qi Yue said, circling around the boxes.

A’Ru was scolding Yuan Bao and the male guards.

“Were you really sleeping so deeply? Thieves could enter the house and carry people away without you knowing?” she said with raised eyebrows.

Yuan Bao and the men hung their heads, not daring to breathe, full of self-reproach.

After so many days, their mistress had finally returned home, only to find the house no different from the street, with people casually throwing money around… ahem… the point wasn’t that, but that people could freely come and go without them noticing at all.

“Master, Master, something’s wrong!”

Hu San’s loud cries came from outside the gate.

Had something happened at the quarantine hospital again?

Qi Yue came to the front, and Hu San had also reached the courtyard.

“Something’s wrong, Master.” he said breathlessly, covered in sweat, clearly having rushed over.

“What happened? Are there new cases?” Qi Yue quickly asked, reaching out, “A’Ru, quick, get my medicine box, let’s go.”

“No… no…” Hu San said, clutching his chest and panting.

“Then what is it? Speak quickly.” A’Ru scolded.

Hu San nodded, looking around before heading into the house.

“What urgent matter is this, you’re even going into the house, waiting for tea?” A’Ru grabbed him and asked.

“No, no.” Hu San quickly waved his hands, smiling, “I’m just afraid of being overheard.”

“What is it?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Seeing Hu San’s manner, she knew it wasn’t anything seriously bad and felt relieved.

Hu San looked around, moved closer, covered his mouth with his hand, and said something in a low voice.

A’Ru raised her hand and hit him.

“Speak properly.” she scolded.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

Hu San also chuckled.

The two of them laughing made A’Ru uncomfortable, and she glared at them.

“Master, money, there’s more.” Hu San quickly stopped laughing and said to Qi Yue in a low voice.

What?

“Money suddenly appeared, quite a bit more.” Hu San said again.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Your money also increased?” she asked.

Also?

Hu San was also stunned.

“Master, yours increased too?” he asked.

Seeing the two boxes of money in the back courtyard, Hu San’s eyes lit up.

“Indeed, Master is still Master. I only have two bags…” he shook his head in admiration.

“It seems someone deliberately sent us money.” Qi Yue smiled.

“It’s not exactly deliberately sent, this money is still our money.” Hu San took out two money pouches from his chest, “It’s just the wages I gave people.”

Wages?

Everyone’s gaze fell on his hands.

“Those… laborers who delivered lime?” Qi Yue asked.

Hu San nodded.

At this moment, those laborers driving horse carts and donkey carts were running wildly along the road, laughing loudly.

“Going home!”

They waved the whips in their hands, and those without whips slapped open the cart boards, revealing hidden large knives underneath, which they pulled out and waved.

At this moment, where was there any trace of honest laborers? They were honest indeed, but with the word “fierce” added behind.

“Hey, big brother came to pick us up.” someone pointed ahead and shouted.

Ahead on a steep mountain, a group of people was galloping down the mountain path, with four men carrying a sedan chair containing a bearded man.

“Guan Qingniu!” Qi Yue read out this name, but looked confused, “Who’s that?”

“The one whose chest you opened and bound with wire.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue frowned and thought for a moment before realizing.

“The one whose subordinates believed instigation and nearly beat you to death. He’s a mountain bandit.” Chang Yuncheng said, while looking at the two boxes of silver still piled in the corner.

So it was this guy’s people…

No wonder he thought those laborers Hu San said were hired from outside to help at the quarantine hospital looked somewhat strange these days. However, being busy and seeing these people were genuinely helping, he didn’t say anything, just had people keep a discreet eye on them.

“Oh, so I’m accepting stolen goods?” Qi Yue said. “Should I turn it in?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at this woman, really unable to figure out what went on in her head.

“Sure, you turn it in. While you’re at it, let the authorities charge you with colluding with bandits. Maybe Guan Qingniu will even bring people to break you out of jail to repay the favor.” he said.

Qi Yue glared at him and spat.

“What are you doing here today? I heard you got sick from being caught in the rain?” she looked him over and asked.

Speaking of this, Chang Yuncheng felt somewhat embarrassed.

He had originally been filial to his father, going along with his father’s wishes to feign illness and such, but he hadn’t expected that before they could invite this physician over, the incident with Concubine Zhou happened.

Now Marquis Dingxi had no heart to see anyone, hiding at home not wanting to think about anything.

Look at what kind of people were in this household – a mother-in-law bent on divorcing her daughter-in-law, a concubine bent on murder. What face did such a family have to ask someone to return? Return for what? To be embarrassed together?

Seeing Chang Yuncheng fall silent, Qi Yue naturally understood what Marquis Dingxi was thinking now and smiled.

“So, is that because deep love turned to madness?” Chang Yuncheng suddenly asked.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“You mean Concubine Zhou?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t deny it.

Qi Yue reached out and patted his arm.

“No, that’s obsession turning demonic.” she said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and smiled.

Qi Yue pursed her lips.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t bear to look away.

“You’re saying it was Guan Qingniu’s people who saved that family?” Qi Yue asked again.

“Yes, Concubine Zhou hired killers, and it happened to be on Guan Qingniu’s territory. Guan Qingniu’s people had already scouted the location and saw this family had quite a bit of money. Before they could act, Concubine Zhou’s hired killers struck first. At first they thought it was some blind fool breaking the rules, so naturally they wanted to teach them a good lesson. They didn’t expect to hear them mention Marquis Dingxi’s residence and Qi Yueniang. Guan Qingniu had told all his subordinates to respect you, so they kept someone alive for questioning and only then learned the truth.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Hearing this, Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Me?” she pointed at her own nose, “I’ve become the boss of the bandit boss?”

At this moment they sat in the courtyard, sunlight filtering through tree branches casting dappled shadows on the ground, the woman’s smile bright amid the scattered light and shadow.

Chang Yuncheng watched and felt his heart beating violently, momentarily dazed.

“Then they questioned them and found out, so they kept the people, waiting for an opportunity to send me a big gift?” Qi Yue continued, smiling, “This person is really interesting.”

As she smiled, she noticed Chang Yuncheng wasn’t speaking. Looking up to see him staring at her in a daze, she stopped smiling.

“Hey.” she lifted her chin.

Chang Yuncheng came to his senses, blushed, and turned his head away.

“Finished talking?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Finished, finished talking.” he said.

“Is there anything else?” Qi Yue asked.

Actually this didn’t really count as business, it was just… taking the opportunity to come see…

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze wandered around the small courtyard, not even as large as his own courtyard at the residence…

“Nothing else.” he said quietly.

Qi Yue looked at him without speaking.

Chang Yuncheng felt very uncomfortable under her gaze, his ears burning hot. So he lowered his head and stepped on ants on the ground.

Qi Yue found this amusing and simply picked up a book nearby to read. She wanted to see how long this boy could keep stepping on ants.

When it grew dim, Qi Yue came out of the house and saw Chang Yuncheng still in the courtyard with his head down. She found it both funny and exasperating.

“Hey.” she knocked on the stone table, “You’ve stepped on more than half the ants to death, and the survivors have all gone home. You’re not planning to dig up the ant holes to eliminate them completely, are you?”

Only then did Chang Yuncheng stand up.

“Then, then I’ll go.” he said, keeping his head down as he walked.

“You’ve been sitting for half a day. Leaving at dinnertime – would people say I’m stingy and won’t spare a meal?” Qi Yue called out to stop him, glaring.

Ah? Chang Yuncheng’s mind was somewhat muddled and he didn’t react immediately.

“Young Master, dinner is ready, please come in.” A’Ru lifted the curtain at the dining room and said.

Chang Yuncheng became even more hesitant.

“This, this isn’t proper. If people knew I was eating at your place…” he stammered.

Qi Yue smiled and punched his shoulder.

“Now you’re concerned about being alone together?” she smiled. “Hurry up and go in. Am I afraid of gossip? Haven’t I been talked about enough?”

Yes, from initially entering the Marquis Dingxi’s residence as a beggar, to the imperial decree of separation, which time hadn’t caused the whole city to buzz with discussion?

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head and went in.

The small room was lit with four lamps, and the dining table was set with a simple four dishes and one soup.

“It can’t compare to what you eat at home, we keep things simple here.” Qi Yue smiled, sitting down first herself.

Chang Yuncheng hesitated before sitting across from her.

“Young Master, this was made by our mistress’s own hands.” A’Hao handed him chopsticks with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but brighten up.

“While you were watching ants, our mistress went to cook.” A’Hao added with a grin.

Chang Yuncheng immediately blushed again, busying himself arranging his bowl and dishes with his head down to hide his embarrassment, but the smile at the corners of his mouth became harder to suppress the more he tried.

Qi Yue personally ladled a bowl of soup for him.

“These days I’ve been having too much internal heat, so I made it light. I don’t dare eat meat either, so it’s tofu soup. Don’t mind it.” she said.

Chang Yuncheng quickly received it with both hands.

“How could I mind,” he said quietly, hesitating before boldly adding, “It’s exactly what I hoped for.”

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips and sat down.

Seeing she wasn’t displeased, Chang Yuncheng felt overjoyed and couldn’t help wanting to smile, but also felt somewhat embarrassed.

Chang Yuncheng looked down at the soup in his bowl, remembering the first time Qi Yue made him a late-night snack was also tofu soup. She often made it afterward, but he always sent it to his mother, only tasting it himself once or twice, thinking there would be plenty of opportunities to eat it in the future. He never expected that when he ate it again, it would already be…

“What are you thinking about now?”

Qi Yue’s voice rang in his ears. Chang Yuncheng quickly put away his bitterness, looked up and smiled at her, then lowered his head to eat his rice.

Here Qi Yue ate slowly, occasionally picking up a chopstick of food for him.

“Try this.” she said.

Chang Yuncheng gradually calmed down, the bitterness around his mouth faded and turned sweet again. He ate with his head down in big mouthfuls, then thinking that finishing so quickly would leave no excuse to stay longer, he hurried to slow down, eating grain by grain. But then he worried this would make the woman think he disliked the food, so he sped up again.

Qi Yue watched this man alternately fast, then slow, then fast again as he tormented that bowl of rice. First she found it funny, then felt somewhat heartbroken.

“Eat properly, in the future…” she began to say.

In the future? Chang Yuncheng stopped his chopsticks, looking at her somewhat nervously. In the future… would there be no more opportunities?

Knocking sounds rang out at the door.

Qi Yue stopped speaking and looked outside.

“Mistress, it’s Young Master Huang.” A’Ru came in to say.

Little Qiao? What was he doing here at this time?

“Please invite him in.” Qi Yue stood up and said.

A’Ru smiled somewhat helplessly.

“The child refuses to come in, he’s at the gate.” she said.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“Fine, I’ll go invite this old gentleman.” she smiled, telling Chang Yuncheng to wait a moment before walking out.

Chang Yuncheng put down his bowl and chopsticks, feeling his heartbeat return to normal, somewhat relieved but also somewhat regretful.

Chapter 299: Farewell
Qi Yue’s voice came from the courtyard.

“Haven’t eaten yet, have you?”

Chang Yuncheng nervously listened closely, but didn’t hear Huang Ziqiao’s response. The door curtain rustled, and Qi Yue had already led Huang Ziqiao inside.

Huang Ziqiao, who had originally entered with a tense face and stiff body, immediately widened his eyes upon seeing him.

“You, how are you here?” he asked.

Why can’t I be here?

“What are you doing here?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t answer but asked back.

Huang Ziqiao pulled over a stool and sat down.

“I came to bid farewell to Qi Yueniang.” he said.

Prefect Huang was returning to the capital. Since it was only a reprimand and not a conviction, he didn’t need to be escorted like Wang Qingchun and others, which was a stroke of luck amid misfortune.

Seeing Huang Ziqiao’s long face and dejected expression, Qi Yue also sighed sympathetically.

This could be considered a family misfortune. For a child pampered and raised like him, this incident would be quite frightening.

Of course, to be fair, Qi Yue felt that someone like Prefect Huang should never hold office again.

“It’s nothing, nothing. Didn’t they say the higher-ups even praised you? It should be fine.” Qi Yue carefully consoled him.

Your father has no hope in this lifetime, but your future prospects are very bright.

Huang Ziqiao showed no sign of relief and sighed.

“A’Ru, A’Ru, bring wine.” Qi Yue quickly called out cheerfully.

In this situation, there was no way around serving wine. A’Ru had to go get it.

“Wait, sister will go cook a few dishes to send you off.” Qi Yue said again.

Huang Ziqiao assumed when she said cooking, she naturally meant the cook would do it, but unexpectedly Qi Yue went out herself.

“Will the Young Master also have some drink?” A’Ru came to pour wine and asked.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of agreement.

Huang Ziqiao snorted.

The two men sat quietly in the room. Chang Yuncheng was unhappy about being interrupted during his private time, and when he was unhappy, he naturally wouldn’t give this person a pleasant face. Huang Ziqiao naturally had even less reason to be pleasant to this man who had bullied Qi Yueniang – not physically attacking him and throwing him out was already the limit of his restraint.

So neither looked at the other nor spoke, until dishes were brought in one by one.

“The time was too short, I could only make some simple dishes. Just try them, and tomorrow I’ll go to a restaurant and host a proper farewell banquet for you.” Qi Yue smiled, setting down the hand towel she’d been using to wipe her hands.

Huang Ziqiao looked surprised.

“You, you made these?” he pointed at the dishes on the table.

“Of course, our mistress cooks wonderfully, but she rarely does it herself.” A’Hao quickly said.

Huang Ziqiao looked at the dishes on the table, then at Qi Yue, then saw Chang Yuncheng had already started using his chopsticks. He quickly grabbed his chopsticks and with lightning speed filled half his bowl, then picked up the bowl and began shoveling food into his mouth.

“Mm, delicious.” he said while eating, no longer looking dejected as before, but spirited and radiant.

“Slower.” Qi Yue smiled, simply stopping eating herself to watch from the side, naturally holding a wine cup in her hand, though she gestured repeatedly for more. A’Ru pretended not to see.

Before long, Huang Ziqiao finally put down his chopsticks and satisfactorily drained the wine before him.

The table was already empty.

“When I get to the capital, I’ll treat you.” he said, standing up, dropping this line before stomping away.

Qi Yue didn’t even get to say a word of farewell. She chased after him, but Huang Ziqiao was already far away.

In the room, Chang Yuncheng looked at the empty bowls and dishes and put down the chopsticks he’d been holding for a long time.

“I’m also here to bid farewell.” he said quietly.

But no one could hear him.

Early the next morning, Qi Yue indeed went out to prepare another farewell for Huang Ziqiao, but was told that the Prefect’s family had left before dawn.

Just like that, they were gone. Qi Yue felt somewhat melancholy, thinking how inexplicably they’d met and how unexpectedly they’d parted.

There probably wouldn’t be any chance to meet again in this lifetime.

This child would never know he’d had his spleen removed…

“Qi Yueniang, we haven’t congratulated you yet.” the Prefectural Judge said with a smile nearby.

“Me?” Qi Yue asked in confusion, “Congratulate me for what?”

The Prefectural Judge smiled, and a clerk nearby quickly brought over a document.

“Where there are punishments, there are naturally rewards.” he smiled, unfolding the document, “This is the imperial commendation document for you.”

Just as the Prefectural Judge said, where there were punishments, there were rewards – otherwise how could one distinguish between merit and fault?

After punishing the relevant personnel who had handled the disaster poorly, came the rewards.

However, what disappointed the officials of Yongqing Prefecture was that the Emperor hadn’t sent a special envoy to announce the edict, but simply sent it down with the regular official correspondence. The stated reason was that Yongqing Prefecture had just suffered a great disaster and couldn’t bear more disruption, but the real reason was that this was a plague, not some other disaster. Although it was said to be controlled, no one dared risk coming to announce it. Proclaiming edicts was glorious, but trading one’s life for it wasn’t worth it, so all the court officials vetoed it.

The officials of Yongqing Prefecture wanted to hold their own grand reward ceremony, but Qi Yue dissuaded them.

“The illness hasn’t stabilized yet. It’s better not to hold mass gatherings – they’re very easy for transmission.” she said.

Now Qi Yueniang’s words in Yongqing Prefecture were equivalent to imperial edicts, so the Prefectural Judge immediately abandoned this idea.

“So the court also has rewards for me?” Qi Yue asked in surprise.

“Naturally.” the Prefectural Judge smiled.

Qi Yue took the document and saw her name written on it – naturally Qi Yueniang – followed by descriptions like “though possessing a woman’s weakness, still joined with the righteous and brave to emerge, combining courage with strategy, devising wonderful plans to prevent plague in a single day” and so forth, along with praise. Finally came the bestowment of a “Virtuous and Benevolent” plaque, plus various amounts of gold, silver, and cloth.

Amid the crackling of firecrackers, the court-bestowed plaque was hung above Qianjin Hall. The disciples were excited, their faces flushed red. Looking at the Prefectural Judge’s handwritten plaque that had once hung in the most prominent position – now moved to the back – they had thought that was the pinnacle of their lives. They never expected that in the blink of an eye they’d receive a court plaque. This was a plaque from the capital, personally composed by His Majesty the Emperor himself. It was truly like a dream – no, even dreams couldn’t imagine this.

All of Yongqing Prefecture became lively again like New Year’s, dispelling much of the sad and desolate atmosphere under the plague. Although Qi Yue repeatedly requested avoiding crowd gatherings, many people still rushed over to witness the hanging of the plaque at Qianjin Hall.

This time Marquis Dingxi didn’t come. First, with the incident involving Concubine Zhou at home, he really had no face to see people. Second, his household was also receiving an edict.

“…I know your family affairs are sorrowful, but My family affairs are also sorrowful. I was slapped in the face by the Eastern barbarians, so you too shall receive a whipping, by imperial decree.”

The clerk under the Governor finished reading this edict with sweat beading on his forehead. This was truly the most un-edict-like edict he’d ever seen.

Marquis Dingxi led his whole family in kowtowing to express gratitude.

“Young Master, our apologies.” the little clerk said again.

Two soldiers emerged from behind him, holding whips.

Chang Yuncheng smiled, nimbly removed his clothes, turned and knelt on the ground, exposing his back.

Amid the crackling sounds of the whip, Marquis Dingxi turned his head and wiped away tears.

He thought that if Qi Yueniang were still his Marquis Dingxi household’s daughter-in-law, how could there be this whipping?

When those damned Yongqing Prefecture officials reported, besides shirking responsibility and claiming credit, didn’t they know to mention even slightly the relationship between Qi Yueniang and them?

If they had mentioned it, Chang Yuncheng’s delayed return wouldn’t have been punished merely because of the “sorrowful family affairs” concerning Madam Xie.

Even as a former wife, she was still a wife. With the wife working hard for disaster prevention, they as the husband’s family naturally couldn’t sit by and watch. Then it could be said they were laboring for the people. But now the one working hard for the people’s disaster prevention was Qi Yueniang, who had nothing to do with the Marquis Dingxi household. No matter how hard the Marquis Dingxi household worked, it was only fulfilling their due responsibilities.

Here Marquis Dingxi wiped tears, while Chang Yuncheng, receiving the whipping, actually wore a smile. From early morning, the sound of firecrackers from the streets had been continuous. One could imagine how lively and joyful it would be where that woman was.

This woman didn’t seek fine food, clothing, gold, or silver – what she sought was respect. So this time, she had gained great respect. She must be very, very happy.

Even after being whipped, he couldn’t delay his journey. After lying in bed for a day, Chang Yuncheng had to set out.

Unlike previous times, Marquis Dingxi personally saw him off, accompanying him all the way to the city gate without returning.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Marquis Dingxi. In just a few days, he seemed to have aged greatly. The incident with Concubine Zhou had hit him too hard.

“Father, remember to bring Mother back.” he said.

Marquis Dingxi seemed impatiently waved his hand.

“Don’t worry about that.” he said, looking at Chang Yuncheng whose back was slightly curved due to his injuries. For the first time, he felt sad in his heart, “When you’re away, take good care of yourself. Don’t cause trouble needlessly. Our family isn’t like others – we started humbly, left the capital early, aren’t under the Emperor’s eye, have few family members, and don’t have many relatives to help each other.”

Usually such words and expressions came from Madam Xie. This was the first time Chang Yuncheng had seen his father like this in all his years, and he felt quite unaccustomed to it.

“Yes, I know. Father, don’t worry.” he nodded.

Marquis Dingxi watched him get in the carriage.

“Have you… have you said goodbye to Yueniang?” he couldn’t help asking.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head, made a sound of agreement, and without waiting for Marquis Dingxi to ask anything more, quickly urged the horses forward.

After the carriage had traveled urgently for a while, Chang Yuncheng called a halt and got out to take a guard’s horse.

“Wait here for me a moment.” he said, spurring the horse back at a gallop.

He still wanted to see her one more time, still wanted to personally say goodbye to her, still wanted… wanted very much, very, very much.

But Qi Yue wasn’t at Qianjin Hall.

“Master is still at the estate making medicine.” a disciple directed, “Young Master, should I go ask her…”

Before he finished speaking, he saw the man before him had already spurred his horse away.

“So urgent, could something have happened somewhere?” the disciple muttered.

Chang Yuncheng turned toward the Wang family estate and indeed saw disciples coming and going.

“Master?” A disciple he grabbed to ask thought for a moment, “I think she went for a walk by the lake.”

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and headed toward the lake. As he drew closer, his heart beat faster and faster, so much so that he had to slow his pace to avoid suffocating.

The lakeside was vast. Chang Yuncheng didn’t know where to look at first and stood by the path looking around. Before he could see anyone, he heard that familiar female voice.

“…did you come here specifically?”

Chang Yuncheng instantly held his breath, his hands hanging at his sides clenching into fists.

“Yes.”

Chang Yuncheng opened his mouth, but realized this answer wasn’t spoken by him. He was stunned for a moment, then saw two people sitting by the lake not far away.

Wearing a light azure robe and sitting on the ground holding a fishing rod was Wang Qian. Sitting on a rock beside Wang Qian, watching him fish, was Qi Yue.

Chang Yuncheng’s whole body went rigid. Coming to his senses, he quickly hid behind a tree.

He didn’t know why he was hiding, but he seemed unwilling to be seen by these two people – or rather, he didn’t want to see these two people together like this.

The tree blocked his view but couldn’t block the voices from over there.

“…specifically came here to fish?” Qi Yue asked, seemingly smiling.

Wang Qian turned to look at her.

“Of course not.” he said, “I came to see you.”

Chang Yuncheng scraped off a piece of bark with his hand.

Chapter 300: Fleeing in Shame
Qi Yue was first stunned, then burst into laughter.

Wang Qian was surprised by her reaction.

When women heard such words, shouldn’t they be shy or flustered? However, he shook his head and smiled too – this woman was naturally different from other women.

“Is this for real this time, or are you again deliberately trying to give me face?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Wang Qian looked at her.

“It’s always been real. Who would have nothing better to do than use this to give face?” he said.

Alright, boy, a master at picking up girls at bars, direct enough – I like that.

Qi Yue laughed again.

This was really too… Chang Yuncheng scraped at the bark behind the tree.

“Seeing you laugh so happily, I’m truly heartbroken.” Wang Qian shook his head and turned away.

Qi Yue laughed even harder, casually picking up a small stick nearby to tap Wang Qian’s shoulder.

“Oh my, the fish escaped.” Wang Qian shushed her, carefully steadying his fishing rod.

“Stop pretending – you already said you’re not here to fish.” Qi Yue laughed.

Chang Yuncheng heard Qi Yue’s clear laughter from over there, pressed his head against the tree trunk, and gripped the bark tightly.

“Looks like I don’t need to keep up the act anymore – I’ll have to actually fish now.” Wang Qian said, sighing softly.

“Hey, hey, why why – tell me, how do you know what I’m thinking without even asking?” Qi Yue asked with a smile, continuing to tap his shoulder with the stick.

“As the poem says, ‘Near home, emotions grow more timid; much feeling seems like no feeling at all, and fleeing in shame…'” Wang Qian said with a smile.

Before he finished, Qi Yue directly raised her hand to knock his head.

“Reading too much makes you stupid.” she laughed, “Speak properly.”

Was this… flirting… Chang Yuncheng pressed his head closer to the tree trunk, feeling that every breath hurt.

What was he still doing here? What was he still doing here?

Perhaps because things were out in the open, Wang Qian also felt he’d suddenly become more familiar with this woman. Compared to the previous courteous familiarity, this had more of the casualness of old friends, but along with it came a faint regret.

“Now, is it still not too late?” he looked up and asked.

Qi Yue smiled, twirling the small stick in her hands, looking at him without speaking.

“Alright, no need to answer.” Wang Qian quickly said.

“Hey, when did you start having these thoughts?” Qi Yue asked with some curiosity.

Wang Qian couldn’t help but reach up to touch his brow.

“You woman, how can you have the nerve to ask such a thing?” he said, seeming somewhat troubled.

“I’m just that kind of woman.” Qi Yue laughed.

What was this? The environment I lived in long ago didn’t know what subtlety meant. Everyone was busy and in a hurry – confessions were simple, direct, and quick, and breakups were equally simple, direct, and quick.

If you liked someone, you liked them. If you liked them, say so quickly. If you didn’t like them anymore, you didn’t, and you had to say so quickly too. No one should waste anyone else’s time.

She looked at the lake surface, swaying the small stick, and sighed softly.

“Of course it was after your separation.” Wang Qian quickly said righteously, while shaking out his clothes, “Please don’t ruin my reputation.”

Qi Yue was again amused by him.

“Hey, I really didn’t see it before – you’re quite interesting.” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, turned and walked away.

At the same time, carts loaded with wooden frames, porcelain bottles and other supplies rumbled in, attracting the attention of people here and covering the sound of Chang Yuncheng’s footsteps.

After the carts passed, both Qi Yue and Wang Qian looked back.

“Now that you see it, is it still not too late?” Wang Qian smiled.

“No thanks. I appreciate it, but someone like me shouldn’t go around harming people.” Qi Yue smiled and sighed, throwing the stick in her hand into the water.

“Harming the Young Master alone is enough.” Wang Qian said.

Qi Yue smiled, watching the ripples spread across the water.

“That time, I felt somewhat guilty.” Wang Qian suddenly said.

“Which time?” Qi Yue asked in surprise, “Hey, you’re too much of a perfectionist. I already owe your family so many favors – what more do you want?”

Wang Qian was amused by her.

“Those don’t count as anything – they weren’t what you needed.” he said, looking at the lake surface, gently lifting his rod as a fish leaped up with splashing water.

Qi Yue happily stood up, reaching out to catch it busily.

“We’ll have something to eat for lunch.” she laughed.

Wang Qian helped her put the fish in the basket nearby.

“I want to apologize to you, and this is what my grandfather wants to say to you too. That time, we didn’t stand up like the Young Master did.” he continued.

Qi Yue suddenly stood up.

“Wang Da, if you’re going to say that, then you’re in the wrong.” she said seriously.

Wang Da?

In all his years, this was the first time anyone had addressed Wang Qian this way. His expression showed slight bewilderment, but he also thought it wasn’t bad.

“No, no, I’m not being hypocritical.” he shook his head, “We’re not being pretentious – this is fact. You actually don’t need anything. No matter what you encounter, you can get through it yourself without depending on anyone. You just need… a little warmth.”

He looked at Qi Yue.

“I’m very sorry that at the time, we couldn’t give you that.” he said seriously.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Don’t say any more. If you keep this up, I’ll really regret it.” she said.

Wang Qian feigned delight.

“That’s wonderful – I’ll keep talking then.” he said quickly.

“Good, speak quickly, say more. The feeling of being pursued is really wonderful.” Qi Yue laughed, sitting down with an attentive listening pose.

Before this woman, Wang Qian admitted defeat.

“But I’m serious – it’s not because of that day.” Qi Yue said, exhaling, “Besides, about that day, you really have nothing to apologize for. Everyone has different ways of helping people. That’s not important – what’s important is that you sincerely wanted to help me. In this world, is there anything warmer than that?”

As she spoke, she exhaled again, looking at the lake surface, picking up another small branch to tap in her hands.

“Really, just thinking about it makes me want to cry.” she said.

Wang Qian was stunned.

“I’m really too perfect.” Qi Yue continued.

Wang Qian couldn’t help but chuckle.

Qi Yue remained unmoved.

“So Heaven gave me so many people who love me.” she said.

Wang Qian smiled and shook his head, then nodded.

“You deserve it.” he said.

“You deserve it more.” Qi Yue looked at him and said.

Wang Qian looked at her with a slight smile, then sighed.

“How cruel.” he shook his head, “You have to deny me even my last excuse, leaving someone like me who’s never known what failure means since childhood – how can I bear it?”

Qi Yue nodded solemnly.

“So remember me well – the woman who left an indelible mark on your heart.” she said seriously.

Wang Qian laughed heartily – this was probably the first time this person who’d been taught proper manners and graceful bearing since childhood had laughed so freely. Joyful, heartfelt, and uninhibited.

“Being able to know you and speak so freely with you for life – whether we become husband and wife doesn’t matter anymore.” he said, “I’m very glad to know you.”

Qi Yue nodded and extended her hand.

Wang Qian was somewhat puzzled, looking at the fair, slender hand extended before him. But his comprehension was high, and he soon tentatively reached out his hand.

Qi Yue grasped his and shook it gently.

“I’m also very glad to know you.” she said.

I thought you were all boring, dull, different from me… but now it seems I was wrong. Knowing you all, my life can be as wonderful as before…

This hand wasn’t different from other women’s – soft and warm. Wang Qian looked down, but it was also vastly different. This hand could actually control destiny – not just her own, but others’ too.

If he couldn’t hold onto it, it really was somewhat reluctant to let go…

After a slight hesitation, Wang Qian released it.

“Go quickly, see off my brother-in-law.” he smiled slightly, withdrawing his hand.

“Your brother-in-law?” Qi Yue was stunned.

“Yes, my brother-in-law. Qiao’er’s newly acknowledged uncle whom she thinks about constantly.” Wang Qian said with a meaningful smile.

Qi Yue suddenly understood.

“Where is he going?” she asked.

“Due to family sorrows, he disobeyed orders and delayed his return. The Emperor ordered him whipped, and to keep his head, he’s now setting out to return.” Wang Qian said.

“Whipping? What’s there to whip about? This is too unreasonable.” Qi Yue said with wide eyes.

Wang Qian looked around.

“I didn’t hear anything.” he said.

“Then, then I’ll go check on him. Wait for me to come back and cook fish for you.” Qi Yue said, already lifting her feet to leave as she spoke.

Wang Qian nodded, watching this woman lift her skirt and trot away until she disappeared on the path. He stood for a long moment before looking back down at the fish basket at his feet.

“Life is perfect only with regrets.” he said with feeling, lifting his hand to overturn the basket. The fish fell into the water, flicked its tail and disappeared. “Now I’m perfect.”

The people by the lake disappeared, and quiet returned, when suddenly a rough voice broke the silence.

“Who was it? Who did this? How did they strip off all this bark?”

A servant looked at the tree before him with its white wood exposed, shouting indignantly, though naturally no one answered him.

Chang Yuncheng spurred his horse frantically, wanting only to quickly escape this place, to escape this desperate sadness.

He had finally lost her. He should have known – from the moment she walked out the door without looking back, she would never belong to him again…

Horse and rider quickly disappeared on the main road.

When Qi Yue reached the city gate, the guards told her Chang Yuncheng had already left long ago.

“Really…” she looked at the medicine in her hand and sighed, “How could he leave without saying a word?”

“Maybe he was too urgent?” A’Ru guessed.

“Urgent? Then why did he have time to watch ants for ages at my place that day…” Qi Yue frowned irritably, then stopped, looking at A’Ru in surprise, “Could it be that day he came to…”

“Say farewell.” A’Ru also realized, saying.

Of course – because of the court’s orders, Prefect Huang’s family had to leave, so Chang Yuncheng naturally knew he had to leave too, so…

He didn’t even get to hear a word of parting blessing, and didn’t even eat his meal properly…

Qi Yue looked toward the distant horizon.

That unlucky child – would it kill him to say something straightforwardly? Would it kill him?

Or was he no longer daring to speak?

Qi Yue sighed.

“Mistress, what are you thinking?” A’Ru suddenly asked.

“Thinking about what?” Qi Yue turned around, slowly walking back.

“If you have something to say, you could have Xiao Qu deliver a message to the Young Master.” A’Ru said quietly.

Xiao Qu?

There was a laborer at Qianjin Hall named Xiao Qu who often stayed by Qi Yue’s side.

“Him?” Qi Yue looked at A’Ru in surprise.

“He was left by the Young Master for you… ever since that time you nearly got beaten to death by those people…” A’Ru looked up at her, seeming to have made some decision, “But afraid you’d feel awkward, he told us not to mention it…”

Chapter 301: The Truth
Qi Yue reached up and patted her head.

“Oh my heavens,” she said, looking at A’Ru. “So you’re saying you all knew, and I was the only one who didn’t?”

She was still muttering about how the two newly hired laborers were so clumsy… turns out they weren’t laborers at all, but bodyguards!

No wonder they followed her around constantly, yet none of the disciples in the hall complained about it.

A’Ru nodded.

“Wait a minute,” Qi Yue thought of something. “How did he know I was almost beaten to death? Wasn’t he outside at the time?”

She looked at A’Ru, who glanced up at her.

“He came back?” Qi Yue read her expression and guessed.

A’Ru nodded.

Qi Yue patted her forehead again and turned in circles.

“So I was the only one who didn’t know again, wasn’t I?” She pointed at herself.

A’Ru smiled awkwardly and nodded.

“Why did you all hide it from me?” Qi Yue asked urgently.

“Because… the Prince was afraid you… afraid you would feel burdened by it…” A’Ru said in a low voice.

“What burden would I have? Afraid I’d cling to him and not let go?” Qi Yue said angrily.

That was pretty much the meaning, after all there was still Madam Xie, and the Prince had no choice… A’Ru sighed.

Qi Yue naturally knew this too, biting her lip and frowning for a moment.

“I was wondering, I was wondering how he knew about managing the blue oxen, and knew about using iron wire for opening chests… so it turns out…” she murmured. “So it turns out, I wasn’t dreaming…”

She suddenly turned around, looking toward the distance where the main road stretched away.

At that time, she had dreamed of that man holding her hand, repeatedly saying in her ear how much he missed her. It turned out, it wasn’t a dream…

This bastard…

Qi Yue felt her eyes becoming sore and reached up to cover her mouth.

This bastard…

Xiao Qu was called out from the medicine room by Qi Yue, still carrying a dustpan in his hands.

“Enough, stop pretending. You’re quite good at acting too,” Qi Yue said, looking at him.

Xiao Qu looked completely bewildered.

“Master, what are you talking about?” he asked, feigning confusion.

Qi Yue looked at him.

Xiao Qu felt uncomfortable under her gaze, then saw A’Ru outside making eye signals at him and suddenly understood.

“Miss Qi,” he said sheepishly, putting down the dustpan in his hands.

“Take this to him,” Qi Yue said, handing over a small piece of paper.

Xiao Qu instinctively took it and glanced at it.

Chang Yuncheng you bastard why are you running…

He quickly looked away.

“Miss, the Prince later told us not to deliver messages to him anymore, and stopped the carrier pigeons too,” he said.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Why?” she asked.

“The Prince was afraid we would disturb your… your…” Xiao Qu stammered. Though the Prince hadn’t said it directly, ever since they had sent news about Qi Yue and Wang Qian drinking and chatting happily, contact had been cut off, the pigeons recalled. Obviously, he couldn’t handle that blissful stimulation…

Qi Yue sighed and reached for the paper back, crumpling it up in her hands.

“Miss, the Prince gave us to you, so we’ve already severed ties with that side,” Xiao Qu said quietly.

“Thank you for telling me that I gained two more people to support without even knowing it,” Qi Yue said irritably.

The room fell silent.

Qi Yue paced back and forth twice.

“I’m going to the northern desert,” she suddenly stopped and said.

Both Xiao Qu and A’Ru were stunned, staring at her blankly without reacting.

“Yes, that’s right, I’m going to the northern desert,” Qi Yue clapped her hands. “I said long ago that I would go see him.”

“That’s so far away,” A’Ru panicked and quickly said. “You… you mustn’t act rashly.”

“It’s far, but didn’t he go there too?” Qi Yue said. The more she thought about it, the more excited she became, lifting her foot to walk outside. “Come on, let’s go back and plan this properly.”

A’Ru couldn’t stop her and stamped her feet anxiously.

“You need to quickly find out which route the Prince took and find a way to get word to him to talk sense into this one. This one really does what she says she’ll do,” she said.

Xiao Qu quickly agreed and ran out too.

Meanwhile, A’Ru chased after them, but saw Qi Yue blocked at the courtyard gate.

“Miss, this is terrible! Anthrax has appeared in other prefectures too!” several official-looking people said, sweating profusely.

So the spread couldn’t be stopped after all?

“Those pigs from Shihe – some were bought from other places, and some were sold to other places, so…” an official explained.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Then we’ll all have to work hard for a few more days,” she said.

Hearing her speak, the several officials who had been waiting eagerly were immediately overjoyed.

“Miss Qi, come to our place…”

“Come to our place first…”

The courtyard immediately became lively. This concerned lives and their own careers. Now in Yongqing Prefecture, everyone knew that trusting Miss Qi could ensure safety, promotion, and wealth. The officials from other places nearly came to blows.

“Don’t worry, don’t worry. This doesn’t require me to go in person. Just follow the requirements for epidemic prevention and isolation, then use medicine for treatment and there won’t be any problems,” Qi Yue quickly said loudly to calm them.

Although she said this, everyone still hoped she would go in person to provide reassurance. After much arguing and competing, they finally discussed and decided on the places to visit based on the severity of the epidemic and distance.

This time, the disciples of Qianjin Hall were divided into several groups to go to different places.

“You’ve all made these medicines, and you’ve personally experienced how to prevent this disease, so you can handle things independently now,” Qi Yue said, looking at the disciples ready to depart.

They were graduating, and moreover, they held in their hands medicines that were unique in the world. Their master had allowed them to possess and use these medicines without reservation.

One could imagine what kind of treatment they would receive when they went out with these medicines! The disciples trembled with excitement.

Following the original trajectory, they would have remained disciples for seven or eight years, or even ten or twenty years, finally relying on their master’s reputation to slowly begin practicing medicine. As for what kind of future they might have, that would depend on fate. The good ones might match their master, but most would just be able to make a living.

Who would have thought that in just one year, they would be able to graduate! And right after graduation, they would be dealing with such a major epidemic!

Epidemics were dangerous, but wealth had always been found in danger – the more dangerous, the greater the reward.

They had originally been an unremarkable group of apprentice disciples, but now they grasped the medicines and knowledge their master had given them, about to carve out new territories in their lives.

This was an opportunity they couldn’t have dreamed of!

Liu Pucheng looked at these disciples, also somewhat excited.

He stepped forward and looked at everyone.

“What is a great physician?” he asked solemnly.

The disciples immediately straightened their backs.

“When great physicians treat illness, they must calm their spirits and fix their will, without desire or seeking. First they must develop great compassion and merciful hearts, vowing to universally save all beings from suffering. If someone comes seeking help for illness, do not ask about their noble or humble status, rich or poor, young or old, beautiful or ugly, enemy or friend, Chinese or foreign, wise or foolish – treat them all equally, all as beloved relatives. Also do not look ahead and behind, worrying about fortune and misfortune, protecting and cherishing your own life. Seeing others’ suffering as if it were your own, deeply saddened in heart. Do not avoid danger, day or night, cold or heat, hunger or thirst or fatigue – wholeheartedly rush to rescue, without any thought of achievement or recognition. Only thus can you be a great physician for all living beings. The opposite makes you a great thief among living beings,” they recited in unison, this teaching deeply ingrained in their bones, rolling off their tongues.

At first only these people recited it, but by the end, all the disciples were reciting loudly along.

The loud, firm voices echoed in the courtyard, making people’s blood boil involuntarily.

This scene made those disciples who hadn’t been selected for the medical dispatch teams both envious and longing, but more than anything, excited – as long as they followed their master, they too would have such a day.

“Alright, everyone set off. Remember, this is an epidemic, more fierce than tigers. Don’t be careless, protect yourselves – human life is always the most important thing,” Qi Yue clapped her hands and said loudly.

“Yes!” the disciples responded loudly.

Finally came the moment of parting, and some couldn’t help but cry.

“Senior brother, don’t worry, we’ll be back soon after going out,” several disciples said, comforting the weeping Hu San.

“Remember… remember… to pay back the medicine money on time…” Hu San gripped their hands and said chokingly.

Taking away so many medicines at once, so much money… so much money… it really broke his heart…

Everyone burst into laughter, the laughter diluting the sadness and tension of parting and heading to dangerous places.

Amidst the laughter, everyone departed in different directions.

Qi Yue walked out with A’Ru. She couldn’t help but look up toward the north, then stepped into the carriage.

The horses and men quickly departed.

At this time in Shanning Prefecture, in the Xie family residence, Madam Xie sneezed lightly and woke up.

The room was very quiet. She slowly turned her head, hearing the maids’ low conversation from the outer room.

“…It really is an epidemic…”

“…Of course it’s real… quite a few people died…”

“…But fortunately Miss Qi is there…”

“…Yes, yes, Miss Qi is really amazing…”

Miss Qi? An epidemic?

Madam Xie vaguely remembered that a few days ago, Old Madam Xie had told her that Yongqing Prefecture was suffering from an epidemic, and had repeatedly sighed with relief that she had brought her here, otherwise she would have worried herself to death.

But Miss Qi…

Was it that woman again?

Madam Xie let out a snort of laughter through her nose.

The Marquis Dingxi was probably at home feeling envious, jealous, and hateful again.

But so what? Good or bad, in this lifetime she would never have any relationship with the Dingxi Marquis household, and she and her sister would never accept that woman’s offerings.

“…When the Prince rushed over, Miss Qi must have been very happy, right?”

“Of course, it was such a big help…”

“…Shh, don’t talk about this here…”

The intermittent conversation from outside drifted in and was suddenly suppressed, returning to quiet.

What? The Prince?

Madam Xie snapped out of her daze and suddenly sat up, but she got up too quickly and felt dizzy, her hand quickly reaching for support, pulling down the bed curtain in a flurry of movement.

This commotion finally alerted the maids outside, who hurried in. Seeing Madam Xie sitting on the bed, they were startled.

“Madam, you’re up?”

“Madam, you got up by yourself?”

The maids were both surprised and delighted.

These past days, Madam Xie had recovered very well, but when it came to sitting up and walking, she still needed support. Actually, according to Old Physician An, Madam Xie should try moving on her own, but the wound was truly frightening, and Madam Xie never dared to move by herself.

“Wonderful, wonderful! Miss Qi’s medical skills really are amazing…” the maids said happily.

Madam Xie felt chest tightness.

This was truly a cruel reality she couldn’t face.

Although that woman had been driven out of the Dingxi Marquis household, she would never be able to escape that woman’s mark for the rest of her life.

Because her life was given by that woman, and that woman’s benevolent mark was branded on her body – even death couldn’t erase it!

Madam Xie felt dizzy and fell back heavily.

Chapter 302: Arrangements
The maids screamed and panicked, alerting Old Madam Xie and others from the front, causing quite a commotion before everyone calmed down.

“How do you feel?” Old Madam Xie sat by the bed and asked gently. “Don’t get up too quickly. You’ve been lying down for so long, take it slowly.”

Madam Xie nodded.

“I’ve made mother worry,” she said.

Old Madam Xie patted her hand and stood up.

“Mother,” Madam Xie called out.

Old Madam Xie stopped and looked at her.

“Has Yuncheng returned?” Madam Xie asked.

Old Madam Xie’s expression remained unchanged.

“No, he left long ago. He won’t be back until after the New Year at the earliest,” she said with a smile.

Madam Xie looked at her, her expression also unchanged.

“I must have been dreaming. I dreamed he came back,” she said with a smile.

“A mother worries when her child travels a thousand li,” Old Madam Xie laughed, patting Madam Xie’s hand. “So you need to get better quickly, so Yuncheng can feel at ease while he’s away.”

Madam Xie nodded.

“Mother, I want to go home,” she said.

Old Madam Xie was startled.

“Go home? What would you do at home?” she said with a frown.

“I’m better now. I still want to go home and keep house for Yuncheng,” Madam Xie said with a smile. “I hope mother will grant this.”

Old Madam Xie scrutinized her but couldn’t discern anything.

“Well then, I’ll ask Old Physician An what he says,” she said. “If you can travel, I’ll send you back, though that chaotic household is better left alone.”

Madam Xie smiled and slowly got up using her hands to support herself on the bed, with the maids hurrying to help.

“Mother, no matter how chaotic, it’s still home,” she laughed.

Old Madam Xie looked at her and finally nodded.

Walking out of the room, Old Madam Xie stopped and looked at the attending maids.

“Did you say something to the madam?” she asked sternly.

The maids quickly knelt and shook their heads.

“We didn’t say anything,” they answered in confusion.

Old Madam Xie looked suspicious.

“You didn’t mention Yuncheng’s return?” she asked.

The maids exchanged glances and shook their heads.

“We never said it in front of the madam,” they said quietly.

“So you did say it behind her back?” Old Madam Xie struck her cane and shouted.

“No, we only mentioned it once, and the madam was asleep and didn’t hear. Besides, if the madam had heard, how could she not ask or make a fuss?” the maids said hurriedly.

Given Madam Xie’s temperament, indeed…

If she had known about this, she would have definitely made a big scene.

Old Madam Xie nodded.

It seemed she was just homesick, after all, she had lived there for decades.

“Don’t mention it again in the future,” she glared at the maids and walked away.

In the room, Madam Xie slowly took her medicine, gulping it down without even needing any candied fruit.

I’m going home, I need to get better, I need to guard the house. No matter what demons and monsters you are, don’t think of entering!

By late September, the weather in the capital had become cool, but the busy people in the Imperial Medical Bureau were all sweating profusely.

Following the initial report of epidemic from Yongqing Prefecture, soon more places reported outbreaks. Basically, all of Jiangnan had become epidemic zones, but fortunately, with Yongqing Prefecture’s prevention and treatment experience, plus timely support, the epidemics in other places were still brought under control.

“This is all thanks to Qianjin Hall,” a court physician sighed.

A man sitting there reading memorials looked slightly displeased. He put down the memorial in his hands.

“This is due to proper handling by the local government,” he said. “How can a small medical clinic deserve such praise?”

The court physician who had spoken looked at him and smiled.

“Bureau Clerk Dong, this isn’t what I said, it’s what those local governments said,” he laughed.

Dong Lin naturally saw this.

“I wonder who opened this Qianjin Hall to have such great influence,” other imperial physicians laughed.

Liu Pucheng…

Dong Lin said silently, of course not aloud.

“This Miss Qi, could she really be so capable?” someone over there said.

Dong Lin’s hand gripped the table. Miss Qi? What could a mere woman accomplish… it must be Liu Pucheng behind her.

Surgical secrets, epidemic response…

Master must have given him those untransmitted secrets! That box of books! It must be in Liu Pucheng’s hands!

No wonder he couldn’t wait to leave the capital and run back to such a small place! He was hiding to study these untransmitted secrets!

Dong Lin couldn’t help but pound the table heavily.

That biased old fool!

“This Miss Qi, is she really so capable?”

At this very moment, another person asked this question.

The emperor sat on his white jade bed, one leg on the bed, looking at the memorial in his hands in a posture that would make cabinet ministers kneel and remonstrate unto death if they saw it.

And in front of him, Zhou Maochun, who had been granted a cushion to sit on, was also in a somewhat improper posture.

“Yes, yes, very capable indeed. Your Majesty, summon her to the capital and you’ll see,” he said eagerly.

The emperor looked at the memorial, swung his leg, looked at Zhou Maochun, and smiled.

“Alright, We approve,” he said, tossing the memorial over.

Zhou Maochun nimbly leaped to catch it.

“Thank you for Your Majesty’s great kindness,” he shouted happily.

“We’re helping you trick someone here. When you get benefits, don’t forget to show Us some rarities,” the emperor said.

Zhou Maochun chuckled.

“How could that be? That Miss Qi is skilled at handling epidemics. Inviting her to describe the details for compilation and distribution is also a great benefit to the people,” he said seriously.

The emperor laughed heartily and sat up properly.

“You old rascal, whenever We see you talk like this, We want to laugh,” he laughed and scolded.

“Your Majesty, this old minister has a sincere heart…” Zhou Maochun said pitifully.

The emperor laughed even harder.

“Enough, sincere heart. We haven’t seen you have a sincere heart at other times, burrowing in the library all day without coming out,” he waved his hand and stood up.

This was the emperor’s signal to dismiss guests. Zhou Maochun quickly bowed and took his leave.

Watching Zhou Maochun leave joyfully, the emperor smiled. A nearby eunuch quickly bowed and came to serve.

“Miss Qi…” he repeated.

“Hearing Court Judge Zhou describe her so excitedly, should Your Majesty perhaps meet her?” the eunuch said flatteringly.

The emperor shook his head.

“Where would We find the time,” he said.

“A woman practicing medicine – I wonder what she looks like?” the eunuch said curiously.

He naturally wasn’t curious himself, but curious on behalf of the emperor.

In the emperor’s eyes, women only fell into categories of beautiful or ugly. This kind of reading the emperor’s mind and speaking so naturally was not something just anyone could do, which is why he was the emperor’s first chief eunuch.

“Seventy or eighty years old, naturally very ugly,” the emperor said.

While stepping out of the hall, the cool autumn breeze brought the laughter of palace women, refreshing the spirit.

“Come, let’s go admire the beauties,” the emperor raised his hand.

Indeed, someone who could impress Zhou Maochun, who considered himself the best under heaven, could only be older than him… The eunuch nodded, dropped the topic, and happily led the way.

“They’re back! They’re back!”

Yuan Bao shouted loudly. The courtyard gate had been opened long ago, and A’Hao was the first to rush out, then saw Qi Yue already entering the alley.

“Ha,” Qi Yue spread her arms, showing a brilliant smile to A’Hao and the others running over. “Did you miss me?”

She wore simple cloth clothes, had lost a full circle of weight, and looked travel-worn.

A’Hao threw herself over and burst into tears.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, reaching out to pat and comfort her.

Behind them, A’Ru and two disciples carrying luggage also couldn’t help but smile with moist eyes.

After a hot bath, changed into home clothes, A’Hao helped her dry her hair and arrange it into a beautiful coiffure. The person in the mirror had regained her tender white and pink complexion. She smiled at the mirror, radiant and glowing.

A sumptuous meal was laid out on the table, along with a pot of wine.

“Golden nest, silver nest, nothing beats your own doghouse,” Qi Yue sighed comfortably.

“No matter what nest, next time I’m following you, miss,” A’Hao said with pursed lips.

“Good,” Qi Yue smiled.

As they spoke, there was commotion outside.

“Aunt.”

“Aunt.”

The same address, called out by two different voices.

Two children squeezed through the door simultaneously.

Qi Yue smiled and took one in each hand, asking who they came with.

Wang Qiao’er and Yan’er competed to answer, each fearing to fall behind the other.

With two more children, the room immediately became lively.

Listening to the children’s chatter and laughter, Qi Yue smiled somewhat absent-mindedly.

Aunt…

That person called uncle… how was he doing now…

In the end, she hadn’t been able to catch up with Chang Yuncheng. Xiao Qu had suggested using official post to send a letter. She had written a note, but there was no response after it was sent, probably lost on the way. She didn’t write another.

Because she decided to go in person.

Just as she had been surprised and delighted to see him suddenly appear, he would be even more surprised and delighted to suddenly see her.

Thinking of that fool who didn’t even dare say goodbye and left silently, she couldn’t help but want to sigh.

“Are you really going?”

In the deep night, when the courtyard that had been noisy all day returned to quiet, A’Ru was making the bed and was surprised to hear Qi Yue’s decision.

She thought Qi Yue had stopped thinking about this matter.

“Of course I’m going,” Qi Yue fell onto the quilt, hands behind her head, looking at the bed curtains. “The epidemic is finally settled, and I’m tired. It’s perfect timing to go out and walk around.”

If you’re tired, shouldn’t you rest well at home? A’Ru looked at her.

“Going out to walk around more, seeing the great mountains and rivers, is very interesting,” Qi Yue sat up and said to her with sparkling eyes.

“Fine, whatever you say goes,” A’Ru smiled. “Wherever you go, I’ll go.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Plans can’t keep up with changes, so we’ve decided. Tomorrow we’ll prepare, and the day after we’ll leave, to avoid any more delays,” she said, clenching her fists.

But plans really couldn’t keep up with changes. The next day, Second Madam Chen Shi came to visit.

“Aunt, I was just about to visit you…” Qi Yue said loudly, coming out to greet her. Seeing Chen Shi entering, she couldn’t help but be stunned.

The woman entering wore a rose-red and fragrant-yellow crossed-collar robe, with a pearl phoenix hairpin, her eyebrows and eyes like paintings, her complexion like thick autumn colors. She didn’t need maids to support her, walking in gracefully.

Who was this?

Qi Yue didn’t dare speak for a moment.

Chapter 303: Going Together
“Yueniang,” Chen Shi said, seeing Qi Yue standing at the door. She immediately started crying. “You scared me to death…”

It really was Chen Shi. Qi Yue ran over in a few steps and took her hands.

“Aunt, how did you… how did you…” she said in surprise, unable to comfort the weeping Chen Shi as she looked her up and down in amazement.

Chen Shi was amused by her staring and laughed.

“What’s wrong with me? Have I gotten older?” she reached up to touch her own face. “People our age grow a layer older with each passing day we don’t see each other, becoming less presentable day by day…”

“No,” Qi Yue quickly interrupted, reaching out to feel Chen Shi’s pulse. She had learned quite a bit about pulse diagnosis by now.

Chen Shi smiled and let her take her pulse.

“How is it? Is aunt’s health still alright?” she asked with a smile.

Qi Yue seemed unable to believe it and switched hands to check again.

“Oh my, aunt, did you take some immortal medicine?” she exclaimed in surprise.

At these words, Cai Qing, the maid beside Chen Shi, nearly stumbled and fell.

Chen Shi’s expression remained unchanged.

“Didn’t aunt promise you to take good care of her health,” she smiled slightly while pulling Qi Yue’s hand to enter the house.

“It really couldn’t be better. I can’t even tell you were once ill,” Qi Yue said in amazement as she followed. “Which physician did you see?”

It must be a divine doctor – she definitely needed to get acquainted.

Chen Shi smiled without answering.

“Heart ailments need heart medicine. I had nothing to look forward to before, just waiting for death, but now it’s different,” she laughed, pulling Qi Yue’s hand to sit down.

That made sense too. Qi Yue nodded and sat beside her.

The two chatted about what had happened since they parted, with Qi Yue telling amusing stories from preventing and treating the epidemic.

Actually, there weren’t really any amusing stories from epidemic prevention. Chen Shi listened with tears in her eyes but still smiled and listened attentively.

“Good, now that everything’s finished, you can rest,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Yes, these disciples have all been taken out and trained. If anything happens again, they can handle things independently,” she said. “So I was just about to tell aunt that I’m planning to…”

“Yes, so you can accompany me to the capital,” Chen Shi interrupted.

The capital… Qi Yue was momentarily stunned, calculating the route in her mind. She could also go to the northern desert from the capital, though it would cause some delay.

She looked at Chen Shi’s radiant face. Perhaps it really was psychological. Since she was so eager for her to accompany her to the capital, the person in the capital must be someone she cherished most.

“Alright, I’ll go with aunt to the capital and broaden my horizons,” she smiled and nodded.

To avoid a city-wide send-off, Qi Yue left quietly. Chen Shi had already prepared everything, told Marquis Dingxi to take good care of the children at home, and set off without bringing anyone.

Qi Yue didn’t bring many people either – just A’Ru, A’Hao, and Hu San. Of course, there were also the four guards Chang Yuncheng had left behind. Since she was supporting these four extra mouths, she couldn’t let them be idle.

Only the disciples of Qianjin Hall knew the news, but to avoid word leaking out, only Liu Pucheng and Zhang Tong came to see them off.

“November is my master’s death anniversary. After all these years, I’ve never gone to pay respects. This year I will. When the time comes, let’s meet in the capital,” Liu Pucheng said.

Not knowing if she’d still be in the capital then, but not planning to tell others about her trip to the northern desert, Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

Four carriages, over twenty guards – the convoy bearing the banners of Marquis Dingxi’s household departed grandly.

At the same time, Zhou Maochun left the capital gates in high spirits.

Although he could have had the government deliver the emperor’s oral decree, Zhou Maochun felt that wouldn’t be sincere enough. So he decided to personally bring the emperor’s decree to invite her. Such a great surprise would surely coax this homebody young lady to the capital, and then she could tell him all about those unprecedented medical techniques…

It wasn’t until twenty days later, when Zhou Maochun stood in Qianjin Hall hearing Liu Pucheng say that Miss Qi had gone to the capital, that he realized how foolish he’d been to rush excitedly out of the city gates. At that very moment, Qi Yue was passing through the city gates entering the capital.

Qi Yue looked up at the city gates.

“Wow, what tall and imposing gates,” she said, craning her neck.

A’Ru and A’Hao also squeezed over to look at these gates that were much larger than Yongqing Prefecture’s, then at the bustling crowds on both sides of the carriages.

Hu San rode up from behind on horseback, holding various colorful snacks.

“Try this, try this,” he shouted loudly, handing them over.

A’Hao happily reached out to take them.

“Thank you, brother-in-law,” she called out.

A’Ru slapped her on the head.

Hu San blushed and chuckled, running off with great energy.

“Don’t waste money randomly,” A’Ru called after him.

“We don’t care about a few coins. Money is meant to be spent. Look how stingy you are,” Qi Yue said with a laugh, leaning against the carriage window.

A’Hao also ate her skewer and came over.

“That’s right, that’s right. Brother-in-law is very rich now…” she laughed.

A’Ru was exasperated and reached out to hit her.

Although they weren’t formally engaged yet, A’Ru and Hu San’s relationship was established. Qi Yue had also said she would arrange their wedding, but A’Ru insisted that she wouldn’t marry until Miss Qi married.

Qi Yue smiled watching the two girls squabble.

Two servant women got down from the carriage ahead.

“Miss, the madam asks whether to go shopping first or go home first?” they said with smiles.

“Of course, go home first,” Qi Yue quickly answered.

Chen Shi looked very healthy, but long-distance travel was still tiring.

The servant women acknowledged and returned shortly.

“The madam requests that miss ride in her carriage,” they said.

Qi Yue agreed. The carriage pulled over and stopped, and she got down with the servant women’s help.

Chen Shi lifted the curtain and personally helped her in.

“We’ll go through Imperial Palace Street,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Imperial Palace Street must be along the palace walls, Qi Yue guessed.

Indeed, along the way Chen Shi lifted the window curtain and pointed things out to her.

“…These are the Five Ministry offices… Over there is the Five Military Commissioner’s Office…”

Hu San and the others in the carriages behind naturally followed along, but they noticed that the farther they went, the fewer people there were and the more serious the atmosphere became. They couldn’t help but be cautious and careful. Seeing the occasional gates with stone lions and solemn guards, even the carriage horses didn’t dare breathe loudly.

“Does the madam’s family live near here?” Hu San couldn’t help but ask a nearby guard in a low voice.

“No, I think it’s over in Mao’er Hutong,” the guard whispered back.

Just as they were talking, a group of officials emerged from a government office and got into their respective sedan chairs. Everyone’s carriages and horses quickly stopped to let them pass first, causing another delay.

“Then is this route shorter?” Hu San asked in an even lower voice.

The guard scratched his head.

“No, it’s a detour,” he also whispered.

Hu San was dumbfounded.

Then why go this way?

“Perhaps the madam wants miss to see the capital’s excitement?” the guard guessed.

Hu San looked at this street – forget shops, you couldn’t even see a single street vendor. Excitement…

“…Look,” Chen Shi pointed to an increasingly tall building nearby.

Qi Yue followed her gaze.

Yellow bricks and green tiles gleamed dazzlingly in the sunlight.

“That’s the Chengtian Gate inside the imperial city,” Chen Shi said. “Past Chengtian Gate, you enter the palace city… then you reach Donghua Gate. If princes and princesses go out, they go through there. If there are court audiences or banquets, everyone also enters the palace from here, walking straight along that road, then turning left to reach the Empress’s Kunning Palace…”

Qi Yue felt like she was touring the Forbidden City listening to an electronic guide, only wishing she could walk through it herself.

Even buying tickets wouldn’t get you in nowadays.

“Coming to the capital, you’ll naturally have a chance to go in and see,” Chen Shi heard her muttering and said with a smile.

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Really?” she asked with some disbelief. Was the imperial palace so easy to enter?

“Really,” Chen Shi nodded with firm expression.

Chen Shi came from a prominent family, so naturally she would have opportunities to enter the palace.

“Great,” Qi Yue smiled. “I’ll follow aunt and really broaden my horizons.”

Chen Shi smiled and squeezed her hand, looking again at the gradually receding imperial city.

The carriage left this area and finally returned to prosperity. The bustling marketplace hit them in the face, and Hu San and the others finally breathed a sigh of relief and returned to normal.

Chen Shi lowered the curtain and offered no commentary on this bustling marketplace.

Qi Yue naturally wouldn’t ask either.

They could only hear the noisy bustle outside. After traveling a bit further, the carriage stopped.

“Madam, we’ve arrived,” the servant woman said from outside.

“Come, see my home,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Qi Yue lifted the curtain first and saw a very large residence in front of them. The walls were imposing, but somewhat neglected, as if no one had lived there for a long time.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but be stunned. Did Chen Shi have no other family members at home?

Wasn’t it supposed to be a very large family clan?

Chen Shi had already gotten down and personally came to help her. Qi Yue quickly got down.

Seven or eight servants already stood at the gate, all elderly, looking excited.

“Young lady has returned,” they all bowed and called out.

Chen Shi smiled and looked at each of them.

“You’re all well and still keeping house for me. Thank you all,” she said.

The servants couldn’t help but raise their hands to wipe away tears.

“Young lady, you’re too kind to this old servant,” they all said.

Qi Yue smiled throughout, watching. A’Ru, A’Hao, Hu San and the others also came over. Chen Shi took Qi Yue’s hand and was about to enter when…

The sound of bustling horses and people came from outside the alley. Over ten family servants escorted two carriages over.

“Xueniang,” a man about Chen Shi’s age got down from the carriage first, shouting loudly before even fully dismounting.

Chen Shi smiled when she saw him.

“Third brother,” she bowed and called out.

The man strode over. The carriage behind only then stopped, and two slightly older women got down, dressed in silks and satins with glittering hairpins.

“You child, why didn’t you come home?” they took Chen Shi’s hands, speaking with both joy and reproach, then looked her over. “How did you get so thin?”

Actually, she had been much thinner than this before, Qi Yue thought to herself. If they had seen how Chen Shi looked a few months ago, these people would probably be preparing funeral arrangements.

Everyone exchanged pleasantries. Qi Yue automatically stepped aside. After just a few words, Chen Shi turned back to look for her.

“This is Yueniang,” she gestured.

Only then did the three people look over. Qi Yue quickly smiled and bowed.

“Let’s go inside to talk,” Chen Shi said directly without further words.

The three were somewhat surprised. They glanced at Qi Yue again but didn’t ask more questions.

“Xueniang, how can you live here? You should come home,” the woman said, holding Chen Shi’s hand.

Chen Shi smiled slightly and shook her head.

“Sister-in-law, this is my home,” she said.

The woman looked helplessly at the man beside her.

The man looked at Chen Shi, finally sighed, said nothing, and walked in first.

This was his tacit approval. The two women had no choice but to stop talking, and everyone entered.

Chen Shi didn’t forget to turn back and take Qi Yue’s hand.

Seeing this gesture, the two women looked surprised and exchanged glances.

They had originally thought she was some unimportant, unrelated person, but Chen Shi treated her with such regard… yet why was there no detailed introduction?

They formally focused their attention on Qi Yue, seeing that the young woman was simply dressed but quite attractive, with gracious bearing. Standing there with her natural youth, she was like a precious pearl that was impossible to ignore.

Such a person was definitely not an attendant or servant. Who was this? Could she be a child from some prominent family that Chen Shi was close to?

Chapter 304: Old Residence
This residence had indeed been unoccupied for a long time. Although it was kept clean, being too large and lacking in human presence, it still looked desolate. However, from this desolation, one could see what it looked like during its prosperous times.

Such a fine residence – why was it abandoned?

Qi Yue looked up at the ancient and grand mansion before her. Above hung a plaque, but it bore no inscription.

How… strange.

“Has the Shoumu Study been prepared?” Chen Shi asked.

The servants quickly replied that it was ready.

“Move Yueniang’s things there,” Chen Shi said.

At these words, the three people walking ahead were stunned again and turned to look at Chen Shi.

Chen Shi paid no attention, and Qi Yue naturally followed the host’s arrangements.

“You go settle in and rest first,” Chen Shi said.

When family members meet, they naturally need to speak of family matters that are inconvenient with outsiders present.

Qi Yue nodded without being polite and followed the guiding servants, with maidservants carrying her trunks behind.

“Xueniang, who is this person?” the man couldn’t help but ask, looking in the direction where Qi Yue had gone, where a courtyard could be faintly seen.

“She is Qi Yueniang,” Chen Shi said with a smile, also looking toward that courtyard. “The Shoumu Study – only she is worthy to live there.”

Who was Qi Yueniang? They hadn’t heard of any prominent Qi family in Yongqing Prefecture.

The three exchanged glances, all showing confusion.

But Chen Shi said no more and walked away.

The three had no choice but to follow helplessly.

But before long, they emerged just as helplessly.

“Brother and sister-in-law, don’t worry. I grew up here – how could I not be used to living here?” Chen Shi said with a smile. “I’ll visit home tomorrow, but not today.”

The man looked at her and sighed.

“Do as you wish,” he said.

“Such a large residence with just you few people won’t work. These people must stay,” the woman said, pointing to the seven or eight servants and men who had come along.

Chen Shi nodded without refusing.

“Thank you, sister-in-law,” she said with a smile, watching the three get into carriages and mount horses to leave.

The courtyard gate closed. Although lights were lit, the light was quickly swallowed by the enormous residence.

The three people’s carriages and horses traveled through several streets before entering a grand mansion. In the night, lights blazed brilliantly. The golden painted beast-faced bronze ring gates, large lanterns illuminating the four characters “Duke Deqing’s Mansion” on the gate tower, brown-clothed gatekeepers standing uniformly in front, listening to a steward-like person speak. A few steps away was a side gate where people were coming and going. Seeing the carriage approach, someone immediately opened the gates wide and cleared the path.

The carriage went straight in, traveling quite a distance before stopping in front of a screen wall.

A crowd of people surged out, jeweled and bejeweled, surrounding the three as they passed through the entrance hall to a courtyard bearing the characters “Xining.”

“Has Xueniang returned?”

“Why didn’t she come back?”

“How can that old residence be livable?”

“We should never have indulged her buying it in the first place…”

The room full of people chattered non-stop. An elderly woman with white hair sitting in the place of honor was obviously accustomed to such commotion and remained calm.

“This child has had an odd temperament since young. You all know this,” she said.

When she spoke, all the voices in the room ceased.

“Mother, Xueniang is so old now, yet you still call her a child,” the man Chen Shi had called third brother said with a laugh.

“How old is Xueniang?” the elderly woman asked somewhat confused.

“Old Madam, Xueniang is the same age as Fourth Master. After the twelfth month, she’ll be forty-one,” a plump woman said with a smile, supporting the old woman’s shoulder.

The elderly woman was clearly very surprised.

“Over forty already? How is that possible? Not long ago she was still reading to me in her clear, crisp voice,” she said.

Everyone in the room laughed.

“Even now, having Xueniang come would still be reading to you in her clear, crisp voice,” everyone laughed.

But the elderly woman didn’t laugh; instead, she began to cry.

“Poor Xueniang was born without ever seeing her father’s face. You married her off so far away, and when she fell ill and was dying, you hid it from me, but don’t think I don’t know,” she said.

No one in the room dared laugh anymore. Knowing the old woman’s dementia was acting up again, they quickly coaxed her nicely, saying she could see Xueniang tomorrow. Only then did the elderly woman calm down.

After talking for a while longer, everyone withdrew, leaving only Third Master Chen.

“Why did she suddenly return this time? When we repeatedly invited her before, she always refused to come to the capital,” the elderly woman asked.

“I see she’s very happy and in good spirits,” Third Master Chen said. “She just said she wanted to come back, nothing else.”

The elderly woman sighed and said nothing.

“However, she brought someone back with her this time,” Third Master Chen added.

“Is it her child? Bringing them back is best. This time our family can arrange a marriage, keeping them close by,” the elderly woman said.

“No, it’s not her children. She didn’t say who it was – it’s a young woman,” Third Master Chen said. “Moreover, she had that woman move into the Shoumu Study.”

The elderly woman suddenly sat up straight.

“Your fourth uncle’s Shoumu Study?” she asked in surprise. “That room – Xueniang wouldn’t even let your father enter. How could…”

Yes, Third Master Chen was equally puzzled and confused. That room that his sister guarded like her very life – how could she let this woman move in?

Who exactly was this woman?

Qi Yue had no idea that the room she was staying in was forbidden territory in the Chen family’s eyes. To her, any room was the same – just a place to sleep.

This room was quite nice. Although the furnishings showed some age, there was no musty smell, indicating careful maintenance.

“Why is this plaque empty?” Qi Yue asked curiously, pointing to the large blue plaque hanging in the center of the room.

A’Ru was organizing the bedroom inside with A’Hao and several of Chen Shi’s servants. These things didn’t require Qi Yue’s help, so she wandered around the three interconnected rooms.

A servant woman who was burning incense looked up when she heard this, but immediately lowered her head as if startled.

“This servant doesn’t know,” she said quietly.

Not knowing meant not wanting to say – Qi Yue understood this subtext. She waved her hand and walked away without asking further.

Soon the bedroom was ready. Chen Shi’s servants all withdrew. A’Ru and A’Hao slept on the servants’ bed in the outer room. Long-distance travel was always exhausting, especially in ancient times with horse-drawn transport. Qi Yue fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

The night passed without incident.

Qi Yue woke to clear bird songs, feeling refreshed. A’Ru and A’Hao had already risen and came in to attend to her upon hearing movement.

Breakfast was already prepared in the nearby dining room. As Qi Yue walked over while examining the courtyard, seeing her approach, two maids quickly raised silk bamboo curtains.

The room’s arrangement was similar to Marquis Dingxi’s but also somewhat different. The same luxury and opulence, but with additional elegance.

Perhaps this was the difference between nouveau riche and established families.

“Did you sleep well?” Chen Shi entered from outside.

“Very well,” Qi Yue turned and smiled.

“You must be hungry. Come eat quickly,” Chen Shi smiled, personally pulling her to sit down and sitting beside her.

The table was full of meat, vegetables, soups, cold dishes, pastries, and candied fruits.

“These are all capital specialties. Try them and see if they suit your taste,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Qi Yue nodded and picked up a couple to eat.

“Mm, delicious,” she said with bright eyes, nodding in praise.

Chen Shi’s smile deepened.

“Yes, I knew you’d love them,” she said, watching Qi Yue with complete joy.

“Aunt, you eat too,” Qi Yue offered.

Chen Shi nodded and ate slowly.

They ate in silence and finished quickly. The table full of food seemed barely touched, but this was already Qi Yue’s best effort. Chen Shi had simply prepared too much. Fortunately, Chen Shi didn’t mind – seeing her happy was enough, and she didn’t urge her to finish everything.

“Is the room comfortable?” Chen Shi asked.

They had left the dining room and returned to the main hall.

“Very nice,” Qi Yue smiled.

Chen Shi’s gaze swept around the room.

“This was my father’s room,” she said.

Only then was Qi Yue startled.

Wasn’t this the most honored place in the house? And Chen Shi had let her stay here?!

“Like you, I never met my father,” Chen Shi continued.

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised.

Whether Qi Yueniang had met her father, she didn’t know. But Chen Shi also had no father?

“I was a posthumous child,” Chen Shi turned to look at Qi Yue with a slight smile. “When my mother was pregnant with me, my father died.”

“What a pity,” Qi Yue said with some comfort.

“Mother said when raising me, she was already quite old and hadn’t planned to have more children, but father always wanted a daughter,” Chen Shi looked around the room again, her hand brushing over tables and chairs as she walked slowly. “Father was already over forty then. When the imperial physician diagnosed that it was a daughter, he was overjoyed…”

Qi Yue followed behind her. Chen Shi was now also over forty, wasn’t she? Reminiscing about a father she’d never met was a sad thing. At such times, listening was the best comfort.

“Mother said that father spent every day in his study choosing names for me, unlike my two brothers, whose names were chosen by grandfather,” Chen Shi said, turning to smile at Qi Yue.

“Fathers always dote on daughters,” Qi Yue also smiled.

She thought of her own father. Although there were two daughters in the family, father’s love was abundant.

She wondered if father could bear the fact of her death.

She lowered her head, hiding some sadness.

Chen Shi didn’t notice. She looked around the room again, as if seeking traces of her father’s presence.

“Father chose a name for me – Xue (Snow),” she continued, then laughed. “Everyone laughed at him, saying after thinking so long, he chose such a simple name.”

Qi Yue raised her head with a slight smile.

“But I love it very much. Xueniang, Chen Xue – how beautiful it sounds,” Chen Shi smiled.

Qi Yue nodded in agreement.

“After choosing my name, father left home,” Chen Shi said. “And never returned.”

The topic took this sharp turn, leaving Qi Yue somewhat stunned.

Chen Shi had now returned to the central hall, looking up at the blank plaque in the center, her expression no longer showing any trace of smile.

“Not even his body returned. In the ancestral tomb, there’s only a cenotaph,” she said word by word, staring fixedly at the plaque. “But father must have been very happy. He died for his cause, unlike these others…”

The words stopped abruptly.

“I’ll go home in a while. You can rest here or go out as you please,” she turned to look at Qi Yue with a smile.

The topic changed too quickly for Qi Yue to follow.

Chapter 305: Old Acquaintance
Chen Shi repeated herself.

“I’ll probably return after dinner. You can do as you please here, don’t feel constrained,” she said.

Qi Yue came to her senses, confirming that Chen Shi had indeed changed the subject, and quickly nodded in agreement.

It seemed she didn’t need to go with Chen Shi to her family home, which was good. She hadn’t planned to stay here long anyway, and this saved her from wasting time dealing with people here.

Chen Shi thought of something else and handed over a token.

Qi Yue reached out to take it, seeing it was a nanmu wood plaque with “Duke Deqing Chen IV” carved on it.

“Whatever you fancy, whatever you want, just show this token,” Chen Shi said.

Wow, Qi Yue whistled inwardly – indeed, high-ranking families in the capital were extraordinary.

“Good, thank you, aunt,” Qi Yue smiled without being polite, instead thanking her straightforwardly.

Chen Shi was indeed very pleased.

“Don’t be polite, this is as it should be,” she smiled, clapped her hands, and left.

As it should be? What should be? Getting whatever she wanted without paying was as it should be?

Qi Yue shrugged.

“Should we still have Second Madam take those meeting gifts?” A’Ru asked quietly.

Thinking of coming to Chen Shi’s home and surely needing to meet the family, Qi Yue had prepared gifts, not expecting Chen Shi to have two homes.

“No need,” Qi Yue shook her head. “This way, it seems like we’re eager to meet them, and might put them in an awkward position.”

A’Ru nodded.

“So what do we do today?” A’Hao ran over and asked.

Seeing her bright, sparkling eyes, Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile.

“Of course, as you wish – we’re going shopping,” she said.

Meanwhile, Chen Shi entered the gates of Duke Deqing’s mansion. News of yesterday had brought family members from far and near, naturally leading to a large family reunion with tears and embraces.

“Now that you’ve come, don’t leave again,” Duke Deqing’s wife, Chen Fang Shi, held Chen Shi’s hand and cried. “I’m already seventy-one years old. I could close my eyes and die tomorrow. Every extra look at you counts.”

As a posthumous child of the Chen family’s eldest branch, with her mother being older, sickly, and having died when she was seven, Chen Xue had been raised by her fourth uncle’s wife, Chen Fang Shi. Their relationship was like mother and daughter. Duke Deqing had two biological daughters, and Chen Shi Xueniang was raised as the third daughter – essentially adopted, though the ceremony had never been performed.

Of course, the fourth branch had now become the Chen family’s main branch, as Chen Ning from this branch had been granted the title Duke Deqing, continuing the Chen clan’s glory.

Hearing this, she also had tears in her eyes but couldn’t help smiling.

“I won’t leave,” she nodded, sitting next to Chen Fang Shi. “Aunt is still very robust – don’t say such things.”

Everyone in the room naturally agreed, making Chen Fang Shi happy again.

“Your brother said you brought a young woman back? Who is she?” Chen Fang Shi asked again, squinting around the room but seeing no strangers.

Hearing Third Master Chen describe such special treatment, thinking she should have been brought over, everyone looked expectant.

“She went out to play,” Chen Shi said with a smile. “She doesn’t like meeting people, so I didn’t have her come over to avoid making her uncomfortable.”

Everyone in the room was stunned.

How was meeting them imposing on this young woman?

However, given Chen Shi Xueniang’s position in the family, no one dared say anything. They changed the subject and chatted and laughed until half the day passed. When mealtime came, everyone dispersed, leaving only Chen Shi and her brothers with Chen Fang Shi.

“Although you love staying over there, this is your real home. The rooms are all prepared,” Chen Fang Shi said, about to tear up again. “I don’t have many days left to live…”

Chen Shi quickly took her hand to comfort her.

“Yes, aunt, I’ll come keep you company,” she said gently.

“What do you want to do, coming back this time?” Second Master Chen, who had been silent, suddenly asked.

This was Chen Shi’s blood brother, about fifty years old. Due to poor health, he had retired early to enjoy his declining years at home and rarely appeared in public.

“She came back because she wanted to – this is her home,” Chen Fang Shi glared and scolded, somewhat displeased with Second Master Chen’s words.

Second Master Chen just looked at Chen Shi, as if trying to see into her heart.

“I want to enter the palace,” Chen Shi didn’t avoid the question, looking at her brother frankly. “Second brother, arrange for me to enter the palace and have a look.”

“Xueniang, last time you spoke recklessly, and only because the Grand Empress Dowager was there to protect you did our Chen family escape disaster. This time, what do you want to do again?” Second Master Chen said sternly with furrowed brow. “The Grand Empress Dowager is no longer here!”

Chen Shi looked at Second Master Chen and smiled.

“Brother, I was still young then. Now I’m already half-buried in the earth – how could I be so reckless again?” she said softly and gently.

Second Master Chen felt somewhat melancholy at her words. Indeed, how quickly decades had passed…

He looked at his sister, now old enough to be a grandmother, and sighed.

“If you can think this way, that’s best,” he said, relieved.

Chen Fang Shi also breathed a sigh of relief and patted Chen Shi’s hand.

“Xueniang is the most sensible child. Otherwise, how could the Grand Empress Dowager have liked you so much?” she sighed. “Let’s not speak of the past.”

“Yes, I think I don’t have much time left either, so while I can still move around, I want to visit the Grand Empress Dowager’s place in the palace again, to not waste her treating me like family,” Chen Shi said gently.

Second Master Chen scrutinized her for a moment, then finally nodded.

“Alright, I’ll arrange it for you,” he said.

Chen Shi looked at him with a smile and bowed her head in thanks.

“Good, good, we’ve talked for so long. Quick, serve the meal,” Chen Fang Shi laughed.

The maids, servants, and daughters-in-law who had been waiting came in, and the room immediately became lively.

At this time, a restaurant in the capital was also extremely lively. In the center of the hall, a storyteller was gesticulating dramatically while listeners cheered loudly. Amid these cheers came another commotion.

“Young master…”

A scream interrupted the hall’s festivities. Everyone saw someone tumbling down the stairs. Before they could see who it was, servants and attendants swarmed around the fallen person.

“No breath!”

“Someone’s been killed!”

Shouts erupted from the crowd, and the scene immediately boiled over.

“Make way! I’m a doctor!”

Someone shouted loudly in the chaos. The people of the capital had good manners – hearing this voice, they immediately cleared a path.

Hu San couldn’t be bothered to put down the various trinkets hanging on him, just threw the full boxes in his hands on the ground and rushed over.

Servants surrounded a man lying on the ground – sudden traumatic asphyxiation. Although he hadn’t practiced medicine in a while, as the direct senior disciple of divine physician Miss Qi, he couldn’t disgrace his master’s reputation. Hu San knelt down, immediately straightened the man’s head, pinched his mouth open to pull out his tongue, pressed his chest, and leaned down…

The crowd first fell silent, then erupted in thunderous noise.

Fan Yilin coughed and gasped, opening his eyes to see a large man’s face close to his, and his mouth… the man’s stench was clearly detectable.

He gasped sharply, stared wide-eyed, and recognized the person before him.

“It’s you again!” he screamed and rolled his eyes back, fainting.

“Assault!”

Chaotic voices rang through the hall mixed with whistles and cheers from onlookers, bubbling up like boiling water.

This time Hu San was luckier than last time. Because A’Hao wanted to listen to the storyteller, she was leaning against the third-floor railing and happened to see this scene. Her timely shrill shouts allowed Qi Yue to rush out immediately and rescue Hu San from the beating Fan Yilin’s servants were about to give him.

“He’s a doctor. He was saving someone,” Qi Yue said loudly, shielding Hu San behind her.

The servants looked at this woman who had suddenly appeared: smoke-yellow round-collar robe, yuanbao hairstyle with golden spotted kingfisher feather pearl flower butterflies adorned with pearls, bright eyes and brows, elegant bearing, and captivating grace.

Everyone who relied on their eyes and mouths for a living immediately knew this person was no ordinary individual. They stepped back a few paces, maintaining distance, but still dutifully surrounded them to prevent this audacious criminal from escaping.

“What doctor? Where’s this doctor from? Are there such… doctors?” the lead servant shouted sternly.

“It’s sudden traumatic asphyxiation,” Hu San quickly explained from behind. “He fell down the stairs. I just performed chest compressions, which were effective – his breathing has been restored.”

Qi Yue gestured for the servants to listen to Hu San’s words.

“What sudden asphyxiation compression…” the servant glared. “Stop with this nonsense… Don’t you know what family we are, you dog-eyed…”

Right, enough nonsense, start fighting.

The surrounding crowd clamored, and even the storyteller stood on his stool, ready to record the details for future storytelling.

But forget fighting – the servant’s words stopped before he finished.

Qi Yue waved the Duke Deqing Chen token in front of the servant’s eyes.

“What family are you?” she picked up the servant’s words and asked.

“Our own people, our own people,” the servant said with a changed, smiling face.

The watching crowd immediately booed.

“Disperse, disperse, nothing to see here,” everyone waved and turned away.

Life in the capital was fast-paced and time precious – it couldn’t be wasted casually.

This token was so effective? Qi Yue was very surprised. Indeed, having status and prestige meant you could go anywhere without fear.

“We are doctors,” she said again, putting away the token and looking at the person the servants were protecting behind them, invisible to her. “Let me quickly examine your master to see if he’s alright.”

“He just stumbled – actually nothing serious…” the servant hesitated, while not forgetting to bow to Hu San.

“This lowly one didn’t know – please don’t hold it against me, your lordship,” he said respectfully.

This respect was naturally not for Hu San, but for Duke Chen.

Qi Yue nodded and walked past him.

“You can’t say that. A fall can also cause asphyxiation. I once saw a young master who fell from his horse and asphyxiated because he was inadvertently kicked by the horse without anyone noticing…” she said as she walked.

She wondered what impact had caused this unlucky person’s condition…

The servant stared blankly at this woman walking by, while that man still stood motionless.

Who was the doctor?

At this moment, Qi Yue was also stunned.

“Young Master Fan?” she looked at the man lying on the ground and called out in surprise. “How is it you again?”

Fan Yilin had now groggily awakened and met Qi Yue’s eyes, his face full of disbelief.

“Come, slap me twice,” he turned to a nearby servant and said.

The servant stared at him blankly.

Fan Yilin looked completely serious.

Following the master’s words was a servant’s primary duty. He immediately raised his hand and slapped Fan Yilin.

Fan Yilin yelped loudly.

Qi Yue and the others were startled.

“Young Master Fan,” she quickly stepped forward and crouched down.

Fan Yilin looked at Qi Yue with teary eyes.

“Miss Qi,” he propped himself up with his hands, then thought of something and rolled his eyes back. “I can’t make it… I’m dying…”

Then he accurately fell into Qi Yue’s outstretched hands.

Indeed, it wasn’t a dream. The woman’s softness and fragrance immediately filled his nostrils.

Chapter 306: Idle Talk
Unfortunately, telling a physician you’re dying has no persuasive power whatsoever. Fan Yilin hadn’t even had a chance to properly savor the warm, fragrant softness before he was knocked flat to the ground.

Fan Yilin naturally wouldn’t mind being stripped naked by Qi Yue for examination, but in public like this, he really couldn’t bring himself to lose face that way.

Mustering his last breath, he suggested Qi Yue find a private room or something before having her way with him…

“You choked on an egg, didn’t you?” Qi Yue asked, looking at the egg yolk still stuck to the corner of his mouth.

Fan Yilin stretched his neck, only then remembering what had happened to him earlier.

He had been casually holding an egg, eating it while walking, when some bastard had spilled water on the stairs. This caused his foot to slip and he tumbled down, the egg in his throat choking him, and he couldn’t catch his breath…

“Why were you eating while going downstairs?” Qi Yue was both amused and annoyed. “You can get kicked unconscious just riding a horse, and you still don’t walk more carefully downstairs.”

“No, I choke this easily—maybe check if there’s another reason?” Fan Yilin said, clutching her sleeve and not letting go.

“Fine.” Qi Yue nodded. “Hu San, examine him to see if he has any other external injuries.”

Hu San responded and stepped forward. Fan Yilin gasped and instinctively covered his clothes.

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” he said hurriedly. To prove he was truly fine, he leaped up from the long couch, moving nimbly without a hint of discomfort.

“Lady Qi, how did you come to the capital?” he asked.

Qi Yue had already sat down at the table. She had ordered a whole table of dishes that hadn’t been touched yet. Because Fan Yilin was present, A’Ru, A’Hao, and the others didn’t dare sit down.

“For fun,” Qi Yue said, picking up a chopstick of food to taste while inviting him, “Want to eat more?”

Of course! Fan Yilin immediately sat down.

“I haven’t eaten yet anyway,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled without saying anything, eating slowly and leisurely.

“Coming to the capital is perfect,” Fan Yilin said, holding up his chopsticks with a smile. “I’ll be your host and show you around properly, help you relax…”

Fan Yilin was Wang Tongye’s son-in-law, so he naturally knew about her divorce from Chang Yuncheng. Qi Yue smiled.

“That won’t be necessary,” she said.

That made sense—men and women should maintain proper distance, it wouldn’t be convenient. Fan Yilin quickly patted his head.

“Naturally my wife would accompany you…” he said hurriedly, then asked where Qi Yue was staying. “Coming to the capital is like coming to your own home. Come on, don’t be polite, stay at my house…”

“No need,” Qi Yue smiled and politely declined. “I’m already settled. I won’t be staying many days anyway, so I won’t go elsewhere—it’s quite troublesome.”

“Not troublesome at all,” Fan Yilin waved his hands repeatedly.

Qi Yue smiled without responding, continuing to eat.

Whether it was his imagination or they’d grown distant from not seeing each other for so long, Fan Yilin felt that compared to their last meeting, seeing this woman again, the sense of pressure was even greater.

Beneath her dazzling beauty, her seemingly casual every gesture and word somehow made people feel nervous and apprehensive.

In other words, this feeling was somewhat like when he saw his own father…

Fan Yilin mentally spat twice.

Or maybe this woman had matured? Because of grief and suffering?

Fan Yilin’s eyes suddenly lit up. Of course! Which woman could bear the matter of divorce? She must feel like she’d died once.

“Lady Qi, I’m absolutely on your side in this matter,” he immediately said with righteous indignation.

Qi Yue was confused by his words and looked up at him.

“When I first befriended that Chang Yuncheng, it was all because of you,” Fan Yilin said solemnly.

All the servants standing in the room couldn’t help but cover their faces.

Their young master’s foolish behavior around beautiful women was acting up again…

If it were any other woman, flirting would just be flirting—at most he’d get wine splashed in his face. But this woman carried a token from the Chen family of Duke Deqing…

The servants hadn’t had a chance to tell Fan Yilin this, and couldn’t help but look anxious.

“Thank you for the honor,” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled. “The face your family has given me is truly beyond words.”

What did that mean? The servants didn’t understand, but Fan Yilin did.

“Lady Qi, I won’t say anything else, but when my wife told me about this matter, I immediately wrote a letter to Chang Yuncheng giving him a thorough scolding. Just a few days ago, when I thought about it and still felt unsettled, I wrote another letter scolding him…” He slapped the table and said loudly, his manner leaving no doubt that if Chang Yuncheng were right in front of him, he would unhesitatingly throw a punch, though as for the result of who would beat whom, that was unimaginable.

“You wrote to him?” Qi Yue put down her chopsticks and interrupted to ask.

Fan Yilin nodded.

“Yes, two letters. Lady Qi, if you still don’t feel satisfied, I’ll write more… Really! I wasted my time teaching him hand-by-hand how to treat you well, yet he treated you like this! If word got out, wouldn’t it tarnish my reputation! I told him to cherish and protect women, not to cruelly destroy flowers!” He was angry, truly getting angrier the more he thought about it. When he first learned the news, he was furious.

Such a beautiful woman, actually divorced!

Had his brain been kicked by a donkey?

“You taught him how to treat me well?” Qi Yue asked with some curiosity.

“Yes, at that time he came running to ask me how to… cough cough cough…” Fan Yilin said loudly, but at this point began coughing violently, looking like he was about to faint, frightening the servants who hurried to pat his back and rub his chest.

“How can you choke just from talking?” Qi Yue stood up frowning and asked. “No good, A’Ru, go back and get the medicine box. I need to examine him properly.”

Fan Yilin hurriedly waved his hands.

“No need, no need,” he said hoarsely.

Good heavens, asking Chang Yuncheng if he was impotent had nearly gotten him beaten to death. Now to say in front of the man’s wife why you two couldn’t have marital relations…

That would truly be no way to live…

“He asked how to make you happy,” Fan Yilin reacted quickly to get past this topic without raising suspicion, continuing smoothly. “I taught him quite a few tricks… like being agreeable, saying nice things, showing concern, buying little trinkets…”

Qi Yue indeed dropped the subject, sat down, and listened to his words with some melancholy.

She thought of that time, Chang Yuncheng’s strange behavior…

His awkward submissiveness…

The gourd he spent a whole day running to someone else’s house to get…

She couldn’t help but smile, though with some bitterness.

Clumsily trying to be good to her…

Yet in the end…

Qi Yue sighed and drained her wine cup in one gulp.

“…I thought you two were harmonious and happy together, but I never expected…” Fan Yilin slapped the table again, glaring angrily. “…I’m furious! I’ll write him a letter right away to scold him… and sever our friendship…”

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“Thank you,” she said.

For what else but this single word of gratitude from a beauty? Fan Yilin drained his wine cup, feeling completely satisfied.

“You write to him? You know how to send him letters?” Qi Yue asked again.

Fan Yilin nodded.

“My third brother handles weapons and armor in the Ministry of War and frequently corresponds with the northern frontier. I have him deliver the letters,” he said.

“That’s perfect! Can you help me send a letter too? The letters we sent through the postal stations have had no response—I don’t know if they can be received,” Qi Yue said eagerly.

“No problem. You shouldn’t use the postal stations—those people would be doing well to deliver it by next year,” Fan Yilin nodded. “Actually, you don’t need to, my lady. I’ll scold him, so you don’t need to waste your words or ink.”

“He deserves scolding,” Qi Yue said, pausing with her chopsticks.

Coward! Where did that fierce demeanor from before go? Running away without saying a word…

Rather than choosing an auspicious day, Fan Yilin suggested Qi Yue write leisurely and he would take it when he and his wife came to visit, but Qi Yue wrote right there, asking the restaurant for brush, ink, paper, and inkstone. It was only a few sentences, roughly telling him she would come to see him and to prepare for her arrival. Telling him not to run away again.

After thanking Fan Yilin, Qi Yue took her leave. Fan Yilin was very reluctant to part but had no reason to detain her further. He repeatedly asked where Qi Yue was staying and invited her to visit his home. Qi Yue smiled and declined, then leisurely walked away with A’Ru and the others.

Watching that tall figure who stood out in the crowd disappear into the distance, Fan Yilin sighed with lingering satisfaction.

“Such a beauty, unfamiliar with the capital, who knows where she’s staying. Those inns, no matter how beautifully decorated, are ultimately not clean…” he said, shaking his head pitifully.

A servant finally had a chance to speak.

“Young master, that lady is staying at Duke Deqing’s mansion,” he said hurriedly.

That certainly wasn’t some unclean place—he mustn’t speak carelessly, or if people from Duke Deqing’s mansion found out, it might cause trouble.

Fan Yilin was startled.

“You little rascal, how do you know?” he asked.

“That lady was carrying a token from Duke Deqing’s family, when you fainted,” the servant said.

Fan Yilin slapped him.

“Why didn’t you say so earlier?” he scolded.

“Young master kept talking, and we servants never had a chance to speak,” the servant said, holding his head aggrievedly.

Fan Yilin spat, got in his carriage, and hurried home to be the first to tell his wife the news.

“How foolish. The second wife of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is from Duke Deqing’s Chen family. Why do you think she’s staying there?” Miss Wang poked his head and said.

Who cares who the second wife of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is, Fan Yilin thought to himself, but outwardly he had to praise his wife’s cleverness and his own stupidity.

“Such a pity. Father said he intended to have Lady Qi marry Yixiu. How did Lady Qi come to the capital?” Miss Wang said, frowning as she fanned herself.

Fan Yilin was shocked—wouldn’t that make him call this little beauty “aunt”? How horrifying.

“I wonder what Lady Qi said in her letter to Chang Yuncheng…” he hurriedly changed the subject, taking out the letter Qi Yue had written with curiosity.

Miss Wang glanced at it.

“Should we… open it and look?” Fan Yilin whispered.

Miss Wang hit his head with her fan.

“A gentleman doesn’t pry into others’ private affairs! Are you itching for a beating again? I’ll go tell father,” she said sternly.

Fan Yilin hurriedly begged for mercy, then urged a servant to ask the third master. Learning that documents and armor were being sent to the northern frontier the next day, Fan Yilin happily wrote his own letter, then after much hesitation, enclosed Qi Yue’s letter within his own.

“I’ll give that guy a surprise. This way the scolding is double—that’s substantial,” he said smugly.

Chapter 307: Recommendation
Fan Yilin personally took the letter to find his third brother.

He didn’t expect to encounter his father there. He wanted to immediately shrink back and retreat, but the servant had already announced him, so he had to steel himself and enter.

“Is it interesting for you to spend all day cockfighting and walking dogs?” Father Fan, like all fathers, looked at his son with a serious expression, especially when facing this disappointing son, he was as harsh as an enemy.

“Not interesting, not interesting,” Fan Yilin said obediently.

“What else have you done? I heard you nearly choked to death on an egg—what else are you capable of?” Father Fan glared and shouted.

He had no privacy at home whatsoever. It had only been a short while, yet how did the whole family know? Fan Yilin complained internally.

“Little brother hasn’t entered the Personnel Ministry yet, but he’s already entered Elder Li’s state ahead of time,” Third Master Fan laughed.

Li Huaiqing, who managed the Personnel Ministry, was a cabinet elder—the kind of figure who could make the court tremble with a stomp of his foot. But this wasn’t praise. Third Master Fan wasn’t complimenting his brother’s status as an elder, but rather that Elder Li had choked on an egg a few days ago and was still lying in bed unconscious, with little hope of survival.

Fan Yilin angrily glared at his elder brother, but having a favor to ask, he didn’t dare say anything.

Father Fan grunted, expressing displeasure at his son’s joke.

Though it was father and son, brothers behind closed doors, joking about such a prominent figure was still inappropriate.

“Didn’t they request Imperial Physician Zhou? How is it?” he asked in a deep voice.

Third Master Fan laughed.

“They could have requested anyone else, but they insisted on Imperial Physician Zhou. What pleasant words could Imperial Physician Zhou possibly say?” He laughed. “Moreover, Imperial Physician Zhou left over twenty days ago, and no one knows where he went. Even appealing to the Emperor, His Majesty said there was no solution—even if the sky fell here, Imperial Physician Zhou wouldn’t return. Don’t count on it, better find another way.”

Then there really was no solution.

“Though Imperial Physician Zhou’s words are harsh, they ring true. As long as he says someone can be saved, even if the King of Hell himself came, he couldn’t take them away,” Father Fan said. This was why Zhou Maochun, despite being difficult to invite and having an extremely poor attitude, remained so popular.

Because he had that ability—you couldn’t help but submit to it.

“This time it seems hopeless. The Li family is already preparing for the funeral,” Third Master Fan said.

Fan Yilin had originally found the conversation uninteresting—these cabinet elders had nothing to do with him. He wanted to leave but didn’t dare. Suddenly he had a bright idea and thought of something.

“There is hope!” he suddenly shouted and stood up.

The father and son, who had been treating him as invisible, were startled by his shout.

“Get out,” Father Fan frowned.

For Fan Yilin, this was exactly what he wanted, but this time he didn’t joyfully obey. Instead, he stepped forward.

“Elder Li can be saved! I know who can save him!” he shouted with joy.

“Who?” Father Fan asked with a frown.

“Lady Qi!” Fan Yilin said. Knowing his father definitely wouldn’t know who Lady Qi was, he thoughtfully explained, “The one who treated me when I choked on the egg today…”

Before he could finish, Father Fan irritably threw him out.

“Your eyes see nothing but women, making noise about everything,” Father Fan said angrily, his beard bristling.

“He means well,” Third Master Fan still protected his little brother, saying hurriedly.

“Lady Qi! Lady Qi from Yongqing Prefecture! Haven’t you heard of her? She made great contributions in preventing the plague epidemic. The court personally commended her… I’m not talking nonsense…”

Fan Yilin’s indignant voice came from outside.

“This troublesome boy…” Father Fan was about to go out angrily, but Third Master Fan held him back.

“Father, Lady Qi from Yongqing Prefecture who treated the plague…” he reminded.

Father Fan stopped, frowning slightly.

The territory was vast, and daily affairs from various places gathering at court were countless. Though he was a court official, he couldn’t possibly know everything. This plague matter was managed by the Personnel Ministry and the Imperial Medical Academy, so outsiders knew few details. He only heard about it briefly when discussing rewards and punishments at court, and because it involved rewarding a woman, which was rare, he had an impression. Now that it was mentioned, he remembered.

Father Fan pondered for a moment, then called Fan Yilin back in from outside to inquire about this Lady Qi.

What did Fan Yilin know? Apart from knowing she was a beauty who had fought with his father-in-law’s family, these two things he didn’t dare mention. Everything else was fragments he’d heard from the Wang family, and he hadn’t paid attention to most of those fragments.

“Anyway, she’s a divine physician. All of Yongqing Prefecture knows,” he said.

Seeing he couldn’t get any concrete information, Father Fan lost interest.

“All of Yongqing Prefecture knows, but the Imperial Medical Academy doesn’t! Divine physician, divine physician—Yongqing Prefecture is such a small place, call someone a divine physician and they’re a divine physician. But coming to the capital and still calling yourself a divine physician? It’s like the imperial examinations—when all the top candidates from various prefectures gather in the capital, who would dare boast about being a top candidate?” he said irritably. “Go, go, don’t make noise about nothing. Those who know would say you mean well, those who don’t would say you’re causing trouble.”

“If this Lady Qi is truly so capable, the Imperial Medical Academy would naturally invite her to treat Elder Li. We laypeople shouldn’t worry about it,” Third Master Fan instructed.

“Perhaps the Imperial Medical Academy doesn’t know Lady Qi has come to the capital yet. We should still remind them, so they can invite Lady Qi to treat patients early and avoid delays,” Fan Yilin thought and said.

“Fine, fine, I know. Who are you asking me to deliver a letter to?” Third Master Fan changed the subject.

Fan Yilin hurriedly handed over the letter.

“Prince Chang Yuncheng of Marquis Dingxi,” he said. Speaking of this, he became animated again. “This Lady Qi is his ex-wife!”

What?

Both Father Fan and Third Master Fan were stunned.

When the court gave commendations, they didn’t mention Lady Qi was also the young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi—they only said she was Lady Qi of Qianjin Hall. There was this connection between them?

“The young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi?” Father Fan asked.

“Ex,” Fan Yilin clarified.

If at first Father Fan had half-believed the “divine physician” claim because of her plague prevention achievements, after hearing this sentence, his faith immediately vanished.

The young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi was a divine physician? What a joke!

“Get out, get out, get out,” Father Fan said no more and waved him away.

Fan Yilin felt quite insulted being driven out twice in succession.

“Judging people by status! Ignorant and ill-informed! Unable to recognize gold inlaid with jade!” He was also angry, indignantly flinging his sleeves, feeling that further argument would insult the beautiful divine physician.

Naturally, Qi Yue knew nothing about the argument between the Fan family father and son because of her.

Having found another channel—and what should be a very reliable channel—to send letters to Chang Yuncheng, Qi Yue was in excellent spirits. She took A’Ru and the others to properly tour the capital, incidentally gathering some gifts to take to Chang Yuncheng. They didn’t return to the Chen family home until dark.

Chen Shi was already home, feeling somewhat anxious. She was about to send people to look for them when she saw Qi Yue return laden with purchases and breathed a sigh of relief.

“Have you eaten?” she came forward and took Qi Yue’s hand, asking.

Qi Yue nodded. A’Hao couldn’t help but excitedly count on her fingers, telling the second wife what they had eaten.

“You talk as if you’ve never been out before,” A’Ru couldn’t help but pull A’Hao’s sleeve and whisper.

“Haven’t I never been out before? The capital is so prosperous—I’d only heard about it before, this is the first time seeing it,” A’Hao pouted.

Qi Yue just smiled, letting them talk freely.

The second wife, listening to A’Hao’s words, became slightly dazed. Turning to see Qi Yue’s gentle smile, that familiar expression made her even more stunned.

“I don’t know what the outside world is like…”

The young man stood on the rocks, looking at the high walls.

When he said this, his face still bore a gentle smile.

“…Have you been to the capital’s markets? What kind of liveliness is it?”

He turned his head, his clear eyes unable to hide some curiosity.

“…I can’t get out, I’m not even as good as birds. Birds that fly out of here might be shot dead the next moment, but at least they can see the outside world. I can’t even climb the walls.”

The second wife covered her face with her hands.

So, in the end, he died without ever seeing it…

Only then did Qi Yue notice her abnormality and was startled.

“Aunt, what’s wrong?” she hurried to support the second wife and asked.

A’Hao and A’Ru didn’t dare speak either.

“I’m fine,” the second wife said with a smile, not lowering her hands. “I had a couple extra drinks at home and feel a bit dizzy.”

Without waiting for Qi Yue to speak, she patted her arm.

“I’ll go sleep first. You should rest early too—you’re very tired after playing all day,” she said, supporting herself on a nearby maid’s hand.

Qi Yue saw her eyes were slightly red—this wasn’t from drinking, she was about to cry.

Perhaps seeing family members made her emotional…

“Alright, go quickly,” she said, while mouthing words to Cai Qing.

Call me immediately if anything happens.

Cai Qing understood and nodded, supporting the second wife as they walked away.

A’Hao was frightened into silence.

Qi Yue turned back and stuck out her tongue at her with a smile.

A’Hao couldn’t help but be amused again.

The tense atmosphere immediately dissipated.

“Come on, let’s go back and sort things out. Don’t mix up everyone’s chosen items, especially mine—don’t you dare covet them,” Qi Yue said with a wave of her head, walking ahead.

A’Hao responded affirmatively, happily following with the items.

A’Ru sighed behind them, looking at Hu San nearby.

“Following the young madam is truly a blessing cultivated from a previous life,” she said.

“Indeed,” Hu San rarely showed deep emotion, sighing. “Thinking back to that day when I went to your house to treat Yuan Bao, it must have been my dead father and grandfather desperately pushing me to go…”

A’Ru couldn’t help but laugh, glaring at him.

Hu San chuckled, his serious expression completely disappearing.

“Alright, go wash up and rest early,” A’Ru said. “Tomorrow we still need to find an escort agency.”

“Escort agency?” Hu San said. “Are we really going?”

A’Ru nodded.

“Whatever she says, she will definitely do,” she said, looking at the woman ahead who was walking and chatting with A’Hao.

“But it’s so far…” Hu San frowned with worry, then looked at Xiao Qu nearby. “Still can’t contact the prince? It would be best if he came back to see master.”

Xiao Qu sighed.

“The prince, fearing the madam would be uncomfortable, completely severed contact with us. We sent letters through the usual channels, but for some reason there’s been no response,” he said.

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. If we go, we go. Like the madam said, we’ll travel this flourishing world and see the beautiful rivers and mountains,” A’Ru said. “Maybe halfway there, the prince will come to meet us.”

This was quite possible, and both Hu San and Xiao Qu nodded.

“You should rest early too,” Hu San advised.

A’Ru nodded, and only then did Hu San walk away with Xiao Qu.

Night covered the mansion. This was the second night since coming to the capital, and Qi Yue slept more soundly.

But in another room, the second wife couldn’t sleep. She sat on the bed, by the light of a small lamp, looking at a jade pendant in her hands, tears streaming down her face.

“Why do you want my things? My things are all unlucky…”

In her ears rang the young man’s slightly reproachful words, and her hand gripped the jade pendant tightly.

Your things—everything under heaven belongs to you. How can you be content when you can’t see or obtain what you want, how can you be content…

Chapter 308: A Glimpse
Near noon, Wu Shan emerged from the prison, his face ashen, followed by Wang Qingchun’s family members supporting each other and crying.

“Dying like this is better than being sentenced and executed,” Wu Shan said irritably, turning back to speak quietly.

Only then did Wang Qingchun’s family reduce their crying.

“But you can’t blame my husband for this. The plague was bound to kill people anyway,” Wang Qingchun’s wife cried. “Look, he’s so sick now, he must have caught the plague… How can they still judge us guilty? They should compensate us!”

Wu Shan hurriedly interrupted her.

“Master’s wife, stop talking about this. The people at the Imperial Medical Academy aren’t fools—how could they not tell what disease he caught!” he whispered urgently.

It was good enough that nine generations weren’t executed—what compensation were they asking for? Did they really think the court ran a charity?

After sending away the long-winded Wang Qingchun family, Wu Shan frowned and sighed, feeling somewhat fortunate.

Fortunately, he had been assigned to manual labor at the medicinal storehouse back then and hadn’t had the chance to return home in glory with his master. Now it seemed this wasn’t returning home in glory—it was going to die!

Who would have expected to encounter a plague, and even more unexpected that that woman could actually prevent and treat the plague!

My heavens, was this woman really an immortal descended from heaven? How did everything go her way?

He hoped he would never encounter her again…

Wu Shan couldn’t help but clasp his hands and chant Buddha’s name, also making up his mind that no matter what, he wouldn’t return to Yongqing Prefecture. This way he wouldn’t meet that woman, right…

At this moment he was walking past a gold and silver shop when a carriage stopped. He was about to avoid it when he saw a woman lift the curtain and step down, looking up at the shop’s signboard.

In the sunlight, the woman’s skin was like jade, glowing with luster. A pearl earring by her ear made her even more radiant and captivating.

This profile alone was enough to mesmerize anyone.

Wu Shan was naturally mesmerized too, gasping.

“My mother,” he cried out involuntarily.

His words drew countless gazes.

A nearby idler laughingly responded, “Ay, my son.”

This caused another burst of laughter.

Qi Yue also turned to look, but before she could see clearly, the servant women came to support her and the second wife, blocking her view.

Wu Shan covered his face with his hands and turned his head away for a while. Feeling that the people nearby had passed and the carriage had been led away, he dared to carefully lower his hands. His forehead was already covered with a dense layer of sweat from fright.

He gasped for breath, carefully looking toward the gold and silver shop again.

That woman had already been led into a private room and nothing could be seen.

Qi Yue had originally planned to personally find an escort agency, but the second wife insisted on personally accompanying her shopping and touring. Qi Yue had no choice but to send Hu San and A’Ru, naturally also bringing two guards—those who practiced martial arts would have good judgment in selecting escort agencies.

“How about this collar?” Chen Shi picked up a golden silver collar and asked.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Aunt, I’m already in my twenties,” she said.

“Save it for your child to wear,” Chen Shi laughed, putting the collar aside and saying to the attending clerk, “Pack this one up too.”

Qi Yue looked at the several jewelry boxes already packed.

“Aunt, it won’t be too late to give them when I have children,” she laughed.

Chen Shi looked at her and smiled, seeming to have tears glistening.

At that time…

“I’ll give them when the time comes,” she said.

“I have money, and I have all these jewelry too. I haven’t even touched what the old madam left me,” Qi Yue said helplessly.

“Those were hers, these are mine,” Chen Shi said, selecting another gold-pendanted flat hairpin before reluctantly standing up.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief.

Watching the shop clerks carry large and small boxes, with the jewelry shop manager personally seeing the two women to their carriage, he watched the carriage disappear before happily turning back.

Wu Shan, who had been hiding under the eaves nearby with his hat covering half his face, only then stood up and lowered his hat, revealing a horrified expression.

My mother… this woman… has come looking!

This was to eliminate all traces!

Wu Shan felt chilled to the bone, took to his heels and ran, stumbling and bumping, drawing a chorus of curses.

“Sir, sir, this is terrible…” He finally managed to be let in, and as soon as he entered the room, he prostrated himself and shouted.

Dong Lin sat at his desk, flipping through a book, not even glancing at him.

“I’ve said this is his own doing. Not only did he err first, but even if he hadn’t, things are settled now and can’t be overturned. So many officials up and down—overturning his case would affect a whole chain of people. No one would allow such a thing,” he said indifferently. “If he’s smart, he’ll end himself quickly to avoid implicating his family.”

Wu Shan nodded repeatedly.

“Yes, master won’t last much longer, just a matter of days,” he said.

Dong Lin grunted and continued reading.

“Sir, sir, but that woman has come,” Wu Shan raised his head and crawled forward a few steps on his knees, saying in a trembling voice.

“What?” Dong Lin glanced at him sideways, frowning.

“Qi Yueniang, Qi Yueniang has come!” Wu Shan shouted.

Qi Yueniang?

Dong Lin put down his book and leaned forward.

“She’s come? How could she come?” he asked in surprise, looking at Wu Shan’s terrified appearance. “Are you seeing things?”

“No,” Wu Shan said hurriedly. “At Shengxin Building, bought many things. If you don’t believe me, sir, go ask—it was just now.”

That woman actually came to the capital?

Dong Lin leaned back in his chair with some disbelief.

What was she here for?

“Just herself? Did Liu Pucheng come?” he leaned forward again to ask.

Wu Shan shook his head.

“I don’t know, sir. I only saw that woman and was scared to death…” he said tremblingly, his face still showing terror even now.

Dong Lin looked at him with some contempt.

“What do you have to be afraid of?” he frowned. “What about her? Is she a man-eating tiger?”

More formidable than a man-eating tiger! Look at what happened to master who offended her—even as an official, he was still cursed to death by her…

Looking at Wu Shan kneeling below, Dong Lin was annoyed.

“Enough, go down. Go take a good look, find where this woman is staying, and come tell me,” he said.

Ah, still had to go find this woman?

“Sir, what do you want with her?” Wu Shan asked tremblingly.

Dong Lin picked up his book again and straightened his clothes.

“What for? She’s no longer the young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi, but an ordinary citizen. She was close to senior brother and is half the master of Qianjin Hall, calling my senior brother ‘master.’ So since she’s come, naturally I, as her martial uncle, should take care of her,” he said indifferently.

The next day, Chen Shi went back to that home again. Qi Yue was able to meet with the escort agency manager that Hu San had found.

Qi Yue had no objections to the escort agency Hu San had selected. In the restaurant, she met with the agency’s manager, received the itinerary and pricing, paid a deposit, and the deal was basically done. After seeing off the escort agency people, Qi Yue had just gone downstairs when she encountered Fan Yilin, who was entering with several young gentlemen, talking and laughing.

“We meet again!” Fan Yilin was overjoyed and hurried to bow.

“The capital isn’t very big,” Qi Yue smiled.

Fan Yilin knew why he was so happy to see this Lady Qi. Her good looks were naturally one aspect, but importantly, she was very interesting to talk to.

Fan Yilin prided himself on having seen all kinds of women, but this was the first time he’d met someone like Lady Qi.

Cheerful without losing elegance, serene yet open and generous.

Especially her speech—Fan Yilin found it delightful to hear. She wouldn’t find his words annoying, but instead would say things that made him happy, as if she were a master of romance and he was a little maiden whose heart was blooming with joy…

“This is fate between the lady and me,” Fan Yilin said with beaming eyes.

The young gentlemen behind him immediately stepped back several paces, acting as if they didn’t know this person, lest this young lady become angry and they suffer collateral damage.

“Of course there’s fate—please give my regards to little aunt,” Qi Yue smiled and stepped forward.

Little aunt was naturally Fan Yilin’s wife, Wang Tongye’s younger daughter, Wang Qian’s little aunt. By seniority, it would be more appropriate for her to address Wang Qian this way.

She truly respected the Wang family from the bottom of her heart.

Fan Yilin hurriedly nodded in agreement. The young gentlemen behind him also returned to normal—so they were relatives, and she was a junior.

“The letter has been sent out. It will arrive in ten days at most,” Fan Yilin hurried to detain Qi Yue again, walking a few steps closer to speak quietly.

Qi Yue’s smile immediately bloomed. Not only was Fan Yilin stunned, but the others also stared straight.

Ah, this young lady looked even more beautiful when she smiled.

“Thank you very much,” Qi Yue said, curtsying slightly.

By the time Fan Yilin came to his senses, Qi Yue had already disappeared from sight, leaving him quite regretful. Before he could sigh, he was grabbed by four or five people.

“Who is she?”

“Where’s she from?”

“What’s your relationship?”

“How old is she?”

“Are you blind asking that? She’s obviously only seventeen or eighteen. Don’t waste words on trivial things…”

Fan Yilin finally struggled free from these people’s clutches and sat down with some smugness.

The fact that such a beauty was known only to me while you could only stare dry-eyed was truly one of life’s great pleasures.

Of course, Fan Yilin wasn’t stupid enough to show off about Qi Yue. No matter how much these people questioned him, he wouldn’t reveal half a piece of information about her.

These young masters stopped asking too, knowing she must be a Wang family relative—either a Wang family daughter or daughter-in-law. The group made sour jokes for a while before changing the topic.

Among them was a man around twenty who looked different from the others. Though he was talking and laughing, his expression was melancholy.

“Li Tong, your grandfather’s illness is still…” someone asked quietly.

“Still the same, no improvement,” Li Tong replied, drinking a cup of wine.

Everyone didn’t know what to say to comfort him, and the atmosphere became somewhat somber.

“Drink up, I’m fine. There are so many people at home, and I’m just a fourth branch bastard son—it’s not my turn to attend to him,” Li Tong laughed, urging everyone on. “I’ve already spoiled the mood at home, so don’t let me spoil yours too when I come out—that would be my sin. Who knows where I’ll end up, but it’s rare that you don’t despise me and are willing to play with me for so long…”

These words had no effect on livening the atmosphere and made it even more somber.

Li Tong was Elder Li’s grandson, but from the fourth branch and an unloved bastard son. With Elder Li, the family’s pillar, fallen, there would inevitably be changes in the family. For Li Tong, who had no status even when his grandfather was alive, once his grandfather died, he would have even less standing. Staying in the capital would mean living by looking at other brothers’ and elders’ faces, while going out to make his own way might lead to some achievement.

This wasn’t difficult for Fan Yilin and others, who also came from wealthy families, to understand, and they naturally comprehended his feelings.

Everyone hurried to speak words of comfort.

“If you could cure your grandfather, wouldn’t that be a great achievement?” Fan Yilin hesitated for a long time before speaking first.

This remark drew a chorus of eye-rolls.

“Go away,” everyone waved at him. Was this comfort? This was bringing up the very thing that shouldn’t be mentioned!

At other times everyone spoke without restraint and joked around without consequence, but joking at this moment was inappropriate.

Chapter 309: Hearing News
Fan Yilin hesitated and opened his mouth several times but didn’t continue speaking. The others changed the subject, wine and food arrived, and the accompanying courtesans came too. Everyone was young, with wine and beauties in their arms, any troubles could be cast aside, and the atmosphere quickly became merry.

Not until the lights dimmed did everyone leave the restaurant drunk, supported by their servants to their carriages and dispersing.

Fan Yilin walked swaying, leaning on a servant’s shoulder.

“Brother Fan,” Li Tong called out from behind, thinking of something and handing over a sachet. “Last time sister-in-law said she liked the fragrance my sister prepared. This is the recipe she wrote down, asking me to give it to you.”

Fan Yilin hurried to accept it with thanks.

“This is nothing. Sister-in-law’s appreciation is my sister’s good fortune—she’s very happy,” Li Tong smiled. After speaking, he lowered his head slightly. “I won’t be in the capital in the future. Please ask sister-in-law to take care of my sister…”

Fan Yilin looked at him, reached out to pat his shoulder, then hooked his arm around him and pulled him close.

“I’m being serious,” he said quietly with some wine on his breath. “I know a divine physician who might be able to save your grandfather’s life. Do you want to try?”

If the first time saying this was a joke, then the second time saying it was somewhat…

Was he serious?

Li Tong looked at Fan Yilin with some surprise.

This time when the second wife returned from there, she found Qi Yue at home and heard from the servants that she had returned at noon.

“Why didn’t you go out to enjoy yourself?” the second wife asked with some surprise.

Such a prosperous and lively capital—was one day of touring enough?

Qi Yue smiled. The capital was indeed beautiful and lively, but since ancient times, scenery was viewed with the heart, and at this moment she wasn’t in the mood for sightseeing.

“I have something to tell you, aunt,” she said, pulling the second wife to sit down.

“I also happen to have something to tell you,” the second wife said with a smile.

“Then you speak first,” Qi Yue hurried to say politely.

The second wife didn’t stand on ceremony.

“The day after tomorrow, come with me to the palace,” she said.

Qi Yue’s eyes widened.

“To the palace? Which palace?” she couldn’t help asking.

It couldn’t be…

“The imperial palace, of course,” Chen Shi laughed.

“What would I go there for? I’d better not go,” Qi Yue hurried to wave her hands.

With so many rules—kneeling at every turn, beatings at the drop of a hat—it was fine to look from outside, but actually going in? Better not.

“My health isn’t good. With you by my side, I’ll feel more at ease,” Chen Shi said, while taking her hand. “You don’t need to feel constrained. We won’t see anyone when we go.”

Won’t see anyone? Then what were they going for? Really just to tour the palace?

Qi Yue was suspicious.

“When I was little, I lived with Empress Dowager Xiaoci of the Grand Ancestor, so this time I’m returning to take a look,” Chen Shi smiled. “Just to see her palace. I’m not a court lady, so I won’t go see those noble people.”

What was Empress Dowager Xiaoci of the Grand Ancestor?

“She’s the current emperor’s paternal grandmother,” Chen Shi explained, somewhat surprised. Surely everyone knew this?

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

The emperor’s paternal grandmother—so she was still empress then?

“You lived with the empress?” Qi Yue’s eyes widened, looking at Chen Shi in disbelief.

My heavens, how favored must the Chen family have been? Even imperial princes and princesses wouldn’t have received such treatment.

“She just pitied this fatherless child,” Chen Shi said indifferently.

There were many fatherless children in the world.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“Alright, I’ve prepared all the clothes and everything. You don’t need to worry. Rest well, and the day after tomorrow a carriage will naturally come to pick us up,” Chen Shi said, patting her hand and standing up.

Having spoken thus far, it seemed there was no way to refuse.

Qi Yue could only nod.

“By the way, what did you want to tell me?” Chen Shi remembered to ask.

“Nothing for now,” Qi Yue said.

Chen Shi didn’t ask further, instructing her to rest early before leaving.

“What should we do?” A’Ru hurried over to ask.

Qi Yue lay down with her hands pillowing her head, looking at the ceiling.

“What can we do? Wait a bit more,” she said.

“Madam, you’re really going to enter the imperial palace,” A’Hao said quietly with delight.

“It’s nothing special…” Qi Yue muttered.

“Has madam been in before?” A’Hao asked indignantly, pouting.

You could say she’d been in, just a thousand years later.

Qi Yue smiled without answering.

The imperial palace was truly too dazzling. For everyone, it was a god-like existence to be revered. A’Ru and A’Hao couldn’t help discussing it. Though the second wife said the clothes were all prepared, the two women still followed female nature in carefully deliberating over dress and appearance, making the room lively but not noisy.

Qi Yue still lay with her hands pillowing her head, looking sideways out the window. The moon was bright and stars were sparse.

What was that fellow doing? Had he received the letter sent from home?

Bright torches like brilliant stars approached with the sound of hoofbeats.

“Prince, you’ve worked hard,” a crowd who had been waiting long at the gate said with smiles, coming forward.

Chang Yuncheng dismounted and smiled, cupping his hands in return.

“Our Zhangjiakou area can’t compare to yours. Prince, you’ve been put to hardship,” the leading man in military officer’s clothing laughed.

“That depends on what we’re comparing,” Chang Yuncheng said, patting his shoulder. “In military defense you’re slightly superior, but when it comes to drinking, you’re no good…”

Everyone was stunned, then became excited.

They hadn’t expected this young man from a privileged family with military training to be so good with words. One sentence stirred these rough men’s blood to boiling, delighting them until their whole bodies itched.

“Prince, saying that makes things serious,” the big man put on a stern face, stopped walking, and said solemnly.

“How would Commander like to handle this?” Chang Yuncheng also stopped. He had been walking slightly ahead, and now turned back to look down at everyone with an equally solemn expression.

The atmosphere seemed a bit cold…

“Naturally we must determine who’s superior,” the big man said loudly.

“There’s no accepting defeat, Commander,” Chang Yuncheng also said loudly.

“Sons, do you dare fight for face!” the big man shouted with a red face.

The others also reacted, immediately roaring in response.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily, reaching out to pat the big man’s arm.

“Come, let’s settle this,” he laughed.

The big man also laughed heartily, his laughter now much more intimate than before.

The two entered hand in hand.

With wine as intermediary, everyone else on both sides also smiled warmly, courteously letting each other enter.

The guards at the gate breathed a sigh of relief, exchanging glances.

“That scared me,” one said. “This prince really has an interesting way of speaking.”

The other chuckled.

“This prince as supervisor isn’t bad—much better than the last one. Looks like he won’t be as unlucky as the previous one who was locked outside the city gates by our commander,” he said.

Watching the last big man raise his wine cup and collapse face-first onto the table, Chang Yuncheng put down his wine bowl, ending this drinking session.

The sky was already growing slightly light.

A young soldier in the room brought water. Chang Yuncheng leaned back in his chair with his eyes closed, seeming to sleep but not sleep while soaking his feet.

Another attendant soldier entered, carrying a bundle.

“Sir, your family letters have been forwarded from the northern frontier,” he said quietly.

This temporary emergency deployment for joint supervision was hurried, and few people knew about it. Naturally it was impossible to notify family.

Chang Yuncheng grunted.

The young soldier placed the bundle on the table and untied it.

Chang Yuncheng, with eyes closed, randomly grabbed one and brought it over to open, opening his eyes.

First a piece of paper fluttered out. Chang Yuncheng hurried to catch it. Seeing it was actually a small portrait of a woman, he immediately let go.

The paper fell into the foot basin and was instantly soaked through.

Chang Yuncheng lifted his foot.

“Take it away,” he said.

The young soldier hurried to carry it out.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and finally pulled out the letter with writing to glance at it.

Sure enough, it was from Madam Xie again asking him to get engaged.

Chang Yuncheng threw the letter back and looked at the others on the table.

“Are these all from home?” he asked.

The young soldier nodded.

If they were all from Yongqing Prefecture, then naturally they were from home.

“Take them away. Don’t bring them to me anymore in the future,” Chang Yuncheng said, having no mood to look at them. He walked unsteadily toward the bed with wet feet.

The young soldier hurried to support him but was pushed away by Chang Yuncheng.

“Get lost, get lost,” he said with some irritation.

The young soldiers all knew that the prince became unpredictable when he drank. Hearing this, they hurried to collect the letters from the table and withdrew.

Chang Yuncheng fell headfirst onto the bed. With wine going to his head, his stomach burned like fire and his whole body felt uncomfortable. He couldn’t help but clutch the quilt tightly.

The room was exceptionally quiet, with dim white light covering the interior and the faint sound of a man’s low murmuring.

Yueniang…

Qi Yueniang…

“Qi Yueniang? Who’s that?” At Duke Deqing’s mansion, the man who had hurried out to receive Fan Yilin frowned with a blank expression.

“Ay, Chen Wu, are you doing this on purpose?” Fan Yilin said urgently, glancing at Li Tong beside him and feeling quite embarrassed.

Duke Deqing’s young grandson, Fifth Young Master Chen, was not the same type of person as Fan Yilin.

“What am I doing on purpose?” he said irritably. “You wine bag and rice sack, what are you doing running here so early in the morning? I don’t have time to fool around with you.”

Fan Yilin angrily raised his teacup to throw at him.

“Chen Wu, not seeing you for a few days and look at your behavior,” he shouted. “Forgotten what you used to be like? Just a few days in the Ministry of Rites—aren’t you just running errands for people? And you’re putting on airs. Hey, you really are called ‘Five’ hahaha…”

Seeing the two were about to fight without saying anything constructive, Li Tong hurried to mediate.

“Didn’t your aunt come back? The one who came back with your aunt,” Fan Yilin said, flicking his sleeves.

Chen Wu was stunned.

“Oh, oh, that person,” he finally understood, looking at Fan Yilin with some curiosity. “That person is called Qi Yueniang?”

Fan Yilin, who was drinking tea, spat it all out.

“Chen Wu, whose house is this? She came to your house, not mine!” he said, glaring.

“She didn’t come to our house,” Chen Wu said irritably. “How would I know?”

Ah?

Fan Yilin and Li Tong exchanged glances.

After telling Fan Yilin where Chen Shi lived, Chen Wu saw off his guests and hurried to the back courtyard.

“Grandmother, grandmother,” he called. “I know who little aunt brought back.”

Madam Chen Fang was half-dozing when she perked up at his words.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“The young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi, the former young marchioness,” Chen Wu said.

The women keeping her company in the room also suddenly understood.

Because they lived far away and Chen Shi rarely had contact with family, they weren’t familiar with Marquis Dingxi’s affairs at all. They only knew that the old marchioness had married the prince to a beggar daughter-in-law, which made Madam Chen Fang cry bitterly over marrying Xueniang into such an unreliable family. As for afterwards, they naturally were too lazy and had no heart to inquire about Marquis Dingxi’s affairs—it was embarrassing enough.

“It’s her.”

“She’s a beggar?”

“She’s actually a physician?”

“Oh I know, isn’t she the one who prevented the plague a while ago…”

“That’s right, it’s her. Didn’t she buy Qianjin Hall? So this time she made great contributions…”

“…So her medical skills are really good?”

“…No way, it’s actually Qianjin Hall’s credit, right? She’s the manager, so she also benefited…”

They all spoke at once, making the room lively.

“I see, no wonder Xueniang didn’t bring her to meet us. A divorced woman… not presentable,” Madam Chen Fang said, leaning back.

Indeed, low status and unlucky.

The women all nodded.

“But little aunt let her live in Shoumu Studio,” Chen Wu couldn’t help reminding them. Why were these women’s focus points completely different from his?

The women in the room were stunned.

Right, why let such a person live in the place Chen Shi valued most?

So was this person lowly or noble?

Chapter 310: Introduction
Li Tong was also very curious about this person who lived at the Chen family’s but whom the Chen family didn’t know.

Of course, Fan Yilin hadn’t told him that Qi Yueniang was also the young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi—the former young marchioness. After all, divorce wasn’t something worth boasting about for a woman. He only needed to boast about things worth boasting about, like leading Qianjin Hall in preventing the plague.

“Is her medical skill really that amazing?” he asked again.

This was the tenth time he’d asked this question along the way.

Fan Yilin stopped walking.

“Little Li, am I that unreliable a person?” he asked seriously.

He seemed to be… Li Tong twitched the corners of his mouth.

“Put it this way,” Fan Yilin said, probably realizing his question was somewhat self-defaming. “It’s said that in Yongqing Prefecture there’s an iron law: trust Lady Qi, and you’ll stay safe, get promoted, and become wealthy.”

Li Tong couldn’t help but chuckle.

“I understand,” he said, patting Fan Yilin’s shoulder.

“Good that you understand. So this time, if you invite Lady Qi and she cures your old man when so many others were helpless, won’t your contribution be enormous? Who would dare treat you poorly in the family after that? Guaranteed promotion and wealth,” Fan Yilin said contentedly, putting his arm around Li Tong’s shoulder.

Li Tong smiled bitterly and thanked him.

“I just don’t know how much incense money this Lady Qi requires?” he said, feeling around his body. “I don’t have much money.”

“Money, money, we’re family… ptah!” Fan Yilin came to his senses and glared. “What incense money? Lady Qi isn’t a fortune teller.”

“You clearly described a fortune teller,” Li Tong laughed.

“She’s a divine physician,” Fan Yilin corrected.

Li Tong raised his hands in surrender.

“Fine, fine, divine physician. Anyway, thank you,” he said to Fan Yilin sincerely. “Though you’re unreliable, I understand your good intentions.”

Fan Yilin kicked him.

“Stop talking nonsense. Sooner or later you’ll know what a great favor I’ve done you,” he scolded. “Hurry up, let’s go.”

The two had now reached the mouth of the alley.

“Chaoku Street, this was the former dynasty’s Duke Wushun…” Li Tong surveyed the area.

“Nonsense,” Fan Yilin glared at him and pushed him forward. “They’re all Chens. Say what should be said, don’t say what shouldn’t be said. Be careful your old man doesn’t die of illness but gets killed by your implications.”

So although he might be a profligate and boastful wine bag and rice sack, as a privileged young master at the emperor’s feet, political sensitivity was an innate instinct.

Li Tong stopped talking too. The two stopped in front of this dilapidated grand entrance.

“Looking for me?” Qi Yue asked.

She had just been directed by the second wife to have the servant women bathe and perfume her, trimming everything from head to toenails.

“Male visitors?” The second wife frowned. “Don’t see them.”

Qi Yue hurried to stop her.

“It’s Young Master Fan Yilin…” she said quickly. “Lord Wang Tongye’s son-in-law. The Wang family has shown me kindness.”

“Kindness?” The second wife smiled faintly. “Improper thoughts, more likely.”

Qi Yue smiled without speaking.

Though she knew the second wife truly cared for her, she wasn’t used to being constrained by others, especially in the name of love.

“Please let him in to see what urgent matter he has with me,” she said directly.

The second wife was stunned. Since agreeing to be close to her, Qi Yueniang had always been compliant in her presence.

This was the first time she’d refused so directly and openly.

Then she smiled to herself. Yes, this child had always been stubborn—otherwise she wouldn’t have refused to listen back then and insisted on marrying Chang Yuncheng.

So she said nothing more.

Fan Yilin and Li Tong entered and immediately saw two women sitting in the room.

Li Tong was somewhat surprised because he recognized the young, beautiful woman as the one they’d encountered with Fan Yilin at the restaurant entrance.

Of course, now having something on his mind, he couldn’t spare attention for beauties, so he focused on the dignified seated lady.

Serene demeanor with some frailty, around forty years old.

She did have something of that otherworldly fortune teller aura…

Just as he thought this, Fan Yilin had already bowed in greeting.

“Madam Chen, good day,” he said with a smile while bowing.

Though Chen Shi didn’t particularly like him, since Qi Yueniang had invited him in, for Qi Yueniang’s sake she couldn’t be rude. She nodded and invited them to sit.

Seeing it was this lady who responded, Li Tong, who had been bowing alongside Fan Yilin, was somewhat surprised. Wasn’t her surname Qi?

Was that her married name?

“Lady Qi,” Fan Yilin greeted Qi Yue again.

Li Tong’s eyes widened again.

What?

This young one was…

At this age, whether as divine physician or fortune teller, she was too young! Completely unconvincing!

“What do you need from me?” Qi Yue smiled at him.

“It’s like this—my friend here has a sick person in his family,” Fan Yilin said, glancing at Li Tong, who was staring wide-eyed. He coughed dryly.

Li Tong came to his senses and smiled bitterly.

Really grasping at straws in desperation…

“Yes, my grandfather has been ill for many days. People from the Imperial Medical Academy have all examined him but are at their wit’s end. Hearing Brother Fan say the lady might be able to try, I’ve presumed to come here, causing much disturbance,” he said.

In that short sentence, his meaning was already very clear.

First, his grandfather had been seen by Imperial Medical Academy people, indicating his status was certainly high. Second, even the imperial physicians were helpless, showing the illness was severe. Third, “might be able to try” meant you could choose not to try and just politely decline.

Qi Yue looked at him with a knowing smile, her eyes crinkled.

Chen Shi smiled faintly.

“Your surname is Li?” she asked.

Li Tong responded affirmatively.

“Li Huaiqing is ill?” she asked.

Li Tong responded affirmatively again. His grandfather had been an official for many years—who in the capital didn’t know him? Even deep-dwelling ladies were no exception.

“I remember Empress Dowager Xiaoci of the Grand Ancestor once said your grandfather had excess heat in his blood and should watch his diet. It seems he followed that advice well,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Meaning it was remarkable he only fell ill now.

Li Tong had already hurried to stand when she mentioned Empress Dowager Xiaoci of the Grand Ancestor, and was even more shocked after hearing her words.

He was just a bastard son. It was difficult even to see his grandfather’s face ordinarily—how would he know what Empress Dowager Xiaoci of the Grand Ancestor had said to his grandfather?

His expression immediately became awkward.

A young lady from Duke Deqing’s family was naturally not an ordinary inner palace woman…

He had been presumptuous.

“Which family’s son are you?” Chen Shi asked again.

Actually, asking meant she already knew…

Qi Yue had seen enough. The boy had said one sentence, and Chen Shi’s few cutting remarks were sufficient.

“What’s the illness?” she hurried to take over, while tugging at Chen Shi’s sleeve.

Chen Shi smiled and stopped talking.

Li Tong breathed a sigh of relief.

“He’d been fine, but a few days ago at lunch, being somewhat busy, he ate too hastily and choked on half an egg yolk. His heartbeat even stopped at the time,” he said.

Qi Yue listened carefully.

“…Later Imperial Physician Gong urgently applied needles to revive him and the egg yolk was cleared, but he still has difficulty breathing and unclear consciousness,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“What’s your grandfather’s past medical history?” she asked.

Li Tong was momentarily stunned, then understood her meaning.

“Nothing particular. Grandfather has always been in good health,” he said. “Just occasional common colds and such, which cleared up with some medicine.”

Just listening wasn’t enough—she needed to see. Qi Yue nodded and pondered briefly.

Since Fan Yilin had spoken up, for Wang Tongye’s sake, she couldn’t let Fan Yilin take back his words.

“This way—I’ll go take a look, then I’ll know whether it can be treated or not,” she said.

Li Tong hurried to stand and thank her.

“I have some matters to attend to, so I’ll come over this afternoon,” Qi Yue added with a smile.

Li Tong unconsciously breathed another sigh of relief. Qi Yue saw this and smiled knowingly.

“Don’t worry, Lady Qi is very capable,” Fan Yilin said with some pride after leaving.

Whether Lady Qi was capable or not, Li Tong didn’t yet have a sense of, but that Madam Chen was very formidable.

However, after being put in his place once, he was actually quite happy and had gained some hope for this fortune teller Fan Yilin spoke of.

Someone from Duke Deqing’s family would naturally not be a street charlatan.

“Brother Fan, thank you so much. I’ll treat you in the future. I need to hurry back now to inform my family, or when the lady comes calling, my family won’t know and it would be too rude,” he said hurriedly.

“Go quickly. Lady Qi’s temper isn’t good,” Fan Yilin said, even thoughtfully reminding him.

Because when he had mistakenly arrested her disciple, she had directly besieged his father-in-law’s gates.

Li Tong hurried off. With Duke Deqing’s name backing him, he had much more confidence when speaking to his family. Compared to his various dejection and reluctance when coming, his walk now seemed quite buoyant.

He really had good luck this time!

Li Tong entered his home and first went to find his father.

“Father is with grandfather,” one of his brothers said irritably. “You think everyone’s as idle as you.”

Li Tong lowered his head without speaking. He was idle because they wouldn’t let him help…

He had never been good at arguing, so he lowered his head and walked away. Before he could leave the courtyard, he heard someone call his name.

A fifteen or sixteen-year-old girl was waving at him from the second courtyard entrance.

This was Li Tong’s own younger sister.

“Brother, I heard mother say that because of worrying about grandfather…” she said quietly with red eyes. What they were worried about regarding grandfather couldn’t be said, but everyone understood. “So they want to immediately arrange marriages for all the children in the family, or the three-year mourning period would delay things.”

She began crying as she spoke, reaching out to pull Li Tong’s arm.

“Brother, I don’t want to marry that consumptive ghost from Shanxi…” she cried.

As an unloved bastard daughter, marriage was her only use.

Li Tong’s expression was both anxious and sad.

“Alright, don’t worry. I’ll definitely find a chance to speak with father,” he said.

But whether this chance would come, he himself had no confidence. Looking at his sister’s eyes full of hope and expectation, Li Tong lowered his gaze.

Because of Li Huaiqing’s illness, the entire Li family’s atmosphere was somewhat gloomy. Li Tong finally got permission to see his eldest uncle. His father and other uncles were all in the room.

“What is it?” his father asked directly.

The eldest uncle and others didn’t even look up.

A mediocre bastard son just needed to be fed and housed—not worth much attention.

“I, I’ve found a physician. She says she’ll come look at grandfather, and perhaps has a method,” Li Tong said quietly, still somewhat timid before his father.

Sure enough, Li’s father snorted through his nose.

“Get out,” he said quietly.

“Father, she’s a physician from Duke Deqing’s family,” Li Tong had to bring out this title.

Facts proved this title was indeed powerful.

Li’s father was stunned, and the other uncles also looked over.

“Duke Chen’s family?” the eldest uncle asked.

“Yes,” Li Tong said with great joy. “I’ve already met her. She said she’ll come this afternoon.”

Several people looked to the eldest uncle.

“How did you manage to invite a physician from Duke Deqing’s Chen family?” the eldest uncle asked Li Tong.

This was probably the first time he’d looked directly at this nephew.

“I, I, Young Master Fan Yilin introduced me. He said she’s a divine physician from Yongqing Prefecture…” Li Tong said.

Before he could finish, the eldest uncle interrupted.

“What? A divine physician from where?” he asked, thinking he’d misheard.
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This relationship was indeed somewhat strange.

“Yongqing Prefecture, Qianjin Hall, that Miss Qi who treats plague…” Li Tong said hurriedly.

“What nonsense!” the elder uncle scolded sternly, “What does this have to do with Duke Deqing! What’s with what!”

“But Miss Qi is being treated as an honored guest by the Chen family,” Li Tong said hastily. Actually, this wasn’t exactly a lie – after all, that Madam Chen indeed treated that Miss Qi as an honored guest. He had merely said some polite words of refusal, and Madam Chen had given him such a hard time.

This statement made the elder uncle and others hesitate.

Was it true or false?

“Uncle, did the Late Emperor’s Empress Dowager Xiaoci once say that grandfather had excessive body heat and needed to be careful with his diet?” Li Tong suddenly thought of something and said hurriedly.

Success or failure would depend on this sentence!

Sure enough, the elder uncle was startled.

“Just now, nephew didn’t believe that physician either, and didn’t introduce my identity, so I politely declined. That Madam Chen directly asked if my surname was Li, then mentioned grandfather’s name, and said this very sentence,” Li Tong continued.

“Which Madam Chen?” the uncle asked.

“The one Chen Wu calls little aunt,” Li Tong said hastily.

Upon hearing this, several uncles including father exchanged glances, their expressions becoming solemn.

“It’s her,” one uncle said in a low voice, “Chen Shi Xueniang.”

“That’s right, back then she was often brought to the Late Emperor’s Empress Dowager Xiaoci’s side,” the elder uncle nodded. “The Late Emperor’s Empress Dowager Xiaoci indeed said this to father.”

Since this was the case, the matter could be confirmed.

“If so, then we cannot neglect this,” the elder uncle pondered for a moment and said. “Take my name card and personally invite her from Duke Deqing’s mansion.”

Li Tong happily stepped forward to receive the name card, but it was intercepted by an uncle.

“Give it to Young Master Jin, let him go,” the uncle said.

Young Master Jin was Li Tong’s older brother. Although not the eldest son, he was the legitimate son.

Li Tong stared blankly as the name card was taken away.

“Alright, you may go,” father said.

But, but…

Li Tong stood outside the door, still somewhat dazed.

This had nothing to do with him anymore?

Li Tong looked back, his eyes somewhat stinging.

So it was like this. For someone like him, even if there was an opportunity, he couldn’t hold onto it.

Duke Deqing’s household soon received the name card sent by Elder Li’s family. This time, the one receiving them was not Chen Wu, but Young Master Chen Anming.

After hearing Young Master Li Jin’s words, Chen Anming looked surprised, but he wouldn’t shout and yell like Chen Wu did. Instead, he smiled and said he needed to ask for instructions.

Li Jin didn’t feel slighted at all. Those divine physicians all had great airs about them, like Zhou Maochun. The more solemnly the Chen family treated this, the more it showed how capable this Miss Qi was. He waited happily.

Here, the young master told the family about the matter, and everyone was greatly surprised.

“This Miss Qi just arrived, and Elder Li’s family has already come to invite her. Her reputation is already this great?” Madam Chen Fang was very surprised.

“Didn’t Xueniang say she was terribly ill back then? Now it seems she’s completely fine. It must be this Miss Qi’s doing,” Third Master Chen nodded.

So that was it – a life-saving grace naturally deserved to be treated as an honored guest.

Now everyone understood.

“Then quickly, we also cannot neglect this,” Madam Chen Fang said, looking at the young master. “Take your father’s name card and personally go to Xueniang’s place to receive her. Use the family’s carriage to send her there.”

The young master was happy to receive permission and came out, asking Li Jin to return and saying Miss Qi would arrive immediately.

Both sides departed happily.

Here, Duke Deqing’s family carriage left, and there Qi Yue also went out.

“I estimate this is enough time for that child to inform his family,” she said, looking at the sky.

“You’re really considerate,” A’Ru laughed.

“That child is clearly not favored at home. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have come to find me after hearing just a few words from Fan Yilin. Obviously, he himself didn’t believe it either. If I had gone with him rashly, I would have faced embarrassment, and he would have been even more embarrassed,” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru looked at her and smiled.

“What are you laughing at?” Qi Yue asked.

“I want to say something, but it would be funny if I said it,” A’Ru said, covering her mouth.

Qi Yue gave her a look.

“Then hold it in,” she said.

“Miss has grown up, her temper is getting better and better,” A’Ru said with a smile.

“What nonsense,” Qi Yue snorted, slightly raising her chin. Supporting herself on the respectful maid’s hand, she got into the carriage with perfect poise. “This is called having style…”

A’Ru couldn’t help but laugh out loud, reaching out to push her while holding the medicine box and getting in herself.

The maid beside them could only click her tongue.

This, this way of being someone’s maid, wouldn’t she get beaten to death…

The coachman naturally knew Elder Li’s residence, having worked in the capital, and soon stopped at the Li mansion’s entrance.

“Looking for Young Master Tong?” the gatekeeper looked them over.

This beautiful woman looking for Young Master Tong?

Young Master Tong’s status was low, so those who came looking for him couldn’t be of high status either.

“Yes, I’m the physician he invited,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“Young Master Tong also invited a physician?”

“Didn’t Young Master Jin go to invite a physician?”

“Just joining in the excitement?”

The gatekeepers were very surprised and discussed in low voices.

Qi Yue remained calm, quietly waiting for them to finish speaking.

Because the Emperor was very concerned about Elder Li’s illness, the Imperial Medical Academy also took it seriously, guaranteeing daily visits.

Dong Lin’s expression wasn’t good when he got out of the carriage.

Wu Shan carefully carried the medicine box following behind.

“Sir, it’s not that this subordinate is useless, but the gold shop owner refused to reveal the customer’s identity, so we couldn’t find out about that woman,” he said quietly and aggrievedly.

Useless, Dong Lin cursed in his heart, but was also somewhat surprised. He knew gold shops would keep some customers’ identities secret, but that was only for people with status. Those without status had nothing to keep secret.

“Sir!” Wu Shan suddenly shouted.

This startled Dong Lin, who was lost in thought.

“She, she, she…” Wu Shan pointed ahead, his face pale with terror as he stuttered.

Dong Lin looked in that direction and saw two young women standing in front of the Li mansion. One was tall and graceful with a beautiful figure, very eye-catching.

Although he had only seen her once from afar, such a woman was naturally unforgettable.

Dong Lin narrowed his eyes.

So it was true that you could search everywhere and find it where you least expected…

“…Where are you from as a physician? How can you be a physician as a woman?” the gatekeepers were still slowly grinding their teeth.

“Miss Qi?”

A voice interrupted, cutting off their words.

This voice was unfamiliar. Qi Yue also looked over and saw a middle-aged man with a square face, dignified clothing and hat, and a peaceful demeanor.

She didn’t recognize him…

“Are you Miss Qi from Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture?” Dong Lin asked again.

Was her reputation really already this great?

Qi Yue was slightly surprised.

“You are?” she asked politely.

“I suppose my senior brother hasn’t mentioned me to you?” Dong Lin said with a smile.

Qi Yue immediately understood.

Liu Pucheng certainly hadn’t mentioned it. If not for Old Physician An saying so, she wouldn’t have known that the unremarkable-looking Liu Pucheng actually had a medical officer master, as well as a junior brother in the Imperial Medical Academy.

“You are teacher’s junior brother,” she said with some surprise.

Dong Lin nodded.

“You’ve come to the capital? Has my senior brother also come?” he asked.

“No, teacher said he would come in November,” Qi Yue replied.

“It’s teacher’s memorial day,” Dong Lin nodded.

The gatekeepers didn’t recognize Qi Yue, but they recognized Dong Lin and respectfully invited him in.

“Master Dong, please come quickly. Master Gong and the others are already inside,” the gatekeeper said.

Dong Lin nodded, about to leave, then thought of something and looked at Qi Yue.

“You are here to?” he asked.

“I’m here to treat illness,” Qi Yue smiled.

“She says our Young Master Tong invited her,” the gatekeeper added.

Young Master Tong? Dong Lin didn’t recognize him. Those he knew were all Li family young masters with qualifications and prospects, so this one could naturally be ignored.

He really didn’t know how she had been found – had she recommended herself?

Right, Elder Li’s illness was known to everyone in the capital. This woman had been proclaiming in Yongqing Prefecture that only Qianjin Hall was first, so now she had come to the capital to do the same?

But this was the capital, not Yongqing Prefecture.

Dong Lin smiled slightly and nodded.

“That’s good, you can also take a look,” he said. “Perhaps you’ll have a solution.”

“I wouldn’t dare. Let me take a look first,” Qi Yue replied.

How impolite…

Dong Lin was slightly stunned, but sneered inwardly.

Indeed, just as he had heard, this woman was arrogant and conceited, with a violent temper.

But this was even better. Such people would jump into any pit that was dug for them.

“You’re being modest. Senior brother often praises you,” Dong Lin said with a smile.

“Teacher mentioned me to you?” Qi Yue turned back and asked, somewhat curious.

Of course not.

“Even if senior brother didn’t mention it, Miss Qi is now famous throughout the land. Who doesn’t know?” Dong Lin said with a smile.

This statement could be understood as Liu Pucheng having mentioned her, or as not having mentioned her. In any case, it depended on how you interpreted it.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Please go ahead,” she said politely.

“Don’t be polite. Since you’ve come to the capital, if you need anything, just tell me,” Dong Lin said kindly. “This time you came to…”

“Just visiting relatives,” Qi Yue answered simply.

“If your accommodations are inconvenient, the Imperial Medical Academy has several affiliated inns. You could move there to save money,” Dong Lin said.

“Thank you, my lodging is fine,” Qi Yue replied with a smile.

As they talked, they walked, and soon reached Elder Li’s quarters.

Upon entering the courtyard, they could smell the strong scent of medicine, with people coming and going looking somber.

Three men were already in the room, speaking in low voices.

“Master Gong,” Dong Lin stepped forward to bow.

Qi Yue saw an elderly man in official robes turn and nod. Dong Lin also greeted the other two, but didn’t bow, suggesting they were of equal rank.

“…You’ve come at the right time. Take a look at whether this medicine can be added,” Master Gong said.

Dong Lin agreed and stepped forward.

Qi Yue stood to the side, ignored, listening to these physicians discuss medicine. After hearing a lot of incomprehensible talk, during which Dong Lin was very focused and seemed to forget he had brought a junior apprentice sister with him…

Qi Yue didn’t mind. She looked up at the inner room with its hanging curtains.

“Is Elder Li inside?” she asked quietly of a maid passing by carrying a spittoon.

The maid didn’t know who she was, but since she could enter here, she naturally wasn’t ordinary. She quickly nodded.

Qi Yue gestured to A’Ru and went inside.

In the room, three or four attending maids were quietly busy – changing water, wiping things.

On the bed lay an elderly man of about seventy, thin, with somewhat unclear consciousness and rapid breathing.

Seeing her enter, the maids all paused.

Who was this woman?
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“Hello, Elder Li?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

The old man had difficulty speaking due to his rapid breathing, and his eyes moved slightly at the sound stimulation.

“I am a physician,” Qi Yue introduced herself. With this one question and look, she had already confirmed that the old man’s consciousness was unclear, his lips were cyanotic – clear signs of respiratory distress.

She extended her hand, and A’Ru had already opened the medicine box, put on gloves, and taken out a stethoscope.

“I’m going to examine you now,” Qi Yue said.

The maids stood frozen in shock to the side, but Qi Yue’s movements were too quick. Since there were indeed many physicians coming to the house, and seeing this woman had come from outside where physicians were still discussing, perhaps this was a newly invited palace female physician.

“Help me position the old gentleman in a semi-recumbent position,” Qi Yue said.

Two maids helped A’Ru position Elder Li properly in a daze.

“Record: Physical examination, percussion of both lungs shows clear sound…” Qi Yue began examining while speaking.

A’Ru took out a notebook to record.

“…liver-lung boundary cannot be percussed, breath sounds are coarse…”

“…right lower lung breath sounds significantly diminished, small amount of dry and wet rales can be heard…”

“…heart rate 78 beats per minute, regular rhythm, no murmurs in valve auscultation areas…”

“…abdomen not distended, soft, liver and spleen not palpable…”

Qi Yue placed her hand on Elder Li’s abdomen.

“Sir, does it hurt?” she asked while pressing.

Elder Li had no response.

“…no tenderness, muscle tension, shifting dullness negative…” Qi Yue continued.

Moving downward.

“…bowel sounds diminished, no edema in lower extremities…”

After completing the examination, Qi Yue also looked at the spittoon, bedpan, and urinal beside the bed.

“Yellow sticky sputum…” she said after careful observation.

Everyone in the room watched her, even more certain this was a palace female physician – only they would be so unperturbed by these filthy things.

After all this was done.

“He choked on an egg, and experienced suffocation with cardiac arrest?” Qi Yue asked a nearby maid.

The maid nodded.

“Yes,” she answered.

Qi Yue nodded and pondered.

“How is it, Miss?” A’Ru asked.

“Very simple, nothing serious. I’ve seen this condition before,” Qi Yue replied, extending her hand. “Thoracic pneumoperitoneum, give me the puncture syringe.”

A’Ru promptly took it out.

Seeing the strange tool in this woman’s hand, everyone in the room stared without blinking.

Elder Li had another coughing fit and his breathing became even more difficult. He was already somewhat unconscious, hearing a female voice speaking near his ear in his daze.

“Sir, I’m going to puncture your abdomen now. Don’t be afraid. There’s anesthesia, it won’t hurt.”

Then came a cold stinging sensation in his abdomen.

It seemed like a long time passed, yet also like just a blink of an eye. He heard women’s screams in his ear, sounding frightening, but with these screams, Elder Li felt the heavy stone pressing on his chest was removed. In an instant, it seemed that the long-missing air rushed into his chest, just like a struggling fish suddenly thrown into a pond, splashing water as it swam happily. This joyful sensation came too fiercely and suddenly. He actually couldn’t bear it and fainted immediately.

The physicians outside finally rushed in, seeing the trembling, screaming maids, then seeing the woman standing by the bed who was getting up from beside Elder Li, holding a strange tool in her hand.

“Miss Qi, what is this, what are you doing?” Dong Lin could no longer pretend not to recognize her and asked.

The other court physicians all looked at this woman, then at Dong Lin.

“This, isn’t this Elder Li’s concubine?” one court physician couldn’t help asking.

Dong Lin immediately felt frustrated.

He had deliberately ignored Qi Yue, calculating that this woman had a violent temper, so if the court physicians inquired, this woman would become angry at being slighted.

He hadn’t expected that in the blink of an eye, this woman had run into the inner room, nor had he expected that these court physicians would mistake Qi Yue for Elder Li’s concubine and ignore her.

It was all because this Elder Li had too many women!

“I am a physician,” Qi Yue turned to smile at this court physician, while putting away the syringe. A’Ru efficiently wiped and covered with a sterilizing cloth.

“Press down then secure it,” she didn’t forget to instruct.

A’Ru agreed.

“Physician?” Master Gong was also alarmed, stepping forward quickly. Seeing Elder Li unconscious at a glance, he immediately became furious. “Who let you in? What kind of physician are you?”

Good, although late, this attitude was more provocative.

Dong Lin sighed in relief and hurried forward.

“Sir, sir, this is my senior brother’s disciple…” he said hastily with some apology and unease. “It’s my fault, she’s young and doesn’t understand. I forgot to instruct her earlier…”

“You…” Master Gong was about to continue.

Qi Yue quickly interrupted.

“Oh, I’m the physician invited by Young Master Li Tong,” she said, her demeanor still calm.

What was going on exactly?

Master Gong was truly furious, throwing out a command to call the Li family people, then hurriedly went to treat Elder Li.

The physicians all crowded forward in chaos.

“It’s fine, he’ll wake up soon. Now give him some anti-inflammatory medicine…” Qi Yue said leisurely from the side.

“Ah, you should say less for now. This is Imperial Medical Academy’s Judge Gong,” Dong Lin hurriedly interrupted her, with some unease.

Given the woman’s temper, she definitely wouldn’t say less.

He thought to himself.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and stopped talking.

Dong Lin stood there somewhat stunned.

Here, the Li family people poured in, seeing Elder Li surrounded by physicians, thinking it was bad, they all immediately began crying.

“He’s not dead yet,” Master Gong hurriedly shouted.

The Li family people nearly choked from not catching their breath.

“What happened?” Master Li asked urgently.

“I should be asking you what happened!” Master Gong turned and scolded. “If you invited other physicians, you should have informed us. Random treatment – if something goes wrong, whose fault is it?”

The Li family people were stunned by the scolding.

“Naturally we would inform Master Gong. The person hasn’t arrived yet, but when they do, we’ll certainly introduce them to you,” Master Li said hurriedly.

At the same time, he was surprised – how did Master Gong know so quickly that they had invited another physician?

But with Duke Deqing’s mansion’s reputation, everything would be fine.

Master Gong became even angrier hearing this.

“Hasn’t arrived? Isn’t this a person?” he said angrily, pointing at Qi Yue.

Only then did the Li family people notice the woman standing to the side.

Qi Yue smiled slightly at them.

“I’m the physician invited by your Young Master Tong… did he mention to you…” she said.

That boy again!

It seemed this boy was asking around for physicians everywhere, dragging anyone into the house!

Master Li angrily interrupted Qi Yue.

“Get out!” he shouted.

“Master Li, don’t be angry. This is my senior brother’s disciple, young and doesn’t understand…” Dong Lin hurriedly said again, personally bowing to Master Li while gesturing to Qi Yue, “Quickly, apologize to Master Li.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“So you don’t agree to let me treat him?” she asked.

Master Li was already too lazy to speak with her and hurriedly went to check on his father.

“Of course we don’t agree. Please leave quickly,” said Li Tong’s father, his face full of anger. He had already decided to immediately send that rebellious son back to the ancestral home to guard the house when he returned!

Qi Yue nodded.

“Then I’m truly sorry for disturbing you. Farewell,” she said.

Watching the woman disappear from the room, Dong Lin was somewhat dumbfounded.

Just this… just this soft demeanor?

Had he recognized the wrong person?

This wasn’t the Miss Qi who was lawless in Yongqing Prefecture, speaking with absolute authority, cursing people to death at the slightest disagreement!

Not even a word of explanation. When told to step aside, she stepped aside; when told to get lost, she really left?

Not even a single harsh word…

Had she become timid after coming to the capital?

This wasn’t strange either – after all, this was the capital.

Dong Lin snorted through his nose looking at the doorway.

Here in the room, no one else paid attention to the inexplicably expelled physician, all anxiously watching the unconscious Elder Li.

“What did that woman do to father?” Master Li asked urgently, then thinking it was wrong to let that person go like that, he turned and shouted, “Have that rebellious son kneel outside!”

He had wanted to shout about having that woman arrested and sent to the Shuntian Prefecture. But the words reached his mouth and he thought of Dong Lin saying this was his senior brother’s disciple – not looking at the monk’s face but the Buddha’s face – he forcibly swallowed the words. However, if father really took a turn for the worse, it wouldn’t be too late to deal with this matter. By then, even Dong Lin couldn’t protect her.

Li Tong was inexplicably dragged out of the room and made to kneel in front of Li Huaiqing’s courtyard, drawing stares from passersby.

“What did I do?” he couldn’t help asking.

The servants didn’t know if they truly didn’t know or were too lazy to bother with him, just saying they didn’t know.

Li Tong could only grit his teeth and kneel.

At this time, the room was still in chaos.

“The funeral arrangements should still be prepared,” Master Gong finally said quietly.

Master Li’s eyes immediately reddened.

“Master, master…” a maid by the bed suddenly called out stuttering.

The people in the room were all gathered to one side speaking in low voices, not paying attention to the maid’s words at first.

The maid raised her voice again.

“Master, the old master has awakened!”

Everyone heard this shout, but weren’t particularly surprised – Elder Li had always been half-awake, half-unconscious.

While others didn’t move, Master Li and Judge Gong hurried forward.

Elder Li on the bed let out a long breath.

“…Ah…” he spoke with a long sigh, opening his eyes, “…Is it… Guanyin Bodhisattva…”

Master Li and Judge Gong who approached were shocked with wide eyes.

For days, this was the first time Elder Li had spoken clearly. Although his voice was dry and hoarse, his pronunciation was very clear.

“Father,” Master Li called out, kneeling by the bed. “You’re awake!”

Elder Li turned his head to look at him.

“I’m awake,” he said, breathing heavily again. “So comfortable…”

So comfortable? Being sick was comfortable?

Master Li couldn’t quite process this.

“Elder, how do you feel?” Judge Gong asked hurriedly, reaching out to feel his pulse, his expression surprised.

“I’m very good, much better,” Elder Li said.

Without him saying so, Judge Gong already knew.

“This, this, how is this possible?” he stammered. “How is your breathing smooth?”

Elder Li breathed slowly.

“It really was Guanyin Bodhisattva’s divine intervention…” he said, grasping Master Li’s hand tightly. “Just now, Guanyin Bodhisattva treated my illness. I dreamed she punctured my stomach… and I immediately got better…”

Punctured the stomach?

Guanyin Bodhisattva?

Master Li was dazed – was father having delusions from his illness?

But Judge Gong thought of something and suddenly lifted the blanket and clothing from Elder Li’s body.

On Elder Li’s stomach, a piece of yellowed, stained cloth was clearly visible.

Could it be that woman!

Chapter 313: Misunderstanding
Who exactly was that woman?

Judge Gong turned to look at Dong Lin.

“Your senior brother’s disciple?” he asked, suddenly remembering something. “Don’t you only have one senior brother? That would mean she’s your senior brother’s disciple? Your senior brother is…”

“Yes, it’s Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture,” Dong Lin said, his expression also surprised, but within the surprise was more certainty.

Look, look, this method of treating illness – where did this woman learn it from? Naturally it was Liu Pucheng who taught her! If Liu Pucheng knew this, why didn’t he? It was because master indeed…

“Then could she be that…” Judge Gong said hurriedly.

Before he could finish, a young gentleman ran in from outside.

“Uncle, the Chen family said Miss Qi has already come. You’ve met her, right?” Li Jin said.

Master Li also realized, turning to look at Dong Lin.

“Yes, she is Miss Qi from Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture,” Dong Lin nodded in reply.

Master Li stamped his foot.

“Quickly, go after her,” he shouted.

How had things become so chaotic!

Where did all these confusing titles come from – Dong Lin’s senior brother’s disciple! Duke Deqing’s honored guest! Miss Qi from Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture! Look at the misunderstanding this caused!

The others in the room also came to their senses and rushed out in chaos.

Li Tong was still kneeling outside with his head down. Seeing his uncles, elder uncles, and brothers rushing out of the room in panic, he wondered what had happened.

When the Li family people chased out, Qi Yue was already far away in her carriage.

Qi Yue felt nothing about being unceremoniously expelled by the Li family, leisurely lifting the carriage curtain to look at the street scenery outside.

“The illness is cured?” A’Ru asked.

“More or less. After draining the air and adding anti-inflammatory treatment, there should be no problem,” Qi Yue said matter-of-factly.

“Then, why didn’t you explain to them?” A’Ru couldn’t understand and finally couldn’t help asking.

She had been thinking that after entering the capital, this Miss Qi who she thought she knew well now seemed somewhat unfamiliar, always feeling different from before.

Qi Yue turned to smile at her.

“Explain? I don’t want to explain. Why should I explain? I only want to treat illness,” she said.

A’Ru was stunned.

“You mean, Miss only treats illness, and whether they believe it or not doesn’t matter,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

“Exactly,” she laughed, reaching for a small silk fan beside her. This was a gift from Chen Shi, very popular in the capital – almost every woman had one. She waved it. “Didn’t I tell you?”

“Tell me what?” A’Ru asked in confusion.

“This is called… having style,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

A’Ru couldn’t help but purse her lips and laugh, reaching out to push her.

This time Qi Yue dodged sideways.

“Once bitten, twice shy,” she laughed. “You didn’t push me.”

A’Ru laughed loudly and simply reached out with both hands.

The two guards walking outside heard the women giggling in the carriage, looked at each other, and smiled too.

The Li family people didn’t catch up to Qi Yue because they went straight to Duke Deqing’s mansion. There they learned that Miss Qi didn’t live there but in Chen Shi’s old residence, so a whole group of them rushed there again. After all this running around, Qi Yue was already back home being attended to by Chen Shi – washed, perfumed, and groomed.

“Isn’t it just to see the palace? The palace won’t care what I look like, will it?” Qi Yue asked with a laugh.

Two well-maintained servant women used thread to meticulously remove the fine hair from her body, not even sparing the area behind her ears.

Chen Shi watched with a smile from the side.

“Miss, you can’t say that. We women must pay attention to our appearance at all times,” one woman laughed while examining Qi Yue and praising, “Miss is truly beautiful. Look at this skin – soft, smooth, and fair, as if she uses the finest pearl powder daily.”

“Thank you,” Qi Yue smiled.

Thank you? The servant woman was stunned – shouldn’t she be shy? What did “thank you” mean?

While they were talking, someone outside came running with a card.

“Elder Li’s family requests Miss Qi to come see the patient,” the servant reported.

“Didn’t she already go?” Chen Shi frowned.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Who came?” she asked.

“Elder Li’s legitimate grandson, Young Master Li,” the servant said.

She didn’t recognize him.

Qi Yue waved her hand.

“A Young Master Tong from their family was the first to invite me. Tell them to go back and ask properly what exactly happened, so they don’t make mistakes and cause more misunderstandings,” she said.

Young Master Li waited outside the door and received such a response – the first time in his life.

With Li Huaiqing around, who in the Li family dared to slight anyone?

No matter whose family it was, when a name card was sent in, regardless of whether the person was home, they would first be invited into the guest hall.

But this family actually…

“Only my little aunt lives here alone. My little uncle died early…” a Chen family member quickly explained.

This was somewhat reasonable, and Young Master Li felt slightly better.

But Miss Qi’s words…

Could it be that when the legitimate eldest young master came to invite her, it was still inferior to that concubine’s son?

“There was a misunderstanding at our place earlier, so she’s probably displeased,” the accompanying family member said quietly. “We should go back and discuss this further.”

At this point, there was no other option. They were here to ask for help, not to be asked for help.

Young Master Li nodded and hurriedly left with the group.

Hearing these words, the Li family people were somewhat speechless. Everyone was shrewd – how could they not understand Miss Qi’s meaning?

Misunderstanding? What misunderstanding? She was clearly not giving them face, but giving Li Tong face instead!

What luck had this boy stumbled into!

“Go, let him go,” Master Li commanded.

Everyone began looking for Li Tong. After searching everywhere without finding him, they remembered he was still kneeling in front of Li Huaiqing’s door.

By now it was getting dark, and Li Tong was still in the corner. Since no one told him to get up, he dared not rise, enduring the pain while kneeling.

“Oh my, young master, quickly, quickly, get up,” several servants ran in from outside with unprecedented flattering smiles, coming to help him up.

Li Tong hadn’t reacted yet when he was pulled up and escorted outside.

What was happening now?

They rushed to Master Li’s room, and the first to approach was his father.

“Can you still walk?” he asked with a stern face, his gaze falling on Li Tong’s legs.

Although his face was stern, for Li Tong this was a great surprise.

When had father ever cared about his legs…

“Yes, yes,” he stammered hurriedly.

“If he can’t walk, use a carriage,” one uncle was very dissatisfied with Li Tong’s father’s words.

Wasn’t it just your fourth branch who invited the physician? What are you showing off for?

Li Tong was startled.

Were they… going to drive him away?

“Use my carriage,” Master Li said. “Go quickly.”

Li Tong felt his breathing stop for a moment.

What… what?

Li Tong was helped onto the carriage in a daze, only understanding what was happening after leaving the gate.

He naturally wasn’t stupid either – anyone could make the invitation, and anyone else making it would be more prestigious than him doing so. But Miss Qi had said those words, clearly intending to give him face.

He remembered Fan Yilin’s words.

“Trust Miss Qi and you can’t go wrong. She truly brings peace, promotion, and wealth. When the plague first started in Yongqing Prefecture, Miss Qi directly declared to those who didn’t believe her: those who don’t trust her will die. And what happened? This was naturally proven true. Those who didn’t listen to her or trust her really didn’t have good endings…” Fan Yilin had said proudly.

At the time, Li Tong had listened with completely different feelings from Fan Yilin, even finding it quite repulsive.

If you don’t believe me, you must die? Even gods and Buddhas weren’t this domineering!

This woman seemed extremely difficult to get along with.

At this moment, it seemed this woman really was difficult to get along with, but his heart felt warm. Why this strange feeling? Was it because he was the benefiting party?

This might be human nature’s flaw – those behaviors that were condemned for violating morality became tolerable or even cause for celebration if they brought benefits to oneself.

Li Tong alternated between joy and sighing. In his conflicted state, the carriage quickly stopped in front of Chen Shi’s residence.

As everyone expected, Li Tong was smoothly admitted.

After completing a full beauty treatment, Qi Yue under the evening lamplight was even more stunning than when Li Tong first saw her, making him so flustered he dared not lift his eyes even once, fearing he would lose composure.

“It was my thoughtlessness that caused Miss Qi to suffer a misunderstanding,” he bowed deeply. “So I’ve come specifically to apologize and beg Miss Qi to save my grandfather.”

“I called you here to tell you about the patient’s condition,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Li Tong was stunned.

“Since you were the one who invited me, I naturally need to report to you,” Qi Yue said. “Your grandfather has thoracic pneumoperitoneum. The cause should be choking on an egg, which caused free gas in the abdominal cavity.”

This explanation left Li Tong completely confused – he didn’t understand a single sentence.

“You don’t need to understand what I’m saying,” Qi Yue naturally knew this, stroking the chair’s armrest. “You only need to know that I can treat it. In fact, I’ve already cured it. What’s needed next is anti-inflammatory medicine for symptomatic treatment. At most seven or eight days and he should be fine.”

Li Tong understood this and was both surprised and delighted.

It was cured just like that?

But he dared not ask questions, quickly bowing to express thanks and again inviting Qi Yue to visit.

“There’s no rush for that. Your family has so many physicians, and the condition isn’t serious. I have matters tomorrow, so I can’t go to your mansion today. If I return early tomorrow, I’ll go take another look,” Qi Yue said.

So she still hadn’t been successfully invited…

Li Tong returned in a daze again, telling the anxiously waiting crowd what Qi Yue had said. The Li family people were speechless.

Was this Miss Qi being too arrogant?

Judge Gong and others were still waiting to see Qi Yue, with countless questions to ask, but instead received such a response.

What did she mean “there’s no rush”? What did she mean “your family still has so many physicians”?

What did this woman take them for? As apprentices, laborers, assistants?

Oh, I’ve cured him, and the remaining minor, non-urgent matters – you can handle those!

Too arrogant!

“What matter could be more important than saving lives?” Judge Gong said sternly.

“Exactly! Before Elder Li’s illness, everything else is trivial!” another quickly agreed.

Though crude, it sounded comforting and was indeed the truth – what matters could a physician from the countryside have in the capital?

Everyone in the room nodded, and Dong Lin also sighed, looking helplessly disappointed in his junior.

“What do you mean ‘cured’? Oh, this is cured? How is this called cured?” another said angrily, pointing at Elder Li on the bed.

Elder Li responded by turning his head.

“I want to eat…” he said slowly in a hoarse voice.

At these words, the physicians collectively fell silent.

For the past few days, this was the first time Elder Li had asked for food.

The maids were immediately overjoyed, and Old Madam Li sitting beside the bed wept tears of joy.

“Good, good, thank you Guanyin Bodhisattva,” she said tremblingly while wiping her tears, then hurriedly asked the physicians if he could eat.

Judge Gong finally took a deep breath, turned around, and carefully examined Elder Li.

“Give him a little breast milk,” he said.

Chapter 314: Coming to Fetch
The night was deep, and several lamps had been extinguished in Elder Li’s room, dimming the light, but every person entering or leaving had joy on their face.

“Father ate breast milk and was in good spirits. He talked with mother for half an hour, took his medicine, and only then went to sleep,” Master Li described Elder Li’s condition to the others, unable to hide his relief.

Although he was nearly fifty, having his father around felt different, especially this father who held high office.

“He slept very peacefully,” he added.

The people in the room naturally had similar thoughts, all breathing sighs of relief and chatting happily.

“That Miss Qi is indeed so capable. She was only inside for such a short time and cured father,” someone said.

They had already questioned the maids who served in the room earlier. When they heard that those physicians were discussing prescriptions outside while this woman suddenly walked in and finished treating him before anyone could react – or perhaps hadn’t finished, because she was interrupted by the physicians rushing in.

If those physicians hadn’t rushed in, perhaps father would already be able to get out of bed.

Several people couldn’t help thinking this, although this thought was somewhat disrespectful to the Imperial Medical Academy physicians. But there was no helping it – facts were facts, no matter how unsightly they were.

“Fourth Brother, have Tong-ge remember to go wait at Miss Qi’s house again tomorrow,” Master Li said.

The address “Tong-ge” left everyone momentarily confused.

“Yes,” Li Tong’s father quickly responded, unable to hide some joy on his face.

If this time truly allowed father to turn danger into safety, it would be their fourth branch’s contribution! As for which young master didn’t really matter – he was the father of both anyway.

How had it been cured just like that?

At this time, two physicians remained in the room, Judge Gong being one of them.

He had been deep in thought while watching the sleeping Elder Li.

To be honest, he really had thought the woman who entered with Dong Lin was Elder Li’s concubine. If she were a concubine, entering the inner room would naturally be normal. Standing outside listening to them physicians talk would be abnormal, so he hadn’t paid any attention until the maids’ screams came from the inner room.

This whole process took no more than the time for one cup of tea. How had it been cured?

How did she treat it?

Judge Gong’s eyes seemed to see that woman’s figure again, standing by the bed, pulling something strange from Elder Li’s abdomen… a needle?

Thinking of this, Judge Gong stepped over and gently lifted Elder Li’s blanket and undergarment. The yellowed cloth on his stomach was still there.

Judge Gong carefully peeled back the cloth. Beneath it was clearly liquid that had been wiped away. By the dim lamplight, he almost pressed his eyes to it, looking for a long while before he seemed to see a needle mark.

What exactly was this about?

Acupuncture here? But why cover it with this cloth?

In the night, Judge Gong stared blankly at Elder Li’s not particularly attractive belly for a long time without moving.

This was Qi Yue’s fifth night in the capital, but she didn’t sleep as peacefully as usual.

When dawn was breaking, A’Ru and A’Hao moved quietly about the room, occasionally pressing their ears to the door to listen.

Qi Yue sat up from the bed.

A’Ru outside heard immediately and came in.

“Miss is awake?” she asked.

Qi Yue looked at her and sighed.

“A’Ru, did you two not sleep all night?” she asked.

A’Ru and A’Hao lowered their heads embarrassedly, sporting dark circles.

“Miss, aren’t you nervous? It’s the imperial palace,” A’Hao came over and said while helping her get up.

“Apparently you’re not going with me?” Qi Yue asked, somewhat puzzled.

“We’re nervous for you,” A’Hao said with a pout.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“The emperor is not worried, but the eunuchs are anxious,” she laughed while simply putting on everyday clothes and casually pinning up her hair. “Let’s eat, let’s eat.”

After eating, Chen Shi’s servant women came over carrying clothes and jewelry.

“Madam is dressing and will be over shortly,” they said. “Please have Miss change clothes and arrange her hair first.”

Qi Yue agreed and sat down to be attended by these two women – a simple high chignon with only a gold filigree phoenix hairpin inserted, changing into a fruit-green round-collar robe with folded branch embroidery.

The clothing and accessories seemed simple, but the person appearing in the mirror startled even Qi Yue.

She knew Qi Yueniang was beautiful, but this beauty now surpassed the past. Under the formal ceremonial robe, she was beautiful and noble.

So much so that Qi Yue was somewhat flustered and couldn’t help whistling, startling the two servant women.

Chen Shi came over at this time, looking at Qi Yue turning from the mirror.

“How is it?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Chen Shi looked at her with a slight smile.

“You look like your father,” she suddenly said.

Qi Yue was startled.

“My father?” she asked in surprise. “Aunt, have you met my father?”

Shouldn’t a beggar’s parents also be beggars? How could someone like Chen Shi, a young lady from a noble family, know the beggar Qi Yueniang’s father?

“You’re tall – ordinary women aren’t this tall. I suppose you take after your father,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Qi Yue wasn’t a child and smiled stiffly at these words.

But whatever – if she wanted to talk, let her talk; if not, so be it. The past had nothing to do with her anyway.

“Then let’s go,” Chen Shi extended her hand.

Qi Yue nodded and placed her hand in hers. The sun rose, morning light scattered down, and the courtyard was bright.

Chen Shi took Qi Yue’s hand and walked slowly, dappled tree shadows shifting and intersecting on her face.

Li Tong had been waiting outside the gate for a while. He had been urged here early in the morning by his father, accompanied by Judge Gong and two other physicians.

“Miss Qi said she has business today, so we shouldn’t disturb her,” Li Tong said quietly.

“Business? What business could be more important than treating the Elder?” one physician said dissatisfied.

Judge Gong was also somewhat impatient. He was truly too curious, having not slept all night, pondering what exactly was going on with Elder Li’s stomach, but couldn’t figure it out.

Clearly it was breathing difficulty – why did she use acupuncture on the stomach? How exactly did she use acupuncture? So many questions piled up in his heart without answers – it was truly like a hundred claws scratching at his heart.

“Right, Elder Li’s illness is important. Can’t other matters be postponed?” he also said.

“What matter in this capital could be more important than Elder Li?” that physician agreed, his face full of indignation. “Business? What nonsense business. Just putting on airs…”

His words had barely fallen when he heard the sound of horses and carriages approaching from outside, then saw four people riding horses toward them. He couldn’t help being stunned.

Perhaps it was the backlighting making it unclear.

He raised his hand to rub his eyes.

When he opened them again, the four had approached, all wearing earth-yellow clothing, particularly striking.

That was the attire only palace eunuchs wore.

This, this…

Were palace nobles looking for Judge Gong? Judge Gong, as Medical Judge, although there were left and right Medical Judges in position, Zhou Maochun as Medical Judge could be ignored, so Judge Gong’s status was naturally very important.

He couldn’t help looking at Judge Gong beside him.

Judge Gong was also somewhat surprised, though his first thought was the same, and he even stepped forward.

The four eunuchs dismounted but didn’t even glance at them. Behind them was also a carriage of palace standard.

The Chen family’s main gate opened as if it had eyes, just as these people arrived.

“Thank you for your trouble, Your Excellency,” an elderly servant came out and bowed.

His attitude showed no surprise, as if this scene was quite common.

The eunuchs returned the courtesy.

“Madam is coming out.”

A voice announced from inside.

Chen Shi came out leading Qi Yue by the hand.

“Please, Madam,” the eunuchs bowed, with two personally running over to place a stool and hold up the carriage curtain.

Chen Shi nodded slightly, saying nothing, and led Qi Yue toward the carriage.

Qi Yue saw Li Tong standing to the side, already dumbfounded.

“Oh? Is there something?” she asked.

Li Tong had already been stunned when he saw these eunuchs arrive. Seeing Qi Yue emerge obviously dressed up, he instinctively wanted to retreat and hide, never expecting Qi Yue would speak to him in such circumstances. Immediately all eyes looked over.

Li Tong felt as if his whole body was on fire, wishing he could immediately turn to ash.

“Nothing, nothing,” he said hoarsely, bowing repeatedly. “Miss please go about your business.”

“Don’t worry, I remember your grandfather’s matter. I will go see him,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Li Tong dared not say anything, bowing repeatedly.

Here, Qi Yue said no more and got into the carriage with Chen Shi.

Only then did the eunuchs mount their horses, leading the way out. The carriage turned around, and the sound of whips cracking came from the street outside – the unique sound of imperial guards driving away idlers.

Li Tong kept his head down, and even after hearing the hoofbeats fade away, he dared not lift his head.

Judge Gong and that physician had also been stunned during this time. Only when the Chen family’s gate creaked shut did they come to their senses.

“This is… going into the palace?” the physician said in a daze.

Nonsense!

Judge Gong thought to himself.

They often walked in the palace and were naturally familiar with the imperial family’s procedures for bringing people into the palace. But the person being brought was this, this…

This suddenly appearing Miss Qi…

What was going on?

“This is what Miss Qi meant by ‘having business’?” he couldn’t help saying.

The physician beside him immediately broke out in sweat.

He seemed to have said something he shouldn’t have.

What business could be more important than Elder Li’s illness…

What nonsense business…

Didn’t that mean imperial business wasn’t as important as Elder Li’s business…

Didn’t that mean entering the palace was nonsense business…

Heaven help him, may Heaven bear witness, and more importantly, may the Emperor understand clearly – he didn’t mean it that way!

The physician’s legs immediately went weak, nearly kneeling. He couldn’t help raising his hand to slap himself.

Why did you have to run your mouth! Would you die if you didn’t speak! What’s so urgent about one Elder Li that you need to eagerly curry favor!

Qi Yue knew nothing of the physician’s panic here. She sat quietly beside Chen Shi, curiously examining this imperial carriage.

“Don’t be afraid,” Chen Shi squeezed her hand and said quietly.

Qi Yue smiled at her.

“I’m not afraid, I’m with you, Aunt,” she said with a smile.

Chen Shi looked at her – indeed she showed no panic, nervousness, or anxiety. On the contrary, her demeanor was calm and natural.

Yes, of course she shouldn’t be afraid. What was there to fear? That was originally her home.

The carriage paused slightly at this moment, with voices speaking outside, then began moving again.

“We’ve entered the Imperial City,” Chen Shi said.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and sat properly like Chen Shi.

Chen Shi withdrew her gaze, looking ahead.

Your Highness, didn’t you want to see the capital?

Your Highness, you must have wanted to see your palace too?

Your Highness, you didn’t wait for it, but your daughter has.

Chapter 315: What Was Seen
The carriage entered the palace gates, and Qi Yue sat without moving.

Chen Shi lifted her hand to pull back the curtain, and the scenery outside became clearly visible.

Qi Yue grinned, Chen Shi also smiled slightly, and neither spoke.

Only then did Qi Yue formally begin touring the palace by carriage.

The scenery was no different from palaces of later eras, only more exquisite and vivid. What met her eyes were well-arranged building complexes, nine-dragon glazed screen walls, white marble and blue brick paving, clean and dignified and solemn, with mostly eunuchs in various colored clothing coming and going.

“The route we’re taking is the one I told you about. Over there is Kunning Palace,” Chen Shi said, pointing to a courtyard.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound and looked carefully.

“However, you can see this Kunning Palace if you want,” Chen Shi said.

Qi Yue gasped.

Although she really wanted to see a living empress, hadn’t they said they wouldn’t meet anyone?

“The Empress doesn’t live here,” Chen Shi said. “She’s staying with the Empress Dowager in the West Garden.”

Palace secrets? Chen Shi just casually revealed them like this?

Qi Yue couldn’t help looking around.

The eunuch driving the carriage was as if deaf and mute.

Passing through a corridor, the carriage stopped.

Two sedan chairs were carried over.

“Oh my, Madam, you’ve come!” A plump eunuch in red python robes smiled as he came to receive them.

Chen Shi had already gotten out of the carriage and looked at him with slight surprise.

“Don’t you recognize this servant?” the eunuch smiled.

“Are you Huang Chuan?” Chen Shi asked.

“Miss, you still remember little Chuan!” the eunuch said, his eyes reddening as he spoke, raising his hand to wipe tears. “Counting it up, it’s been thirty years since we last met…”

Yes, in the blink of an eye it had been decades. Chen Shi sighed slightly.

“You were thin and small back then. Now you’ve put on weight too,” she smiled again.

“I’m old, old. When you get old, you get fat,” Huang Chuan laughed while extending his hand.

Chen Shi placed her hand on his and walked toward the sedan chair.

“Your body has prospered, and your position has prospered too?” Chen Shi smiled.

The status of eunuchs could be seen from their clothing – earth yellow, blue, purple, red…

“Thanks to Miss’s blessing, I’m now helping out at the Ceremonial Directorate,” Huang Chuan smiled.

The Ceremonial Directorate was the chief eunuch administration.

Chen Shi smiled slightly.

“What blessing do I have? You’re relying on your own fortune,” she said, getting into the sedan chair.

Here, Qi Yue was also helped into the rear sedan chair by a young eunuch.

From beginning to end, the eunuch who was very familiar with Chen Shi didn’t glance at her once, much less ask anything.

“Miss, it’s not easy for you to come once. Let little Chuan guide you, just like we used to,” Huang Chuan said.

Chen Shi looked at him and smiled.

Switching to sedan chairs and passing through a palace gate, the scenery changed again. Compared to the solemnity before, this area seemed softer.

There were more people here too, with palace maids making up more of those coming and going.

A beauty emerged from a palace, wearing a beige front-buttoned shirt with an embroidered beige tube top, about twenty-six or twenty-seven years old, with lovely features. Following her were four palace-dressed maidservants.

“Your Ladyship, where shall we go?” a palace maid asked.

The beauty sighed somewhat bored.

“It’s too stuffy inside. Let’s go to Jade Wave Pool – they’ve raised many new koi there,” she said.

The palace maid smiled and glanced back at the palace behind them.

“Perfect – the pastries Beauty Sun sent can be used to feed the fish,” she said quietly.

The beauty gave her a half-smile.

“I’m afraid they might poison the fish to death,” she laughed.

The palace maid also laughed. The two walked along the path but suddenly stopped.

“Who’s over there?” the beauty asked, looking at two sedan chairs traveling on the left side, squinting.

The palace maid also hurried to look.

“I don’t recognize them, but Chief Steward Huang is accompanying them!” she said in surprise.

“Must be external noble ladies?” another palace maid guessed. “Going to see the Empress Dowager?”

“This direction isn’t toward the Empress Dowager’s place,” the beauty said, watching those sedan chairs.

The sedan chairs turned a corner, coming closer to their side. Since the sun wasn’t harsh, there were no covers on the sedan chairs, so everyone could clearly see the people in them.

“Which external noble lady entering the palace could have Chief Steward Huang’s personal accompaniment?” the beauty couldn’t help murmuring. And most importantly, both women were very beautiful.

The older one being beautiful wasn’t particularly noteworthy given her age, but she was accompanied by Chief Steward Huang. Looking at the one behind…

The beauty’s gaze fell on the rear sedan chair.

Such graceful bearing…

Everyone stopped to watch the two sedan chairs pass by.

“Your Ladyship, shall we still go to Jade Wave Pool?” the palace maid asked carefully, seeing the beauty hadn’t moved.

The appearance of women in the rear palace, especially beautiful ones with unusual status, was a momentous matter.

“No, you go find out – which palace had visitors today?” she said quietly.

The palace maids understood and dispersed.

Unfortunately, after making inquiries all around, they didn’t get the answers they wanted.

“We’ve asked everywhere, even the Empress Dowager’s place, but no one came,” the palace maid said quietly.

The beauty reclined on her arhat bed, even more curious.

“The Empress is one thing – her family hasn’t been allowed to come for ages,” she said, analyzing the palace residents one by one. “What about Consort Dong?”

“No,” the palace maid shook her head. “Lady Dong is with the Empress Dowager, playing cards with the Empress.”

The beauty snorted, then thought of something.

“They wouldn’t be going to see His Majesty, would they?” she suddenly sat up, her expression surprised.

“That can’t be,” the palace maid said hurriedly. “His Majesty is in the front court and has been very busy lately. He hasn’t returned to the inner palace for several days, staying at Diligent Government Hall the whole time.”

Only then did the beauty slowly lean back.

“How strange. Weren’t these two coming to see someone?” she said, somewhat amused.

She had actually guessed correctly – these two really weren’t here to see anyone.

“The palace where Grand Empress Dowager Xiaoci lived doesn’t look very luxurious,” Qi Yue said, surveying her surroundings.

By now she had followed Chen Shi through this palace hall by hall.

“At that time, Grand Empress Dowager Xiaoci was still just the Empress,” Chen Shi said, her hand gently brushing past a door as she walked along the corridor pillars.

“She lived here even then?” Qi Yue asked curiously.

At this moment, the vast palace contained only the two of them. Chief Steward Huang had stopped and taken his leave after they entered, and the young eunuchs carrying the sedan chairs remained outside.

“Yes, the Empress and Emperor both lived here,” Chen Shi said, stopping at a window. “Right here.”

Qi Yue hurried over to look. The window was tightly closed, so there wasn’t really anything to see, but this felt much like visiting an emperor’s residence in modern times.

Qi Yue couldn’t help smiling at this feeling.

“Don’t emperors usually live separately?” she asked.

Chen Shi smiled slightly.

“But this emperor was different,” she smiled. “Back then, court officials even submitted memorials about this. Guess what the Emperor said?”

“What did he say?” Qi Yue asked.

“None of your damn business,” Chen Shi said.

Qi Yue was stunned, though she quickly recovered and couldn’t help laughing.

“Really?” she asked.

Chen Shi nodded and smiled herself.

She walked forward again.

“Here, I lived here,” she said, pointing to a small side room.

Qi Yue hurried to follow and look. She had thought living in the palace was just living there, but hadn’t expected it meant living together with the Son of Heaven and Empress. Even imperial princes and princesses couldn’t do this.

“I was only four then,” she said, looking through the window lattice. She seemed to see a small child stepping over a high threshold, followed by young eunuchs and palace maids carefully protecting her.

“Your Ladyship, Your Ladyship…” the soft childish voice called, throwing herself toward the kind-looking woman in the room, then being held in her embrace. At that time, this embrace was the most longed-for, warmest thing after losing her mother…

Chen Shi’s eyes reddened.

She just hadn’t expected that this was actually the source of losing everything.

“Let’s go,” she suddenly lost interest and turned to say.

Qi Yue withdrew her gaze from the window lattice and made an “oh” sound.

Seeing objects and thinking of old friends was always melancholy. She understood.

Chen Shi and she stepped out, and the young eunuchs hurried to receive them.

“Madam, Chief Steward Huang said these are your favorite Snow Sweet Pills. You love to cry, so they’ll soothe your throat,” a purple-robed young eunuch said, respectfully holding up a small porcelain bottle.

Chen Shi was amused again.

“That little Chuan,” she said, taking it and pouring one into her palm to eat, then passing it to Qi Yue. “You try one too.”

Qi Yue reached out to take it.

“Madam, do you want to go anywhere else?” the young eunuch asked for instructions.

Chen Shi got into the sedan chair and shook her head.

“No, I’ll head back now,” she said.

Hearing this, the young eunuch said no more, made a gesture, and everyone hurried to lift the sedan chairs properly, heading back along the original route.

Qi Yue again enjoyed the scenery along the way, eating the sweet pill in her mouth, feeling quite good.

In the distance, she saw a procession approaching, also sedan chairs, but bright yellow sedan chairs with canopies.

Everyone’s steps involuntarily stopped.

“Is it His Majesty?” Chen Shi asked.

Behind her, Qi Yue was startled and swallowed the sweet pill in one gulp, choking and hurriedly patting her chest to help it down.

Really, really going to see a living emperor? Three kowtows and nine prostrations…

The young eunuchs didn’t respond, but in fact no response was needed – only the Emperor could use such regalia.

They stopped, put down the sedan chairs, and although still at some distance, were already prepared for the imperial audience.

Chen Shi also got down, her expression seeming somewhat complex.

Qi Yue also couldn’t remain seated and stood up to walk beside Chen Shi.

The Emperor’s sedan chair drew closer and closer.

Everyone around lowered their gaze. Qi Yue also didn’t dare stare brazenly, only carefully glancing through Chen Shi’s shoulder to see seven or eight red-robed eunuchs clustered around four purple-robed eunuchs carrying a sedan chair. On it sat a man in bright yellow robes leaning sideways, his hand propping his head, the hanging canopy blocking his face, but from this posture alone one could tell he was definitely leisurely and at ease.

This leisureliness seemed somewhat at odds with the atmosphere here.

The sedan chair drew closer and closer. The young eunuchs all knelt down, Chen Shi also prepared to bow, and Qi Yue didn’t dare look anymore. Just then, however, the Emperor’s sedan chair turned a corner, going down a corridor and disappearing from sight.

Everyone was stunned and didn’t recover for quite some time.

Chapter 316: Hearing the News
Chen Shi’s expression was somewhat complex. She clenched her hands and looked at the place where the Emperor had suddenly come and suddenly disappeared.

This little imp was still as mischievous as when he was small… truly don’t know who he takes after…

“His Majesty is not passing through here,” she said.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief, feeling fortunate that she wouldn’t have to kowtow.

The little eunuchs quickly stood up. Chen Shi and Qi Yue got back into the sedan chair and headed outward.

Meanwhile, the Emperor was still resting his head on his hand, leaning sideways with his eyes half-closed, swaying gently with the sedan chair’s movement.

“Your Majesty, Madam Chen said she wouldn’t see Your Majesty, yet Your Majesty still specifically came here. After coming, you avoided her instead—why is that?” The eunuch who was most familiar with the Emperor’s temperament and needed to help the Emperor speak couldn’t hide his curiosity as he asked.

The Emperor let out a light snort through his nose.

“Won’t see me? Only a fool would believe that,” he said lazily, still propping his head with his hand and squinting. “This kind of trick might have worked on Imperial Grandmother back in the day, but playing it with me…”

He snorted lightly again, slightly opening his eyes as his body swayed with the sedan chair.

“…I came as she wished, but I also left, letting her see me yet not see me…” he said, the corners of his mouth turning up in a shallow smile. “Playing mind games with me is fine, but the result must make me happy, not make them happy.”

Anyone could try to fathom my thoughts, but if they think they can manipulate me in the palm of their hands, they’re wrong.

“Oh my, Your Majesty, this old slave is getting confused listening to this,” the eunuch asked with a somewhat bewildered expression.

The Emperor laughed and removed the hand that was propping his head, sitting up straight.

“Whether you old thing understands or not has nothing to do with anything—you won’t lack a meal,” he said with a laugh.

“With Your Majesty’s golden words, this old slave’s life is secure,” the eunuch said happily, finishing this task and flicking his whisk. “Your Majesty, which Imperial Consort shall we visit?”

The Emperor pondered briefly.

“Nowhere. I’m going to Imperial Grandmother’s place,” he said indifferently.

Indeed, he was stirred to old feelings by this Chen Shi after all. The eunuch flicked his whisk again and led the way forward.

Returning home, though Chen Shi’s emotions appeared the same as before, her eyes were somewhat listless.

Qi Yue, however, was very happy—one major task accomplished.

“I’m going to rest,” Chen Shi said. “Are you tired?”

Tired from what? They had carriages and sedan chairs.

“I’m going to the Li family to see the patient,” Qi Yue said. “I’m not tired.”

Chen Shi nodded.

“We don’t care about those few coins. Don’t demean yourself,” she said.

“How is this demeaning? Aunt, this is enjoyment,” Qi Yue laughed, then remembered something. “Oh, and I have something to do—I’ll be leaving in a few days.”

Chen Shi was stunned.

“Leaving? Where are you going?” she asked.

“Home,” Qi Yue said. She wouldn’t be foolish enough to mention the northern desert—Chen Shi would never let her go even if it meant her death.

“What home! This is your home,” Chen Shi grasped her hand.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Yes,” she said, not saying anything more.

Chen Shi looked at her.

“Yueniang, don’t act rashly. Listen to your aunt properly. Even if your aunt dies, I’ll definitely arrange everything well for you,” she said.

“Why talk about death and life when everything’s fine,” Qi Yue shook her head. “I know, Aunt. Don’t worry.”

How could she not worry…

“I’m going to see the patient first,” Qi Yue said. “Rest well—I’ll come back to have dinner with you.”

Watching this woman leave with such composure, Chen Shi felt somewhat powerless.

She couldn’t help but hold her head, and Cai Qing quickly supported her.

“Madam, are you alright?” she asked with concern.

“What could be wrong with me? I’m someone who’s about to die anyway,” Chen Shi murmured.

Cai Qing’s tears immediately flowed down.

Death wasn’t frightening—what was frightening was knowing the time of death, approaching bit by bit, like lying under a guillotine, watching the blade fall with open eyes but being completely helpless. Just thinking about this situation made her feel like going mad; she truly didn’t know how painful Chen Shi’s heart must be now.

“I don’t have much time left,” Chen Shi said. “Help me back—I need to think carefully about what to do.”

This little imp had been difficult to handle since childhood… now she’s become even more cunning…

Cai Qing responded and supported her. The master and servant walked along the path, their figures appearing even more frail in the vast mansion.

Qi Yue didn’t know that Chen Shi was rapidly burning herself out. She went out with A’Ru and A’Hao.

The two maids were extremely excited. A’Ru was reserved and didn’t ask questions, but A’Hao’s mouth didn’t stop the entire way.

What was the Imperial Palace like?

Was everything paved with gold?

What were the Imperial Consorts like?

This made Qi Yue just laugh.

“Hey, you’re at least a second-class maid from the Marquis’s mansion—don’t be so provincial,” she laughed.

“I’ve never been in the Imperial Palace,” A’Hao pouted.

Chatting and laughing like this, they quickly arrived at Elder Li’s house.

What a coincidence—before getting out of the carriage, they encountered Dong Lin again.

Dong Lin looked at Qi Yue with mixed feelings.

He naturally knew by now why Wu Shan couldn’t find Qi Yue’s whereabouts—because of Duke Deqing.

But this wasn’t strange. Although they had divorced from the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, they had once been relatives after all, so living there wasn’t unusual.

Although the Li family said Duke Deqing treated this woman as an honored guest, while others might believe this, he didn’t. This woman was best at leveraging influence—previously leveraging the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, now leveraging Duke Deqing. Sure enough, when he inquired, this Qi Yue wasn’t living in Duke Deqing’s main mansion at all, but in the old mansion. Further investigation revealed it was Li Tong who first invited her, and Li Tong invited her because of the young master of the Fan family. Who was the young master of the Fan family? Wang Tongye’s son-in-law. What was Wang Tongye’s relationship to this Lady Qi?

The matter immediately became clear.

This was clearly using a big flag as a tiger’s skin!

Of course, she very likely could actually cure Li Huaiqing, but that was also her master’s technique!

Thinking of this, Dong Lin’s heart burned with even more hatred.

This shocking achievement should have been his!

This biased master!

“Doctor Dong, what’s wrong with you?” Qi Yue took the initiative to greet him, looking at his pale face with concern.

“Nothing’s wrong—just worried about Elder Li’s illness,” Dong Lin took a deep breath and sighed, while showing joy at seeing her. “It’s good you came. You really cured Elder Li. Oh, right, you can’t throw a tantrum—that day was a misunderstanding…”

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“I’m a doctor—how could I be angry about that?” she said.

Keep pretending, Dong Lin thought.

Having stayed at the Li family that day, he already knew about the Li family’s formal invitation and Qi Yue’s refusal to come, specifically requesting that Young Master Tong go instead. If this wasn’t being angry, what was?

He smiled.

“That’s good. You’ve just arrived in the capital and are a junior—you must be low-key and humble in everything…” he said earnestly.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Thank you, Uncle Master,” she said with a smile, bowing slightly.

Only now did she call him Uncle Master after meeting face to face—showing how rude she had been. Dong Lin snorted coldly in his heart.

“It’s good that you can come now. Come in with me to apologize to Elder Li…” he said.

Before he could finish speaking, a large group of people came out from the gatehouse. They rushed over as if seeing a living Buddha.

“Lady Qi, Lady Qi, you’ve come!” they said respectfully, ushering her inside. “Please, please come in.”

Not only did they interrupt Dong Lin’s words, but they also seemed not to see him at all.

This was really…

Qi Yue smiled and turned slightly to wink at A’Ru.

See that? This is style.

A’Ru understood her meaning and couldn’t help but purse her lips and lower her head with a smile.

Before even entering the door, news had already spread inside, and another group of people hurried over.

They specifically called Li Tong to stand with Young Master Li and others—something Li Tong had never dreamed of before.

“Lady Qi, last time was my fault,” Elder Li personally came to the door to receive her, going straight to the point and bowing. “I was wrong.”

Once he admitted his error, the others naturally couldn’t fall behind and all hurried to bow and apologize.

“It was all my son’s fault for not explaining clearly,” Li Tong’s father said a few more words than others because he had the qualification.

This qualification drew some jealous glances, and Li Tong’s father felt very good.

“Yes, it was my poor hospitality that caused this misunderstanding,” Li Tong, not knowing who pushed him from behind and whispered in his ear, quickly stepped forward and said.

“It’s nothing—misunderstandings, once cleared up, are no longer misunderstandings,” Qi Yue said with a smile, returning their courtesies. “You’re too kind. I also didn’t ask clearly enough.”

This divine physician really had a good attitude, especially compared to that detestable Zhou Maochun. Hopefully this woman’s skills surpassed Zhou Maochun’s—though that should be impossible, everyone thought while showing smiles on their faces.

“Please, please,” Elder Li personally made way.

After some modest declining, Qi Yue walked in with confident steps.

Soon the area by the door returned to quiet, and only then did the gatekeepers notice Dong Lin standing dumbfounded to the side.

“Oh my, Master Dong, you’re here,” they said hurriedly.

Dong Lin was so angry he wanted to vomit blood.

So you’re only noticing me now?

Really, what kind of situation is this!

“Please, please come in,” the gatekeepers said enthusiastically.

This would be the time to spit in their faces, then storm off with sleeves fluttering.

That woman would definitely do exactly that…

Really, Dong Lin was getting frantic—why did such a good opportunity fall to him instead!

What was going on?

It was just that Elder Li’s condition had improved, just that this woman might cure him—why treat her like they’d seen the Emperor?

Had everyone in the Li family gone mad?

Even Zhou Maochun wouldn’t deserve this treatment!

“Doctor Dong, you’re here.”

A voice came from behind—it was Official Gong.

Dong Lin turned around and indeed saw Official Gong walking over with an Imperial Physician.

“Official Gong, how is Elder Li?” Dong Lin asked quickly.

Because the Emperor had personally ordered Li Ge Lao’s treatment, the Imperial Medical Academy’s doctors took turns keeping vigil day and night. Last night hadn’t been his shift, so he didn’t know what happened afterward.

“Much better,” Official Gong said quickly, his face still showing surprise and joy. “Your martial nephew is really formidable!”

Yes, favorably taught by my biased master.

Dong Lin smiled and exchanged pleasantries.

“Lady Qi has already arrived,” the gatekeeper interjected.

Hearing this, Official Gong couldn’t even bother with courtesies anymore and hurried inside, leaving Dong Lin, who had only gotten halfway through his polite words, depressed again.

“Why did my martial nephew become so popular overnight?” he asked jokingly.

“You don’t know yet?” the Imperial Physician said quietly.

“What?” Dong Lin asked in confusion.

“Yesterday Lady Qi said she had business and refused to come, right?” the Imperial Physician said quietly, still feeling somewhat frightened thinking about it.

“Yes, that was really inappropriate of her…” Dong Lin nodded, beginning to speak with the reproach of an elder.

Before he could finish, the Imperial Physician covered his mouth.

Dong Lin’s eyes widened—he nearly suffocated.

“Shh,” the Imperial Physician glared and quickly shushed him, carefully looking around. “Don’t talk nonsense.”

How was that nonsense! He couldn’t even speak!

Dong Lin angrily pulled the Imperial Physician’s hand away.

“Lady Qi went to the palace,” the Imperial Physician said quietly. “The palace carriage came to pick her up personally.”

What?

So, did you think the Li family was treating her this way just because she might cure Elder Li?

“Your martial nephew is truly extraordinary—what fortune for your school,” the Imperial Physician said enviously, patting his shoulder before going inside.

Dong Lin stood dumbfounded outside the door once again.

Chapter 317: Harmonious
Dong Lin arrived at Elder Li’s room in a daze, and the people in the room were also in a daze.

“…You’re saying there’s gas in his stomach?” Doctor Gong asked stammering.

“The patient definitely has a lung infection,” Qi Yue said, removing her gloves after completing the examination. “Give him some anti-inflammatory medicine. In a few days, when the phlegm decreases and there are no dry or wet rales in both lungs, he’ll basically be cured.”

Doctor Gong, being a professional, focused on these unfamiliar terms, while Elder Li, being a layman, was most concerned with what he should be concerned about.

“Lady,” he said quickly, raising his hand slightly. “Just prescribe the medicine, Lady.”

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head.

“I don’t know how to prescribe medicine,” she said, then looked at Doctor Gong. “Let them do it.”

What?

This was a very strange issue. Qi Yue had explained it before, but now she didn’t want to explain anymore.

“Well then, I’ll take my leave,” she said.

Having finally gotten her to come, how could they let her leave like this? They assumed this lady was still somewhat unwilling to treat patients, so Li Tong was pushed forward again.

“Lady Qi, what else should my grandfather pay attention to?” he asked.

“Nothing particularly special. It’s best to have liquid foods for the near future. As for other things, listen to them,” Qi Yue said, pointing again at Doctor Gong and the others.

Doctor Gong and the others were somewhat speechless.

What did that mean?

Dong Lin stepped forward.

“Yueniang, you should put more effort into Elder Li’s illness…” he said earnestly, glancing at the roomful of expectant eyes. “They’ve already apologized.”

Qi Yue turned to look at him.

This person…

Elder Li was no ordinary person. Though ill, he wasn’t confused.

“What did you do?” he shouted.

Though he lacked vigor due to his illness, he still made everyone in the room quite anxious and uneasy.

When the father was angry, the son immediately knelt down.

“No, no,” Qi Yue said quickly. “It’s nothing. It was a misunderstanding.”

She looked at Elder Li.

“Old sir, your illness won’t benefit from your bad temper,” she said.

Hearing this, Elder Li quickly restrained his emotions.

Without waiting for anyone to speak, Qi Yue gently explained the whole situation.

“You see, it was actually because both sides didn’t communicate well—we can’t talk about who was right or wrong,” she said with a smile. “If you scold your family members like this, you’re making me lose face.”

This woman’s voice was crisp yet gentle. As she spoke, her face showed a smile—courteous but not servile, gracious and approachable. Not to mention the content of her words, just this alone was enough to make people feel pleasant.

The gloomy and oppressive atmosphere in the room immediately dissipated.

Dong Lin was dumbfounded again. Looking at the woman before him with her gentle smile and graceful manner, he was one hundred percent certain that all the information he had gathered was wrong!

How the hell was this having a bad temper, being arrogant, and acting strangely?

This was clearly the most proper and well-mannered young lady from a good family!

And he had prided himself on knowing his enemy—he knew shit!

“Also, I really can’t prescribe medicine,” Qi Yue said again, this time looking at Doctor Gong. “You can ask around at the Yongqing Prefecture and you’ll know. I only know some methods for treating illness, but as for observation, listening, questioning, pulse-taking, and prescribing medicine, I’m completely ignorant. Doctor, I’m not being deliberately difficult—this is the truth. The reason your treatments for Elder Li haven’t been effective is because you haven’t treated the root cause. Now I’ve diagnosed pneumoperitoneum and extracted the accumulated gas, resolving the main cause of illness. From here on, it depends on everyone’s medication.”

Doctor Gong’s expression relaxed.

Regardless of whether what she said was somewhat incredible, her attitude seemed very sincere.

One doesn’t strike a smiling face.

“My knowledge is limited. Could the lady explain what pneumoperitoneum is?” he asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“There are many types of pneumoperitoneum. Simply put, it’s free gas in the abdominal cavity caused by various reasons,” she said, gesturing on Elder Li’s body. “Depending on the cause and location, it’s divided into abdominal pneumoperitoneum, thoracic pneumoperitoneum, gynecological pneumoperitoneum, iatrogenic pneumoperitoneum, and idiopathic pneumoperitoneum…”

Everyone in the room, including the professionals, was completely dizzy.

Qi Yue could see this too, so she smiled.

“You see, this can’t be explained in a short time. Let me just talk about Elder Li’s case,” she said with a smile. “The egg choking was the trigger, causing alveolar or bronchiolar lesions that led to alveolar rupture… then…”

Her hand pointed to various places on Elder Li’s body.

“…gas enters the lung interstitium, then travels along the bronchi and vascular sheaths through the hilum into the mediastinum, from the mediastinum through the diaphragmatic hiatus into the abdominal cavity, or the retroperitoneal space and then into the abdominal cavity, forming subphrenic free gas… this is called pneumoperitoneum,” she said.

Doctor Gong fell silent. Those strange terms he’d never heard before, the woman’s skilled and accurate pointing on the human body—his face showed amazement while his mind rapidly memorized this passage.

For Lady Qi, they weren’t unfamiliar since they’d all seen her described in documents. They were somewhat surprised but mostly unconcerned—there were plenty of people with secret remedies for specific ailments. Such people couldn’t even be called real doctors. But at this moment, he no longer had such thoughts.

Elder Li and the others didn’t care how the illness was caused—they only cared whether it was cured.

“Is there still gas in my stomach?” Elder Li asked.

“I’ve already extracted it,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Elder Li vaguely remembered words he’d heard while unconscious, and couldn’t help but touch his stomach.

Doctor Gong also remembered.

“How did you extract it?” he asked without thinking.

That was from the stomach, from a person—extracting from inside the stomach…

Qi Yue was about to speak when Dong Lin coughed.

Ridiculous! That was his master’s secret technique! Though he didn’t know it yet, absolutely no one else could know!

Doctor Gong realized his mistake.

Asking about diagnosing symptoms was fine, but asking about treatment methods involved medical secrets.

Qi Yue didn’t react.

“Just using a special syringe,” she answered casually. “But how to extract it can’t be explained in a day or two.”

Hopefully this doctor wouldn’t ask further—she really didn’t have time to explain to them.

Doctor Gong naturally wouldn’t ask more.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief, gave a few more instructions, comforted the patient and family members, and took her leave.

By now it was getting dark.

The Li family insisted on having her stay for dinner, but Qi Yue declined with a smile.

Finally, Li Tong was signaled to come forward again.

“You’ve worked hard, Lady. If we don’t keep you for dinner, we feel bad about it. I also won’t be able to explain to Brother Fan,” Li Tong said.

“Him? Don’t worry about him,” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

This one sentence drew them closer, showing that the two had a familiarity that others in the Li family didn’t have.

The younger generation in the room all cast jealous glances at Li Tong.

This kid really had dog shit luck…

Who would have thought that useless dog from the Fan family would actually be useful sometimes? Looks like they’d have to cultivate a relationship with him in the future.

Li Tong tried to persuade her to stay again.

“Really, let’s talk about it another time. I still have things to do,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

I still have things to do…

As soon as these words were spoken, no one dared to detain her.

Li Tong even unconsciously took a step back.

“Lady Qi, thank you for your hard work. When you’re available, you must honor us with your presence,” Elder Li said.

“Naturally,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Elder Li took a red envelope from a servant’s hands and personally escorted Qi Yue out of the room while handing it to her.

“A small token of appreciation—not worthy of respect. You’ve worked hard, Lady,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and wasn’t polite about it. A’Ru reached out to take it.

“Elder, please don’t trouble yourself. It’s more important to ask the doctor about medication and care,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Elder Li escorted her to the courtyard gate before having the steward take over. He turned back, and Doctor Gong had also finished his examination and was considering the prescription.

Elder Li stepped forward to symbolically tuck in his father’s bedding and quietly asked what else was needed.

Elder Li was after all recovering from illness and lacked energy, so he closed his eyes to rest.

Just as Elder Li was signaling for everyone to withdraw, he opened his eyes.

“Who invited Lady Qi?” he asked.

Because of his low rank, Li Tong was already standing by the door and had stepped out. When Elder Li asked this, he was hastily pulled back and pushed in front of Elder Li.

This was probably the closest Li Tong had ever been to his grandfather, and he felt somewhat uneasy as he lowered his head.

Elder Li looked at him with no impression whatsoever and couldn’t help but frown.

This child didn’t even know to introduce himself—did he expect him to admit in front of so many people that he didn’t know his grandson’s name?

Fortunately, while Li Tong wasn’t sharp, his father was.

“Tong’er, answer your grandfather,” Li’s father said quietly.

Only then did Li Tong come to his senses, and Elder Li nodded.

“Tong’er, were you introduced to Lady Qi through someone?” he asked.

Li Tong quickly replied yes.

“Lady Qi had just arrived in the capital when you met her—what luck for me,” Elder Li said again.

Li Tong stood there dumbly, not knowing what to say, so his father jumped in again.

“Ever since learning of father’s serious illness, this child has been worried day and night, daily seeking famous doctors. That’s how he happened to meet Lady Qi who had just arrived in the capital. Right, Tong’er? Which day after Lady Qi arrived in the capital did you meet her?” he said.

“The third day,” Li Tong answered.

Elder Li made a sound of acknowledgment and seemed to lack energy, slightly lowering his eyes without speaking.

A maid came in with medicine from outside.

Elder Li was about to take it.

“At your age, let the younger generation handle these things,” Elder Li said, glancing at Li Tong standing dumbly to the side. “Tong’er, help your uncle and serve me the medicine.”

Serving others was sometimes a servant’s job, but sometimes it was a favor and an honor.

For example, holding clothes and serving medicine—only those who were direct relatives, trusted, and valued could do this.

Even Li Tong’s father had never gotten such an opportunity.

At this moment, with Elder Li’s light words, this fell to a fourth-house illegitimate son whose name most people hadn’t even known before.

From now on, absolutely no one in this household would not know Li Tong’s name—everyone had this thought.

Li Tong, pushed by his father, dumbly took the medicine bowl from his uncle and dumbly sat on the stool by the bed, feeding his grandfather medicine sip by sip under the envious gazes of everyone in the room. Happiness had come too quickly—if Li Tong hadn’t had a burst of good character, in his dazed state he would definitely have fed the medicine into the old man’s nose.

Qi Yue wouldn’t know about or care about what was happening in the room. Under the steward’s respectful guidance, she reached the door.

“Open the main gate, open the main gate,” the already-instructed gatekeeper quickly commanded.

The main gate creaked open, startling two people who had just arrived at the door.

“Your Majes—” A chubby man with mustaches on both sides of his mouth grabbed the arm of the man beside him and was about to shout.

The man beside him was wrapped in a dark gold cloak that covered even his head and face, showing only his tall figure. As soon as the man opened his mouth, he raised his hand and gave him an elbow.

The fat man swallowed half his words.

“…the main gate opened! They couldn’t know…” the remaining words still came out.

The main gates of high officials and nobles weren’t opened lightly.

The cloaked man was obviously also somewhat surprised. He raised his head slightly, and the lamp at the gate illuminated his thin lips and high nose bridge.

Then he saw a woman walk out, glowing brilliantly under the four large lamps.

Chapter 318: Unexpected Visitors
After returning home from the palace, Qi Yue naturally wouldn’t come out wearing those formal clothes. She changed into a daily crimson gold-embroidered jacket, and removed all those vermillion hairpins and jewelry. She was here to see patients, not to stroll in gardens or visit guests—such occasions weren’t suitable for being decked out in jewels.

“Alright, no need to escort me further,” she said with a smile to the steward.

Which gate to use didn’t matter to Qi Yue, but A’Ru and A’Hao looked shocked.

“Farewell, Lady,” the steward bowed deeply.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile and walked down the steps. After just two steps, she noticed people at the gate looking over.

They were two men—one tall and thin, one short and fat.

The tall thin one was wrapped in a large cloak that covered half his face, while the short fat one looked to have delicate skin and tender flesh, with two fake mustaches stuck to his mouth…

Why were they fake mustaches?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh.

This laugh brought the two men, who had been staring dumbfounded, back to their senses.

They watched the beauty walking down the steps step by step, approaching them.

The thin lips under the man’s cloak also turned up slightly.

“Hey,” Qi Yue raised her hand to cover her mouth slightly and said quietly, “It fell off.”

The two men instinctively looked down. A breeze passed, and the woman walked by.

The tall thin man looked at the short fat one, who also looked at him somewhat puzzled. Sure enough, one side of the mustache stuck to his mouth had fallen off and was hanging at the corner of his mouth, swaying with his breathing—quite comical.

The tall thin man also laughed.

“I told you not to make trouble!” he said, reaching up to pull off the mustache with a laugh.

The short fat man felt very wronged.

“This was, this was to avoid being recognized,” he muttered.

The tall thin man stopped looking at him and, remembering something, quickly looked for the woman, but saw she had already gotten into a carriage. The small, unremarkable carriage quickly disappeared down the street.

That beauty…

The short fat man coughed lightly, reminding him of their purpose for coming.

The tall thin man withdrew his gaze and turned around. Since the main gate was open, they naturally had to enter through the main gate.

“Hey hey, what are you doing!” The gatekeeper wouldn’t have it and immediately shouted to stop them.

“What are you shouting about!” The short fat man had no good temper either, especially having never been scolded like this before. He glared back.

The gatekeeper had noticed these two earlier, dressed strangely and staring at Lady Qi with their eyes and drool about to fall out. He was already in a bad mood, and hearing these words, he turned around and slammed the door shut with a bang.

The two men outside were caught off guard, watching helplessly as the main gate closed.

A woman had strutted out through the main gate with great fanfare, while they were shut outside.

“If you have business, go to the side gate to talk,” came a voice from inside the door.

Outrageous! The short fat man was about to charge over but was held back by the tall thin man.

“Why make trouble with a gatekeeper,” he said, walking toward the side gate with some curiosity. “Never walked through a side gate before…”

But the side gate wasn’t easy to enter either.

“Where’s your invitation?” the guard asked indifferently.

“Invitation?” The short fat man was stunned. “We’re here to visit Elder Li—what invitation do we need! Move aside quickly!”

The side gate also slammed shut with a bang.

“…Where did these lunatics come from? Don’t they see what kind of place this is…”

Mocking laughter came from inside the gate.

“Now this is good. Really no one recognizes us,” the short fat man muttered.

“Quite fun,” the tall thin man said with a laugh. After thinking, he reached out and pulled a token from the short fat man’s waist. “Send this in.”

“Stop looking, let’s go back,” the short fat man said.

“No, I must see,” the tall thin man said decisively.

Really, it wasn’t like they’d come on purpose—they’d just wanted to sneak to the city gate for a bowl of wontons and mentioned Elder Li in passing. Hearing from the hidden guards that Elder Li had recovered, they’d gotten curious and come to take a look at this novelty.

It was optional, but if they were going to look, they had to see enough.

The short fat man had no choice but to take the waist token and call at the gate again.

Elder Li had already withdrawn from the room with his people because the Imperial Physicians had prescribed new medicine that was being prepared. Li Tong’s father had volunteered to have Li Tong stay to attend to the patient, which made the other brothers quite dissatisfied—it seemed like you’d monopolize feeding medicine from now on—but there was nothing they could say.

The gatekeeper came running with the waist token.

“Master, master, someone’s here to visit,” they shouted.

Elder Li was somewhat displeased. Who was so tactless, coming to see people at dinner time?

He reached out to take the waist token—it was an ivory double-sided relief with cloud patterns.

Palace Ceremonial Supervisor eunuch…

Elder Li’s hand trembled slightly.

“It’s someone from the palace,” he said.

Everyone was stunned for a moment, but then it wasn’t surprising—the Emperor was concerned about the Elder’s condition, so sending a eunuch to inquire was normal.

“Prepare more money,” Elder Li said again.

These eunuchs’ gratuities couldn’t be neglected.

He straightened his clothes and went out personally to receive them.

Cai Zhong watched the side gate open and couldn’t help cursing inwardly.

Why not open the main gate!

If it were before, he wouldn’t have cared about such things, but with the comparison to that woman just now, he felt very uncomfortable.

Why! He was at least the chief secretary eunuch of the Palace Ceremonial Supervisor—was he really less than a woman!

While thinking wildly, Elder Li came over with people to receive them.

“Oh my, why did Eunuch Cai come personally… ah, Your Majes—” Elder Li squinted and looked, immediately rushing over in panic. Before finishing his words, he gasped and his legs went weak.

Cai Zhong was quick-eyed and quick-handed, stepping forward to support him.

“Don’t make a scene,” he said quietly.

Elder Li stood up straight with his support, his body trembling slightly as he watched the tall thin man walking over step by step.

Under the corner gate’s lamp, he could see the man had lifted part of his cloak, revealing half his face, which was instantly recognizable to those familiar with it.

Elder Li felt his breathing was unsteady and his mind was foggy.

“Come, come, let’s go in and take a look,” Cai Zhong said with a smile, while pushing Elder Li to make way.

The others noticed Elder Li’s strange behavior but couldn’t guess why, chatting and laughing as they surrounded Cai Zhong going inside.

Cai Zhong waited until the tall thin man went first before taking his own steps.

The people following behind noticed and couldn’t help whispering to those beside them.

“Who’s that person?” he asked quietly.

“Eunuch Cai’s bodyguard?” another person guessed.

“Bodyguard?” The first person frowned and pointed. “Whose bodyguard walks with more presence than his master?”

Everyone looked over and saw Cai Zhong supporting Elder Li, seeming to walk steadily but actually staying one step behind that tall thin man.

Elder Li’s legs felt weak and he still wanted to kneel down, but was helplessly supported by Cai Zhong.

“I, I haven’t prepared anything…” he stammered.

While speaking, they had already reached Elder Li’s room.

“Prepare what? Have everyone else withdraw,” Cai Zhong said quietly.

Elder Li responded and turned around.

“Everyone go back, go back,” he said in a trembling voice.

The brothers and descendants who had followed were all stunned, but didn’t dare say anything. After all, he was the eldest—in this family, besides Elder Li, he was the one who decided things. Who told them not to be born to the eldest?

After everyone dispersed, Elder Li breathed a bit easier, watching the man in front enter the room.

“No, that won’t work!” He suddenly remembered there was still someone in the room…

“What works or doesn’t work,” Cai Zhong shook him. “You come with me and serve me your good tea.”

“I need to attend to…” Elder Li said urgently.

“Attend to what! Just a quick look—aren’t there servants in the room?” Cai Zhong said.

Without allowing refusal, he dragged Elder Li into the side room.

Li Tong took the towel handed by a maid and gently wiped the corners of Elder Li’s mouth, then carefully tucked in the bedding before standing up.

“Young Master, you should go rest,” a maid said quietly.

“It’s fine. I’ll do it,” Li Tong said. “We’ll need to wake him to give medicine later anyway.”

The maid looked at him and smiled.

“Young Master is quite skilled at this,” she said.

After saying it, she regretted it—everyone knew this Young Master Tong was an unloved illegitimate son. Saying he was skilled at these servant’s tasks—wasn’t that mocking him?

Before, such words were just said, but now she had to weigh them carefully. The maid weighed it and decided to apologize.

“When my concubine mother was ill, I attended to her, so I’m quite skilled at caring for patients,” Li Tong said without any displeasure, even smiling at the maid.

The maid breathed a sigh of relief.

Footsteps could be heard, and the two turned to look, seeing a strange man walk in.

“Is it so hot in this room?” the man said, while removing his cloak to reveal a pale, upright face with thick, long eyebrows slightly furrowed.

Who was this man?

Both were stunned, but thinking that anyone who could enter must be no ordinary person, Li Tong, being of low status and knowing few of the family’s associates, didn’t pay much attention.

“The Imperial Physician said it should be warm—he can’t catch cold or he’ll cough,” he said.

The man glanced at him.

Li Tong saw the cloak had been removed and naturally stepped forward to take it.

The man smiled slightly and handed him the cloak.

“How is he? Really… really better? I heard he recovered?” he asked, casually walking to the bedside.

Elder Li was sleeping on the bed.

“Isn’t he still unconscious?” the man asked.

“He slept after taking medicine,” Li Tong answered, while inviting him to sit and having the maid bring tea.

“Really awake?” the man asked with some curiosity, looking at the tea Li Tong was holding. “What kind of tea is this?”

Li Tong didn’t know either, looking somewhat embarrassed as he glanced at the maid.

“Longjing,” the maid said quickly.

Only then did the man take it, but didn’t drink, just held it in his hands, looking at Li Tong with a half-smile.

“You’re Elder Li’s grandson?” he asked.

“Yes, I’m from the fourth house,” Li Tong quickly answered, feeling somewhat embarrassed himself. Previously he’d rarely had the chance to enter his grandfather’s room, let alone know what tea his grandfather had there. No wonder the man found it strange. “I only came to attend to grandfather today.”

The man made a sound of acknowledgment, turning the teacup while looking at Elder Li again.

“Really awake,” Li Tong answered without being asked, then told him when Elder Li had awakened and what he’d eaten.

The man listened and nodded.

“The Imperial Physicians are doing well,” he said with a smile.

This man’s smile also carried a somewhat unapproachable quality. Li Tong quickly lowered his head and looked away.

“Actually, we invited another doctor…” he said.

Before he could finish, Elder Li on the bed was awakened by the noise.

“Mmm…” he exhaled with his eyes closed. “What time is it…”

Before Li Tong could answer, the man spoke first.

“Three quarters past the seventh watch,” he said.

Then Li Tong experienced the most shocking moment of his life, something that would still seem like a dream years later when he remembered it.

Elder Li, not yet fully awake, bounced up from the bed like a bow, then rolled directly to the floor.

“Your Majesty!” he shouted, looking at the man sitting on the stool with a smile, his eyes wide with shock and terror.

Chapter 319: Destined
This shout startled Li Tong and the maid who were about to help Li Huaiqing, and they froze.

What?

They stood there dumbly, even maintaining their postures of reaching out and bowing.

“Indeed recovered,” the Emperor said with a laugh, making tsk-tsk sounds. “Elder Li, that was really quick movement.”

Elder Li was almost crying.

“Your Majesty, why did you come? How did you leave the palace? It’s so late? Did you bring people? Who’s accompanying you? Does the Empress Dowager know? Do the Five Cities Military Commission know?” he asked breathlessly, one question after another.

The Emperor just smiled, clapped his hands, and stood up.

“Really, you’re more adorable lying down,” he said with a laugh. “I’m leaving.”

His movements were too fast—Elder Li didn’t even react.

The Emperor walked past Li Tong, who was standing there dumbly.

“Here, this is for you,” he said, remembering something and stuffing the teacup in his hand to Li Tong.

“Ah, kneel down!” Elder Li shouted.

Only then did Li Tong drop to his knees with a thud, prostrating himself and trembling all over, feeling footsteps pass by in front of him.

He didn’t know about the chaos that followed. He just knelt there like that, his mind in turmoil, with only one thought repeating over and over.

The Emperor!

The Emperor!

He had seen the Emperor!

He had even spoken with the Emperor!

He had even served tea to the Emperor!

The Emperor!

My heavens…

Li Tong really wanted to hide somewhere with no one around to calm himself down, but this was impossible, because in this household, probably only he had spoken with the Emperor!

Elder Li was also lying down, sitting up. Elder Li couldn’t stand either and sat down. Even the retainers and advisors were all invited over. A roomful of people surrounded Li Tong, making him recount word by word everything the Emperor had said to him, even every glance and gesture.

By the end, Li Tong didn’t even know what he was saying.

“His Majesty asked who you were?” Elder Li asked.

Li Tong nodded.

“This grandson was dull-witted, not knowing what kind of tea it was, and even answered like that,” he said, lowering his head.

Elder Li looked at him and nodded.

“You answered very well,” he said.

Li Tong looked at Elder Li.

“His Majesty is too clever, so he likes people who are somewhat dull-witted,” Elder Li said, looking at him with a smile. “You responded very well—the most difficult thing in the world is naturalness.”

A huge weight lifted from Li Tong’s heart.

“Alright, you may go. You’re exhausted too—go rest quickly,” Elder Li said, looking at Li Tong with kindness.

Li Tong responded and only then withdrew.

Watching him disappear at the room’s entrance, everyone hadn’t yet withdrawn their gazes.

“This kid really is…” Elder Li couldn’t help muttering.

Really has luck…

“So they say, it’s better to have good fate than good character,” Elder Li said with a smile. “No matter who it is, this is good for our Li family.”

That was true. Everyone was very happy, thinking of the Emperor’s personal visit. This was truly incomparable honor, though unfortunately this honor couldn’t be spoken of.

“Speaking of this honor would invite jealousy—it’s enough that we know,” Elder Li said, exhaling heavily. He felt his illness was half-cured again. “Has Tong’er passed the imperial examinations?”

Who would know that…

Elder Li felt somewhat embarrassed.

“Whether he’s passed or not, there’s been a vacancy for a clerk in the Cabinet recently. Go make arrangements and let him go,” Elder Li said.

Elder Li gasped, good heavens.

Although this was a job serving people and running errands, one could see the Emperor!

But this was actually quite suitable.

Elder Li responded affirmatively.

This kid really was too blessed, wasn’t he?

Li Tong almost ran back to his own home. The Li family hadn’t yet divided the estate—all four houses were crammed into this one alley, separated only by a few walls.

“Brother, brother!”

As soon as he entered, Li Tong was called by a female voice, then saw his sister rushing over joyfully.

“Brother, thank you, thank you,” Li Tong’s sister pulled her brother’s arm and cried.

Li Tong was somewhat confused by the thanks and crying.

“What’s wrong?” he asked quickly.

“Father, father canceled my engagement to that consumptive ghost,” Li Tong’s sister said, crying with tears.

Li Tong was overjoyed.

“Brother, you spoke to father, didn’t you?” Li Tong’s sister said, wiping her tears. She didn’t need to ask—only her brother, besides her brother, who else would care about her?

Li Tong also felt his nose getting sour, not knowing what to say.

All this came too fast, too much…

But he still hadn’t anticipated enough. Soon, Elder Li sent someone to tell Li Tong’s father about having Li Tong go to the Cabinet as a clerk in a few days.

Li Tong’s father was stunned.

Li Tong’s mother and several brothers in the room were also stunned.

Just earlier, Li Tong’s mother had been complaining because Li Tong’s father canceled that marriage arrangement.

“Isn’t it just inviting a doctor to cure the old master? Even if they say he has merit, what great merit could it be? It’s the doctor’s achievement—is that worth you protecting him like this?” Li Tong’s legitimate mother said very unhappily.

But at this moment, she also stared wide-eyed, unable to speak.

Clerk? Cabinet?

“Why?” Li Tong’s father couldn’t help asking.

This question was asked on behalf of everyone.

The Emperor’s visit had become the Li mansion’s highest secret—only those few people knew, while others naturally weren’t qualified to know.

The retainer who came to deliver the message smiled.

“The old master sees him idle at home with nothing to do and wants him to go help out,” he said lightly, then took his leave after speaking.

The room fell silent.

“Why? Why not let me go help out?” one of Li Tong’s brothers stared and shouted. “I’m idle too.”

“Because you didn’t invite a good doctor…” Li Tong’s father was still the father after all, hitting the nail on the head.

After breakfast, a new day began. Fan Yilin finished attending to his corridor of birds and prepared to lounge on the long chair listening to the little maid play the qin.

“Young Master, like this every day—don’t you get tired of listening?” a servant sitting on a small stool nearby said with a bitter expression, pointing at the little maid. “I say, Ruhua, can’t you play a different tune? Always the same one—really makes me want to vomit.”

Fan Yilin quickly got up to stop him, but it was too late.

The little maid snorted.

“Then have someone else play,” she said, pushing away the qin and running off with quick steps.

“Look what you’ve done! Young Master, what an attitude from this little hussy!” the servant said angrily, glaring.

Fan Yilin gave him a slap on the head.

“You little bastard, Young Madam only left me this one qin-playing maid. Now that you’ve done this, what am I supposed to do!” he scolded.

“Young Master,” the servant said, holding his head pitifully. “It was really too awful… we can’t suffer like this.”

Fan Yilin sighed and lay back on the reclining chair.

“At least it was some noise. Otherwise, just lying here with no human presence…” he said with a sigh.

As they were talking, a servant came running in from outside.

“A visitor! A visitor!” he shouted breathlessly.

Fan Yilin lay there without moving.

“Young Master, Young Master,” the servant called. “A visitor.”

Fan Yilin simply closed his eyes.

“Visitors, visitors all day long—what’s it to me?” he said irritably.

“Young Master, the visitor is here to see you,” the servant replied breathlessly.

“Me?” Fan Yilin suddenly opened his eyes, pointing at his own nose. “Which blind fool came to visit me?”

The servants stared at him dumbfounded.

The blind visitor had already drunk three cups of tea in the reception hall, and Fan Third Master, who was keeping him company, felt somewhat embarrassed.

“Go find a way to get that little bastard here immediately, no matter what,” he called over a servant and said through gritted teeth quietly.

Before he finished speaking, Fan Yilin’s deliberately loud coughing could be heard outside the room.

“He’s coming,” Fan Third Master breathed a sigh of relief and said with a smile.

Then everyone looked toward the door and saw a man in floral clothes, holding a folding fan, obviously dressed up, swaying as he walked in.

Fan Third Master covered his face, unable to watch.

Father, you saying you’d go out at this time was really too wise…

“Who’s looking for me? I’m quite busy…” Fan Yilin said.

Before he finished speaking, he saw someone rush over and bow to him.

“Young Master Fan, thank you, thank you so much,” Li Tong said with a trembling voice.

Fan Yilin was startled. Such a grand gesture…

“Young Master Li, what’s this about?” he asked. Before he finished speaking, he saw the gifts piled up in the room.

Fan Yilin forgot about Young Master Li, his eyes lighting up as he looked at those large and small boxes and fabrics.

“Are all these for me?” he asked.

Li Tong bowed again.

“A small token of appreciation—please don’t disdain it, Brother Fan,” he said.

Fan Yilin had already shamelessly opened the top box and found it was a set of the Four Treasures of the Study.

Fan Yilin chuckled.

“This thing is useless to me… ah! This, this is Ouyang Xiu’s!” His laugh suddenly stopped and turned into an exclamation. “Ouyang Xiu’s inkstone!”

Fan Third Master, who had been covering his face, couldn’t help but look over.

“Actually, it’s Li Tingguei’s inkstone…” the middle-aged man sitting to the side said with a smile.

Fan Third Master suddenly stood up.

This was worth more than Ouyang Xiu’s!

Fan Yilin also stared wide-eyed. Though he was a good-for-nothing, to appear cultured, he still knew these Four Treasures of the Study and their stories.

“Little Li, you’ve really spent a fortune. To support your brother, just a token would do—this is really going too big,” he said, staring. “I won’t be able to match you next time…”

Li Tong was amused by him.

“Brother Fan, I’m giving this to you with complete sincerity,” he said, bowing again.

Fan Third Master also looked at the sitting man.

“Master Li, this is too precious!” he said, bowing to Li Tong’s father.

“Young Master Fan deserves it,” Li Tong’s father said with a smile, then added, “This is my father’s intention.”

Elder Li!

Fan Third Master was stunned, his expression becoming serious.

“This, this… what virtue or ability do I have?” he asked quickly.

“Yes, yes, why did Elder Li suddenly discover this gem like me?” Fan Yilin also asked quickly.

Fan Third Master felt regret that he shouldn’t have called this kid over.

“It’s because Young Master Fan recommended a doctor for my son, which saved my father from danger. Such life-saving grace—these small material things can only slightly express our feelings. We hope Young Master Fan won’t disdain them,” Li Tong’s father also stood up and said solemnly.

From beginning to end, he hadn’t forgotten to glance at the gift boxes, afraid he might lose control and hug those Four Treasures of the Study and cry.

Such good things—he could never get even one in his lifetime…

Yet they were given to this good-for-nothing…

Such waste of precious things…

Really, good character is not as good as good fate…

One has to accept destiny…

Li Tong’s father wept inwardly.

What a sin…

Chapter 320: Farewell
Hearing Li Tong’s father say this, Fan Yilin was startled.

“I don’t disdain it,” he quickly said loudly, afraid they might change their minds, while laughing heartily. “So that’s how it is—no problem! I said long ago that Lady Qi is a divine physician!”

“Also, my father says that since Young Master Fan works in the Ministry of Personnel, he should work diligently. Coming and going as you please won’t do. Young people need to be steadfast to seek advancement,” Li Tong’s father added.

Fan Third Master shuddered.

When these big shots spoke, you just had to pick out the important parts. For instance, this sentence really meant just one thing: advancement.

Advancement!

His good-for-nothing brother could actually hear this word spoken to him?

He couldn’t help but look over. Fan Yilin was still busy examining the gifts, and if not for maintaining some dignity as a young master, he would have torn open the boxes on the spot.

This good-for-nothing? Advancement?

Why?

Why?!

As news spread, everyone was frantically asking why, but one person was completely clear-headed.

“Why?” Fan Yilin said, draping his arm around Li Tong’s shoulder, his face red as a cooked shrimp from drinking, speaking with a thick tongue. “Because of Lady Qi!”

He patted Li Tong’s back.

A day later, Fan Yilin and Li Tong—this pair of former failures now turned successful—privately rented an entire restaurant and drank well for a whole day.

Was renting an entire restaurant too extravagant for two people? What did extravagant mean? Now they no longer counted their pocket money on their fingers like before—they took whatever they wanted, and didn’t even know who paid the bills. There were plenty of people competing to flatter them.

Happiness came too fast and fierce—they couldn’t handle it.

Why? Others didn’t know why, but Fan Yilin knew.

“Didn’t I tell you—trust Lady Qi, ensure peace and prosperity, promotions and wealth!” Fan Yilin said loudly.

Li Tong, also red-faced from drinking, nodded vigorously.

“Exactly, exactly,” he said excitedly. Thinking of his experiences these past few days, they were so unimaginable that even now he would wake up startled at night, thinking he was dreaming.

“So we must thank her, thank her properly!” Fan Yilin said loudly.

Li Tong nodded again.

“Go, we must go thank her. The family has already thanked her—this time we’ll thank her ourselves,” he said.

But when they prepared generous gifts and came over, they found the person they wanted to thank was gone.

“Gone?” Fan Yilin was shocked. “When did she leave? Where did she go?”

The gatekeeper at Chen Shi’s residence had no mood to deal with them.

“Don’t know!” He slammed the door shut.

“What kind of attitude is that?” Fan Yilin was very angry. “Hey, did you people drive Lady Qi away like this?”

Ignoring the commotion outside, the gatekeeper looked worriedly toward the main hall.

Chen Shi held the letter in her hand, her face pale.

“Madam, Madam,” Cai Qing cried. “Please don’t get angry—I’ll go chase after her right away…”

But these words were still too late. Chen Shi suddenly leaned forward, clutching her chest, and coughed up blood.

Cai Qing screamed.

The paper in Chen Shi’s hand floated down to the ground, blood spattering across it, revealing a line of text:

“Aunt, I have business to attend to and must leave first. Don’t worry—I’ll come see you again soon…”

Qi Yue’s departure was too sudden. It happened when Chen Shi went to Duke Deqing’s mansion to find her brother again. Because she often went out and carried boxes and bundles, the servants didn’t pay attention. They didn’t expect that when Chen Shi returned and waited until dark without seeing her come back, they panicked and searched, then found the letter she’d left in her room.

Chen Shi slowly regained consciousness and struggled to sit up.

“Go chase her, go chase her!” she shouted.

Cai Qing quickly responded and rushed the servants to go.

“Tie her up and bring her back if you have to!” Chen Shi shouted, her hands gripping the bedding tightly. Her once jade-white hands now somehow showed faint gray-black spots that became particularly obvious as her veins bulged.

Cai Qing looked at these spots and couldn’t help covering her mouth, tears streaming down her face.

The servants had already responded and gone out.

Cai Qing fell to her knees.

“Madam, don’t be anxious or angry. Lady Qi doesn’t know…” she cried. “If she knew, she wouldn’t do this.”

Chen Shi was breathless and dizzy, leaning against the pillow without speaking for a long time, only tears flowing down her cheeks.

“I didn’t want to tell her because I was afraid she’d be frightened, panicked, and heartbroken, losing her naturalness. That would only backfire. I just didn’t expect that by not telling her, she wouldn’t take this to heart and would act as she pleased…” she murmured. “I was willing to watch her take her time, to see her relaxed and comfortable, but I have no time left—I can’t wait…”

Cai Qing held her hand and cried.

“Yes, yes, Madam. When we bring Lady Qi back, we’ll tell her, tell her everything. She’s strong-willed and intelligent—she can certainly handle it. You can teach her well, Madam, and she’ll surely not disappoint your efforts,” she cried.

Chen Shi closed her eyes and wept.

“Let’s bring her back first,” she said weakly.

But unexpectedly, the servants chased for a full day and night without finding Qi Yue.

“How far could she go in one day?” Cai Qing was frantic. “Go chase again! Split up into several routes! Maybe she went somewhere to sightsee.”

The servants hurried off again.

They did split into several routes and searched all the famous scenic spots in the area. Theoretically, as long as Qi Yue wasn’t riding a thousand-li steed, they should definitely find her. But in reality, they just couldn’t.

This wasn’t because the servants were incompetent, but because they were searching in the wrong direction. Chen Shi was convinced that Qi Yue had gone home, and where was home? Naturally Yongqing Prefecture. So no matter how urgently the servants chased or how far they searched, they only headed toward Yongqing Prefecture. In reality, Qi Yue had gone in exactly the opposite direction—north. The more urgently they searched and the farther they chased, the greater the distance from her actual trail.

Chen Shi was no longer angry but afraid—they couldn’t find her! Had something happened?

Where could a weak woman with four or five people go?

Chang Yuncheng spread his arms as soldiers helped him put on his armor.

“Sir, the armor has all been delivered. Do you want to meet with the people from the Ministry of War?” someone entered and said.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“This is the armor and weapons handover at Zhangjiakou—we won’t go,” he said.

The person responded and left, then returned shortly with a letter in hand.

“Sir, your letter,” he said, presenting it with both hands.

My letter?

Chang Yuncheng frowned slightly.

“The officials from the Ministry of War brought it over. It was meant to be delivered to you in the northern desert, but since you’re here, it saved them the trip,” the guard said.

Ministry of War?

Chang Yuncheng frowned, already guessing roughly what it was, and reached out to take it.

Only his name was written on the envelope, with no sender’s name.

But this trick couldn’t fool him.

“Even this dog-like handwriting is unforgettable,” Chang Yuncheng said with a laugh, turning the letter in his hand. “Hmm, seems to be in good spirits this time—much thicker than the previous letters. Must have enjoyed cursing quite thoroughly.”

The guard beside him leaned over to look.

“Another one from Young Master Fan?” he asked.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment, turning the letter in his hand as the guard fastened his armor.

“This person really is…” the guard couldn’t help shaking his head.

“Just ridiculous, but not disgusting,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The guard was surprised.

This wasn’t disgusting? This Young Master Fan had already written twice with foul language cursing the Prince, and once even stuffed a dried toad leg in the letter—absolutely revolting.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“He’s doing it for her,” he said. When mentioning “her,” a trace of a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth.

As long as everyone in the world respected, loved, and protected her, what did it matter if he bore the burden of being cursed?

As long as she was well, all was well.

The guard finished adjusting the last piece of armor and stepped back.

“Your Highness, finished,” he reminded.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew from his reverie and looked at the letter in his hand. Though he knew Fan Yilin was venting for her sake, there was no need to be disgusted by this kid. He flicked it with his hand.

The soldier caught it accurately.

Chang Yuncheng stepped out.

The temporary supervisory mission was complete—today he should set off to return to the northern desert.

Several men in military official robes strode over from outside, laughing loudly when they saw him from afar.

Chang Yuncheng also laughed heartily and opened his arms to greet them.

Both sides approached and patted each other’s shoulders.

“Your Highness, leaving so soon?” the bearded man said loudly.

Looking at this man he’d always categorized as just a pretty boy, he felt somewhat reluctant to part.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened slightly. “Are you still unconvinced?”

The bearded man was startled, then burst into hearty laughter, his fan-like hand heavily patting Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder again.

Several officials clearly from the Ministry of War couldn’t bear to watch.

One slap like that would knock them to their knees, wouldn’t it?

This barbarous brute from Zhangjiakou!

Chang Yuncheng didn’t move a muscle, not even an eyebrow.

“Convinced, convinced!” the bearded man shouted loudly. “Brother is convinced by you! From now on, whatever Your Highness says goes—if brother has half a word of refusal, I won’t be surnamed Hu!”

Chang Yuncheng smiled and put his arm around the man’s shoulder.

“Then I won’t be polite. First, secretly load a cart of your good wine here and send it to the northern desert—those bastards of ours are green with envy,” he said quietly.

The bearded man burst into laughter again.

The people here couldn’t help rubbing their ears, their faces full of amazement.

When had this brute ever laughed so much? Hard to believe this was the same guy who had the audacity to beat the supervising eunuch Wu half to death and throw him out of the city. Such an unreasonable person with outstanding military achievements was the most difficult to deal with.

Yet in front of His Highness, he was as cheerful as a little pony…

This comparison made several people feel nauseated and quickly dismissed the thought.

After finally sending off the bearded man, the Ministry of War officials got their chance to step forward.

“Your Highness, are you heading to the northern desert?” one of them asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“How about this—Your Highness, come back to the capital with us,” they said.

Chang Yuncheng was startled.

“The supervisory duties are complete, and everyone from each region is returning to the capital. The court’s intention is for Your Highness to go as well,” they said.

“Well, I’m only acting temporarily. I’ve written all the documents—the officials can take them to report to His Majesty,” Chang Yuncheng demurred.

“No, no, Your Highness, it’s more appropriate for you to report personally. Minister Kong specifically instructed us about this repeatedly,” one said quickly.

The capital… Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look south.

That was closer to her, wasn’t it? Maybe he could even see her. Only, he wondered if after all this time, when they met again, would she still be herself, or would she already be another’s wife…

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help clenching his fists, his hard nails digging into his palms.

“Alright,” he turned to the several men with a smile and nodded. “Then I respectfully accept your kind invitation.”

Author’s Note: This damned tourism, brothers and sisters, be cautious about visiting popular attractions on weekends! We stood in line for four whole hours and witnessed two fights that broke out because of the queuing!

Chapter 321: Response
Li Tong stood before the Yihe Palace, holding several memorials in his arms and walking with hurried steps.

Around the great hall stood guards wearing imperial guard uniforms with sabers at their waists, while eunuchs waited in attendance under the corridors.

The sun was at its zenith, and not a sound could be heard.

Li Tong couldn’t help but swallow hard. This was his first day on duty, and his heart was about to jump out of his throat.

For a moment, he stood at the bottom of the steps for quite some time without moving.

A eunuch saw him and beckoned him over.

Li Tong steeled himself and walked forward trembling.

“The memorial Your Majesty requested about the Dongyang disaster relief…” he said in a trembling voice.

The eunuch looked at him.

“New here?” he asked, seeing the beads of sweat covering the man’s face and couldn’t help but want to laugh.

Where did this rookie come from?

His smiling, squinting expression made Li Tong shudder. Remembering his family’s instructions, he hurriedly fumbled in his sleeve and produced a red envelope.

“Please trouble Your Excellency to make an announcement,” he said, extending it with shaking hands.

Well, not bad at all. The eunuch smiled and smoothly accepted it without any change in expression.

“Wait here,” he said, then turned and went inside.

Li Tong’s heart pounded, and he felt his back clothes were completely soaked. It seemed like a lifetime had passed before the eunuch came back out.

“Please enter,” he said with a smile, gesturing with his hand.

The eunuchs on both sides immediately pulled open the doors together.

This moment would come sooner or later. Now that the time had arrived, Li Tong actually calmed down, lifted his foot, and entered.

The great hall was spacious and broad, with incense smoke curling about.

Li Tong didn’t dare raise his head. He stood at the entrance for a while and swallowed hard.

“Your Majesty…” he raised the memorial and bowed as he spoke.

His voice was somewhat hoarse after all.

“Over here,” a somewhat languid voice said.

Li Tong boldly raised his head. The dragon throne directly in front was empty, and he was momentarily stunned.

“Over here,” the voice said again.

Only then did Li Tong look over. On the right side of the great hall, behind hanging silk curtains, there was a figure seated.

He boldly walked over, lifted the silk curtains, and entered. This was the second time he had seen the Emperor since that day.

The Emperor sat on a luohan bed, surrounded by piles of memorials. At this moment, he was looking down at one and didn’t stop or look up because Li Tong had entered.

“Your Majesty,” Li Tong bowed and raised the memorial.

“Just put it down,” the Emperor said.

He read memorials very quickly. In the time of this brief exchange, he had finished one and switched to another.

Looking at the memorials in front, behind, left, and right, Li Tong didn’t know where to place the one in his hands.

Only then did the Emperor look up.

“Oh,” he said, squinting as he looked him over. “New here?”

Li Tong hurriedly bowed and confirmed that he was.

The Emperor had probably forgotten him. How should he introduce himself? He had rehearsed this many times at home, but now that he was actually in the Emperor’s presence, his mind went completely blank.

“Your grandfather is feeling better, isn’t he?”

A voice drifted down from above his head.

Li Tong was stunned for a moment.

“Yes, yes, he’s better,” he hurriedly answered in a stuttering voice.

The Emperor smiled. He put down the memorial in his hands and looked at him.

“Your grandfather’s mind is fine, isn’t it?” he asked. “Looking at how you respond before your sovereign, he really dared to send you here? Is this loving care? Or is he planning to harm you?”

He had practiced various conversations, but this kind… this kind…

Li Tong was dumbfounded.

The Emperor looked at him with a slight smile, tapping the memorial in his hand rhythmically, saying nothing. He seemed to be waiting for an answer.

The great hall suddenly became quiet.

“Thank Your Majesty for your great kindness,” Li Tong suddenly knelt down and kowtowed.

The Emperor was somewhat surprised and shifted his sitting position.

“Thank me for what?” he asked.

“It is because of Your Majesty that your servant has today,” Li Tong said, prostrating himself on the ground.

The Emperor laughed.

“Oh. How is it because of me?” he asked.

“Your servant is dull and incompetent, and being a concubine-born son, originally couldn’t even stay in the capital, much less have today’s opportunity to respond before Your Majesty. All of this is because your servant was fortunate enough to exchange a few words with Your Majesty. Therefore, everything your servant has today was bestowed by Your Majesty,” Li Tong said in a trembling voice.

As he spoke, thinking of the earth-shaking changes in his situation at home these past few days, thinking of how his sister had finally escaped that nightmare marriage, and how he not only didn’t have to leave the capital to seek survival but had leaped into the inner cabinet and could walk before the sovereign, and how those who previously wouldn’t even glance at him now fawned over and flattered him…

His nose tingled with emotion. Ever since the incident occurred, he had been surrounded by happiness at every moment, smiling wherever he went. He hadn’t expected that here in the Emperor’s presence, under this incomparable quiet, with all the noise and clamor fallen away, he would actually feel heartbroken.

“Your servant, having gained this once, would die without regret,” he said with a sob.

The Emperor looked at him and laughed with a “puchi” sound.

“Put the memorial here, these are the ones I haven’t read yet,” he said.

The topic had shifted, and Li Tong didn’t react for a moment.

“Put it down. Is the duty roster very idle?” the Emperor said again, glancing at the bed.

Li Tong hurriedly got up and placed the memorial where the Emperor had indicated.

The Emperor lowered his head again and continued reading memorials. He didn’t use a brush, but dipped his finger in the ink beside him and dotted here and there on the memorials.

It was said this was the Emperor’s new favorite way of reviewing memorials recently, which had even caused the four duty ministers to kneel at the palace gates and cry in protest.

Li Tong stood quietly for a moment, confirming that the Emperor was already seriously and wholeheartedly reading the memorials with nothing to say to him, then slowly withdrew.

Just as he withdrew from the silk curtains, the Emperor spoke again.

“That…” he began to say.

Li Tong hurriedly stopped. The Emperor’s voice also stopped.

The great hall was quiet for a moment.

“Never mind. You may go,” the Emperor said again.

Li Tong responded affirmatively and withdrew.

The Emperor propped his head on his hand, looking at the silk curtains, smiled again, then lowered his head to continue reading the memorials.

But this quiet moment didn’t last long before it was interrupted by commotion outside.

There weren’t many people who dared make noise here…

The Emperor frowned.

Then he heard a eunuch enter.

“Your Majesty, Imperial Physician Zhou requests an audience.”

This old thing is back?

The Emperor raised his hand.

Through the curtains, the eunuch could also see the Emperor’s gesture clearly. He immediately turned and announced, but before he finished speaking, someone came tumbling and crawling in, then tumbled and crawled to prostrate on the ground.

“Your Majesty,” he called out with a crying voice.

The Emperor was startled. Looking at the person kneeling on the ground, travel-worn, disheveled, and dirty, this crawling about immediately left a layer of dust on the clean floor.

“Zhou Maochun, were you robbed?” he asked with a laugh.

“Your Majesty,” Zhou Maochun raised his head, his face also streaked with dirt, looking like he really was about to cry. “Your servant’s Lady Qi…”

“Dead?” the Emperor asked, shaking his head with some schadenfreude, yet feigning comfort. “My condolences…”

Zhou Maochun wiped his nose with his sleeve.

“No, she’s gone,” he said.

“That’s why I’m telling you to accept my condolences,” the Emperor said with a laugh.

“No. Gone means gone,” Zhou Maochun shouted.

“You old thing, that’s why I’m telling you to accept my condolences,” the Emperor also shouted, casually throwing a memorial at him.

Zhou Maochun raised his hand and slapped his face.

“Not dead gone, your servant couldn’t find Lady Qi! People say she came to the capital!” Zhou Maochun said.

The Emperor laughed heartily, looking at Zhou Maochun’s appearance and imagining how embarrassed he must have been on this journey back and forth.

“Serves you right!” he laughed loudly. “Who told you not to listen to me and insisted on going to curry favor yourself!”

Zhou Maochun felt wronged, annoyed, and had nothing to say.

“Alright, coming to the capital is even better. Go quickly and find your Lady Qi,” the Emperor said. “Before you go, wash up a bit. Looking like this, you’re disgracing my Imperial Medical Bureau.”

It would have been better not to mention this, but once he did, Zhou Maochun really started crying.

“Your Majesty, Lady Qi has left again,” he prostrated himself and pounded the ground as he shouted.

The Emperor was stunned, then burst into even louder laughter.

The eunuchs outside exchanged glances.

“His Majesty hasn’t laughed this heartily in a long time,” one said in a low voice.

“Imperial Physician Zhou is still impressive. No wonder His Majesty likes him so much,” another said quietly.

Zhou Maochun was quite displeased that the Emperor was building his happiness on his pain and raised his head to look at the Emperor without regard for propriety.

The Emperor tried hard to suppress his laughter.

“Well then, go chase after her quickly, lest you miss her again,” he said with a laugh.

“Your Majesty, I can’t catch up. I can’t find Lady Qi,” Zhou Maochun said, wiping his nose again.

The Emperor was very curious.

“How can you not find her?” he asked.

“I don’t know, I just can’t find her,” Zhou Maochun said, crawling forward a few steps. “Your Majesty, your servant especially came to request that Your Majesty lend me the Imperial Guards and issue an edict for all the prefectures to help your servant search together…”

Before he could finish, the Emperor threw a memorial at him.

“You old thing, you really dare to think big!” he laughed. “To find your sweetheart, you actually schemed your way to me. I haven’t even used these to find…”

He coughed and stopped mid-sentence.

“Find what? Does Your Majesty also need to find someone?” Zhou Maochun, though old, had keen hearing. Forgetting his own sadness at being refused, he asked with concern.

“Get lost,” the Emperor waved his hand. “Go wash up quickly and stay away from me. You stink.”

Zhou Maochun had no choice but to leave dejectedly.

Where on earth had Lady Qi gone?

Many people were puzzled.

“She must have gone traveling,” Fan Yilin said without thinking, while pouring wine for Li Tong.

“What a pity, I didn’t get to thank her personally,” Li Tong said, also offering a drink to Fan Yilin.

“Lady Qi doesn’t care about such things,” Fan Yilin said with an expression as if she were his own family.

Li Tong smiled.

“Are you getting used to the Ministry of Personnel?” he asked.

It would have been better not to mention this. Fan Yilin’s face wrinkled up.

“I estimate in another ten days or half a month, you won’t see me anymore,” he said.

Li Tong was puzzled.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’ll die of exhaustion,” Fan Yilin said. “I’m busy at the ministry, and when I get home, I have to report everything from the day in detail to my father, then get lectured. Finally, when that’s done and I return to my own courtyard, I have to report everything again to my wife. I find it strange – why doesn’t my wife just wait at my father’s place and listen together? Doing it twice like this is just tormenting me, isn’t it?”

Li Tong laughed heartily.

“Being tired is good, being tired is good,” he said with a laugh.

Fan Yilin held up his wine cup and looked out the window.

“What’s good about being tired… Mother of God!” he suddenly shouted.

Li Tong was startled.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, following his gaze out the window.

At this moment, they were sitting in a second-floor private room, and the window faced the main street, which was currently bustling with people.

Li Tong had just asked when he saw Fan Yilin smash his wine cup down with lightning speed.

“You bastard! Finally fallen into grandpa’s hands!” Fan Yilin shouted loudly, his whole body pressed against the window.

Li Tong was so frightened he hurriedly reached out to hold him tightly, seeing that Fan Yilin looked like he would jump down at any moment.

What on earth was happening?

He looked down as well. The street was filled with people coming and going, men and women in colorful clothes, old and young, all bustling about. He couldn’t tell which unfortunate person had been hit by Fan Yilin’s projectile, but three or four people were looking up at them.

Clearly, none of these were Fan Yilin’s target, because he turned around and frantically grabbed wine cups and wine pots from the table.

“You bastard, stand still for grandpa!” he shouted loudly, hurling everything in his hands down viciously.

The street finally erupted in chaos. The crowd screamed and scattered in all directions, revealing a tall, imposing man. He looked up, his face cold and stern, thick eyebrows slightly furrowed.

Their eyes met across the distance between upstairs and downstairs.

Li Tong saw the man’s lips move slightly, and he raised his hand to point lightly. Immediately, five or six people beside him looked up, then walked over. They seemed very experienced – two automatically guarded the entrance while the rest rushed inside.

There was quite a distance between upstairs and downstairs, but Li Tong could still feel this man’s fierce aura. This was no ordinary person!

Li Tong suddenly grabbed Fan Yilin and dragged him down.

“Brother Fan, you can’t joke about this. This man is not to be trifled with,” he shouted urgently.

Heavy footsteps were already coming up the stairs with thunderous noise.

Chapter 322: Startling News
Listening to the clanging and banging mixed with cries of “Aiya!” and “Aihai ya!” coming from upstairs, everyone downstairs – whether staff or customers – remained completely calm, eating and drinking as usual, as if nothing had happened.

There was no helping it. In the capital, this sort of thing was too common. Any tavern that hadn’t had a fight or two wouldn’t dare claim to be in the restaurant business.

Hearing the commotion upstairs die down, the shopkeeper behind the counter, who had been working his abacus, knew the fight was about over. He jerked his chin toward the upstairs.

“Go ask those gentlemen if they want food and drink, and while you’re at it, take a look and estimate how much the tables, chairs, benches, bowls, chopsticks, and plates will cost,” he said.

The staff responded and thumped upstairs.

The second floor was just like the first – all the customers were unaffected. The only thing everyone regretted was that the fight was in a private room, so they couldn’t watch.

A staff member knocked on the door and asked.

“Bring up your most expensive banquet, and also call seven or eight of your best women,” a voice said from inside.

Wonderful~ Not only did he get beaten, but now he had to pay through the nose too.

The staff member responded loudly and trotted off.

“Seven or eight women!” Fan Yilin shouted. “Aren’t you afraid of dying from exhaustion!”

Li Tong hurriedly tugged at him.

“Say less…” he said, covering his face.

Before he finished speaking, a stool leg flew over with perfect accuracy, and Fan Yilin clutched his shoulder, crying out repeatedly.

At this moment, he was sitting on the ground, his face unchanged but his expression extremely twisted, his hands and feet seeming to have no proper place as he felt around his body.

If one were to open his clothes and look at this moment, they would see Fan Yilin was already covered in bruises.

This was the technique of beating people. After all, everyone here had status, and they still needed to maintain their appearance when they went out. As the saying goes, “beat the person but not the face.”

“Your Excellency, this is just a joke. Please be magnanimous…” Li Tong said with an apologetic smile once again.

His good intentions were not appreciated. Fan Yilin shouted, interrupting him.

“It’s not a joke. I just wanted to hit this blind bastard!” he said.

Li Tong covered his face again.

But this time, nothing came flying over.

The man sitting on the room’s only surviving table smiled and actually waved his hand.

The four men with their bloody aura turned and left.

Half the oppressive feeling in the room dissipated.

Li Tong breathed a slight sigh of relief. Although he had lived in the capital all his life and had never left it, the capital had all kinds of people, so he could tell at a glance that these men were not ordinary household guards – they had truly seen blood!

What kind of person could have such fierce guards?

Even though he and Fan Yilin had made their comeback, the capital was never short of various nobles who suddenly appeared. It was better to be cautious and not ruin what was already a dreamlike and unreal future.

“Alright, stop talking tough,” Chang Yuncheng said, picking up the wine pot beside him. It had been knocked over during the earlier fight, and he shook it. Not a drop of wine remained, so he threw the wine pot on the ground somewhat irritably. “Hurry up!”

Both Li Tong and Fan Yilin shuddered.

High-pitched shouting came from outside the door.

“Coming~”

The door was pulled open, and a full banquet with its table was carried in. Four or five other staff members calmly cleaned up the broken tables, chairs, benches, and ceramic pieces in the room like a whirlwind. Even the flowers arranged in the corners were replaced. In almost the blink of an eye, the room was refreshed and restored to normal, as if nothing had happened.

Chang Yuncheng drank wine in large gulps and ate the dishes.

“Not bad. You little bastard do have some taste in food, drink, and entertainment,” he said with a laugh. “The food and wine are excellent!”

Fan Yilin spat heavily.

“At least better than your taste!” he cursed, watching Chang Yuncheng eat meat and drink wine in large mouthfuls, feeling indignant. He scooted over from where he sat on the ground, picked up his chopsticks, and also began eating heartily.

It seemed they knew each other?

Li Tong finally realized this, looking at the man and then at Fan Yilin.

“Come, eat,” Fan Yilin beckoned to him.

Li Tong nodded and sat on his side.

There was another knock at the door, followed by sweet, melodious voices.

“Master, the young ladies have arrived,” the staff member said from outside.

The door opened, and fragrance wafted in, accompanied by the tinkling of jewelry.

“Gentlemen,” seven or eight women of various figures, all dressed up beautifully, surged forward with smiling faces to greet them.

With these women in the room, Fan Yilin felt the atmosphere had improved somewhat, and his mood lifted.

He quickly scanned them with his eyes, already spotting four or five to his liking. Just as he was about to speak, Chang Yuncheng raised his hand and pointed.

“All of you sit over there in the corner,” he said.

The women were stunned for a moment, but they didn’t ask anything. The gentlemen probably hadn’t finished their business yet, and they knew the rules. So they smiled and responded affirmatively, then sat down on the floor in the corner with their melodious voices. Several of them, seeing Fan Yilin’s gaze, all sent him coquettish glances and charming smiles, making Fan Yilin’s heart itch even more.

Here, Chang Yuncheng ate meat and drank wine in large mouthfuls. Li Tong didn’t know what relationship the two had and didn’t dare speak, so he could only eat and drink with his head down. Fan Yilin, seeing Chang Yuncheng eating and drinking heartily, felt upset, so he also ate and drank heartily.

The courtesans who had been sitting to the side waiting for them to finish discussing important matters began to feel something was wrong. They stopped talking and stared blankly at these three men who were eating and drinking with their heads down.

So they were called here to watch them eat?

Fan Yilin was the first to put down his chopsticks, snorting heavily.

“You can still eat? Seems I haven’t scolded you enough,” he said with a snort.

Li Tong simply stopped caring. At worst, he’d get another beating. He could see that this person was measured in his actions and wasn’t trying to kill them.

Chang Yuncheng paid no attention and ate comfortably.

“You were surprised to receive the letter, weren’t you?” Fan Yilin continued.

“Surprised my ass!” Chang Yuncheng said.

Fan Yilin spat.

“I say Lady Qi writing you a letter was already honoring you. If it were up to me, someone like you isn’t even worth scolding…” he said. “What a waste of paper…”

Chang Yuncheng’s chopsticks paused slightly. He tilted his head, feeling that he had just heard a few words he shouldn’t have heard, somewhat strange…

But this Fan Yilin always spoke incoherently…

“…You’re lucky. Lady Qi had just left when you arrived. Otherwise, what’s the point of writing a letter? It’s better to scold you face to face…” Fan Yilin continued.

Before he finished speaking, there was a “thud.” Chang Yuncheng had stood up. Because he stood too suddenly, the table in front of him was almost overturned, and the bowls and chopsticks made collision sounds.

Here we go again!

Fan Yilin covered his head, and Li Tong covered his face and turned aside.

But no big fist came down.

“What did you say?” Chang Yuncheng asked in a trembling voice.

“I’m not afraid of you!” Fan Yilin shouted, though his hands were still protecting his head.

Chang Yuncheng grabbed him and lifted him up.

“She, she came to the capital?” he asked in a trembling voice.

Only then did Fan Yilin realize what he was asking.

“Why are you playing dumb? Didn’t she tell you in her letter?” he asked, staring. “Oh, maybe Lady Qi didn’t tell you. Just scolding you would be enough to never finish…”

Chang Yuncheng felt his hands trembling.

She really came?

“She, she came by herself? Or…” he asked, looking at Fan Yilin and suddenly thinking of Fan Yilin’s identity.

The Wang family…

Fan Yilin knew so much detail, could it be… could it be… a relative visiting…

A relative!

Chang Yuncheng involuntarily tightened his grip.

Fan Yilin let out a howl.

This frightened the courtesans in the corner, who also screamed. The room suddenly became chaotic again.

The staff downstairs heard this and were delighted.

“Quick, go prepare another top-grade banquet,” he said to his people with a beaming smile.

Unfortunately, no one ordered another banquet. Instead, someone rushed downstairs in a hurry, taking three steps as two, and left before anyone could even see his figure clearly.

This was trying to skip out on the bill!

The staff member had a flash of inspiration.

“Quick, block him,” he shouted, personally leading people to rush up.

Sure enough, another man was pulling at the door to leave, but was grabbed by the person behind him.

“I say, Little Li, what do you mean? You’re not going to make me pay for this Tianxiang Tower’s top-grade banquet alone, are you? Weren’t you treating today?” Fan Yilin shouted.

“Young master, there’s still the ladies’ powder money!” a courtesan hurriedly reminded.

“What powder money? I didn’t do anything! You all watched me eat – you should be paying me!” Fan Yilin shouted back.

This remark caused trouble. The courtesans immediately exploded.

“Third Master, someone’s eating at the flower house and not paying!”

With this shout, several burly men emerged from downstairs, surrounding them with fierce expressions.

Fan Yilin and Li Tong shuddered with fright.

“Brother Fan, this, this… I’ll treat you another day. I’m a concubine’s son at home and unmarried. You know I don’t have money…” Li Tong said hurriedly, lifting his foot to run.

“Damn it, you can’t do this!” Fan Yilin shouted, grabbing him and not letting go. “Don’t you have any loyalty? I don’t have money either!”

“You have more money than me. When I get my salary, I’ll treat you,” Li Tong said. Fan Yilin’s strength was greater and he couldn’t break free, but he had a sudden inspiration and pressed Fan Yilin’s shoulder.

Fan Yilin’s shoulder had been injured by Chang Yuncheng’s men. When pressed, he immediately howled, and his hand naturally loosened.

Li Tong took the opportunity to break free.

Looking at the staff members blocking the stairway in formation, Li Tong smiled awkwardly.

“I’ll settle the bill in the back,” he said, covering his face with his hand.

The staff made way, and he fled like smoke, ignoring Fan Yilin’s pig-like screaming behind him.

“…I was blind in choosing friends! You heartless, ungrateful friends!”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t care about Fan Yilin’s misfortune at being trapped in Tianxiang Tower. He ran all the way to the prefect’s residence where he was staying. His guards didn’t know what had happened and followed him in his mad dash. All along the way, the streets were thrown into chaos with chickens flying and dogs jumping, people and horses tumbling, almost alerting the Five Districts Military Commissioner who thought there was a rebel disturbance.

“Where’s the letter?” Chang Yuncheng shouted as he rushed into the courtyard.

His personal guards were somewhat confused by his shouting.

“Fan Yilin’s letter!” Chang Yuncheng shouted again.

One guard came to his senses.

“Oh, Prince, I haven’t had time to burn it yet. I’ll go burn it now…” he said hurriedly.

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng kicked him.

“Burn what? Go get it for me quickly!” he shouted urgently.

After a chaotic scramble that nearly scattered their luggage throughout the room, they finally found the letter.

Chang Yuncheng took it and found his hands were shaking badly. He couldn’t tear it open properly after several attempts, which surprised the guards watching him.

With great difficulty, he tore it open, and sure enough, another letter fell out from the folded paper.

Chang Yuncheng caught it, threw away Fan Yilin’s letter, and held this one with both hands.

The envelope was very simple, with somewhat sloppy, crooked writing: “Chang Yuncheng.”

This was handwriting he was all too familiar with…

Chapter 324: Shocking Discovery
Gansu Town was one of the nine frontier garrisons of Great Xia. Though it couldn’t compare to Jizhou, Xuan, Da, or Shanxi, due to its unique geographical position linking all the other garrisons, it could be considered doubly important.

The result of this double importance was that the economy was also quite prosperous, especially in recent years when the Eastern Tartars’ cavalry had suffered heavy losses and rarely caused disturbances.

The season had already entered November. Compared to the south, which wasn’t yet too cold, people here had already donned thick cotton robes.

Everything in sight was grayish-brown, just like the passing crowds, displaying the unique roughness characteristic of the northwest.

Qi Yue and her companions curiously observed the pedestrians, while the pedestrians also curiously observed them.

The city gates here were as strictly guarded as they had encountered all along their journey.

Suddenly, a troop of horses charged out from the city, and pedestrians scattered to make way.

Qi Yue and her group naturally moved aside as well, watching this group of soldiers in gleaming armor pass by.

“The guards have been going in and out particularly frequently lately.”

“Yes, are we going to war?”

The pedestrians by the roadside discussed among themselves.

A pedestrian who was obviously better dressed spoke up.

“No,” he said decisively.

Everyone looked at him.

“Why not? Every winter there’s usually fighting,” someone questioned.

“Haven’t you noticed the city has been different lately?” the man said.

Some people nodded, others shook their heads.

“Recently the city has been freshly painted, soldiers are constantly being sent to sweep and clean, I heard they’re also buying some young, capable women as servants, and guards are making rounds three times a day for inspections…” the man said, looking at everyone with a meaningful expression. “This means an important personage is coming.”

Everyone suddenly understood.

“Think about it – if we were really going to war, what important personage would come here?” the man said.

Everyone nodded in agreement.

“What kind of personage could make these soldiers fuss about like this?” someone asked curiously.

“Who knows,” the man said, waving his hand. “Go ask at the garrison.”

Go to the garrison to ask who was coming? That would be asking for a beating!

Everyone made dismissive sounds, expressing their disdain, and dispersed.

Qi Yue hadn’t heard this idle chatter. Her carriage continued toward the city gate after the soldiers passed.

Seeing their large convoy, the guards obviously heightened their vigilance.

“Escort agency from the capital?” the guards asked.

“Yes,” the escort masters replied.

The guards looked over, their eyes falling on Qi Yue sitting outside the carriage.

“What’s your business?” they asked.

Hu San hurriedly led his horse over.

“We are physicians,” he said.

Physicians?

Physicians and their families, the guards thought, nodding and no longer looking at the women in the carriage. They dispersed to conduct inspections, then waved them through.

The carriage had just started moving when a voice came from inside the gate tunnel.

“Physicians?” a male voice said. “Perfect timing.”

Then a tall man walked out.

“Come, come, I was just looking for a physician. Come with me to look at my brother’s arm,” he said loudly, his gaze falling on Hu San.

Hu San couldn’t help but want to roll his eyes at this man.

What attitude! Did he know who he was? The chief disciple of the wife of the biggest boss here…

His expression showed reluctance, which the man naturally noticed.

“What kind of quack physician is this? Are you spies trying to sneak in?” the man said, about to draw his sword with a clang, shouting loudly.

The escort masters hurriedly stepped forward, their expressions tense.

They weren’t afraid of fighting bandits and thieves on the road, but if they fought with these soldiers, it could be fatal…

A’Ru and A’Hao also became nervous.

Xiao Qu and the four guards also assumed sword-drawing postures.

“How dare you!” they shouted in unison.

Seeing that not only were these people unafraid, but their attitude was aggressive, the man’s expression became even more serious.

The surrounding guards also gathered around. The area in front of the city gate suddenly became tense, and passersby scattered, not daring to approach.

“Put them down, put them down,” Qi Yue said, jumping down from the carriage while looking at the soldier and walking over. “Officer, it’s like this – we have some urgent business, so we’re in a hurry. How about this: first let my people go find my relatives to send word. I’ll go take a look at your brother’s illness.”

The man stared at her.

This woman was wrapped in a large cloak, which couldn’t hide her graceful figure. Her face was covered with a veil, but one could still see she was beautiful.

Relatives?

“Relatives with whom?” he blurted out.

“Why do you talk so much?” Xiao Qu frowned and shouted. “Is it your place to ask…”

The atmosphere that had just relaxed suddenly became tense again.

“Alright, alright, Xiao Qu, go quickly. Give word first, ask where he is, but don’t say I’ve come yet,” Qi Yue said, walking closer to the man. “Come, where is your brother? Let me see what’s wrong with his arm.”

“You?” the man stared at her.

“Yes, I’m a physician,” Qi Yue said.

A woman?

The man couldn’t help but look at Hu San beside her.

“Master, I’ll go get the medicine box,” Hu San snorted, deliberately speaking loudly.

The woman was the physician? Not husband and wife, but master and disciple?

The man spat.

“Bad luck,” he said, waving his hand. “Go, go.”

“Hey,” Qi Yue called after him. “Why aren’t you having me look at it?”

“Look at your mother’s head,” the man cursed.

“Hey, why are you cursing?” Qi Yue frowned.

Cursing? If the person in front of him weren’t a woman but a man, he would have hit them too.

“Are you leaving or not? If not, we’ll lock you all up…” the man shouted.

Qi Yue shook her head and turned to wave her hand.

“Let’s go,” she said, supporting herself with one hand to sit back in the carriage.

Xiao Qu had already gone ahead with his men. Hu San wiped his nose, looked at the man resentfully, and led his horse forward.

This unexpected incident didn’t affect everyone’s mood, but they also had no heart to admire the bustle of the local market. Qi Yue sat in the carriage discussing with A’Ru and A’Hao how to surprise Chang Yuncheng, their faces beaming with smiles.

“…When he sees Xiao Qu, he’ll definitely ask how they came. Then Xiao Qu will answer as I told him – that things were exposed and they were driven away… Then he’ll follow Chang Yuncheng, learn his whereabouts, and tell us. Then I’ll go there in advance… Hey, do you think I should suddenly jump out to startle him, or should I pretend to be a passerby walking past him so he sees me but can’t believe it?” Qi Yue said, leaning against the carriage, crossing her legs and swaying leisurely.

A’Ru reached out to pat her crossed leg.

“Sit properly, sit properly,” she scolded.

Meanwhile, A’Hao giggled and imitated her, shaking Qi Yue’s arm.

“Mistress, teach me how to whistle…” she said.

A’Ru had to turn around to scold her again.

Qi Yue tapped the carriage, quite dissatisfied that her words were being ignored by the two.

“I’m talking about serious business. Can you give me some opinions? Be serious,” she said.

A’Ru reached out to remove the face veil from her face.

“For serious business, be serious. Don’t do these things. It’s best to follow Xiao Qu obediently,” she said.

Qi Yue waved her hand.

“You really have no sense of romance. This is a big surprise!” she said with a laugh.

“What does ‘surp-rice’ mean?” A’Hao asked curiously.

“It means a big surprise!” Qi Yue raised her hands and shouted, her smile lighting up her entire face. “Do you want to jump out from the side and shout ‘surprise’ together?”

A’Hao clapped and said it sounded good, while A’Ru rolled her eyes.

Just as they were laughing and talking, Xiao Qu’s urgent voice came from outside the carriage.

“Mistress, mistress,” he called, reining in his horse.

Qi Yue hurriedly lifted the carriage curtain, looking around carefully.

“Hey, didn’t we agree you wouldn’t come see us first…” she said in a low voice, looking behind Xiao Qu with some anticipation for that person…

“Mistress, the Prince is no longer here,” Xiao Qu said urgently.

What?

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Not here?” she asked blankly.

Hearing this, A’Ru and A’Hao also squeezed over in surprise, all looking at Xiao Qu.

“Yes, the Prince was reassigned two months ago, transferred from here all the way to the garrisons toward Xuanda,” Xiao Qu said hurriedly.

Qi Yue stared at him.

Damn it, this really was a big surprise!

“You can jump out and raise your hands to shout ‘surprise’ now,” she said, turning to A’Ru and A’Hao.

The night here was darker than in the capital. Six lamps were lit in the private room, illuminating the crowd eating around three tables.

A’Ru, A’Hao, Xiao Qu and the others couldn’t eat anymore, but Qi Yue was still eating here. Of course, Hu San wasn’t idle either.

“Are you all finished eating?” Hu San asked everyone, stopping with food still in his mouth.

A’Ru kicked him under the table.

“You can still eat?” she whispered harshly.

“Why can’t I eat?” Qi Yue said, cheerfully tearing off a piece of mutton and holding it up to the escort masters at the other table. “Try this roasted mutton – it’s really authentic!”

The escort masters all smiled and thanked her.

“Lady Qi, are you really not going back with us?” the lead escort master hesitated for a moment before walking over to ask.

“I’m not going back. I finally made it here – how could I go back?” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

“But the person you’re looking for isn’t here?” the escort master frowned with concern. “The local customs here are rough, and it’s near the border. It’s really too dangerous for you three women to stay here.”

Having traveled together for so long, they had developed great fondness for this cheerful and generous woman. At first, taking this escort job, they thought this delicate little lady would cause them trouble on the journey. They hadn’t expected this delicate little lady to have exceptional adaptability – not only did she not cause trouble, she could always say or do interesting things that made the boring journey very enjoyable.

Leaving her behind, they really couldn’t feel at ease.

“Hey, hey, am I not a person?” Hu San interrupted, dissatisfied at being ignored.

Qi Yue laughed.

“It’s fine. Xiao Qu also asked – the person I’m looking for will be back in a while. We’ll wait here,” she said.

Since that was the case, the escort masters stopped trying to persuade her.

“Come, come, drink this farewell cup to thank you for your hard work and wish you a smooth journey!” Qi Yue raised her wine cup.

The escort masters all smiled and raised their cups.

“For such an occasion, and being in Mobei, shouldn’t we use big bowls for drinking? Small wine cups are so shabby,” Qi Yue said again.

A’Ru reached out.

“Don’t use the wine cup either – I’ll get you some tea,” she said.

Qi Yue quickly laughed dryly.

“The sentiment, the sentiment – having the sentiment is enough,” she said, quickly drinking it all, afraid it would be taken away.

The escort masters laughed heartily and also drained their cups.

Deep into the night, A’Hao helped Qi Yue dry her hair while A’Ru made the bed.

“Are we really staying here?” A’Ru asked. “Why don’t we reveal our identity and go stay at the Prince’s place?”

Qi Yue didn’t put on her shoes, running a few steps on tiptoe to jump onto the bed.

“What identity would we use to stay there?” she asked, flopping onto the bed and stretching out comfortably with a big smile.

Indeed, what was their relationship now? They had no relationship at all…

“…A’Ru, remember to go with Hu San to find a house. Let’s rent one…” Qi Yue said again, hugging the quilt and rolling to the inside of the bed with her eyes closed.

A’Ru acknowledged, extinguished the lamp on this side, and closed the door.

Everything around became quiet.

In the darkness, Qi Yue opened her eyes and punched the quilt.

Didn’t that brat see even one letter?

How infuriating!

What terrible timing!

Damn the backward communications of this old society!

Chapter 325: Without a Trace
After dark clouds had hung overhead for half a day, snowflakes began falling from the sky.

The Gansu garrison commander, wearing a thick leather coat, hurried into the official hall where four or five military officers were already waiting to greet him.

“It’s getting colder and colder,” he sighed.

A young maid ran over from the side to hand him a hand warmer.

“Sir, how was it? Any news from other places?” Everyone couldn’t be bothered to join him in lamenting the weather and asked one after another.

The commander shook his head and sat down.

“This is really strange,” he said, frowning. “No news anywhere.”

Everyone immediately sighed and looked worried.

“Is the Prince’s message reliable?” the commander asked again. “When exactly did his wife set out? How is it that there’s still no sign of anyone at this time?”

Everyone calculated the time.

“Oh dear, sir, the roads haven’t been safe lately. Could it be that…” someone couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

This immediately drew a chorus of disapproval.

“What are you saying!”

“The Prince’s wife travels with many guards, and officials escort her wherever she goes. What blind fool would dare cause trouble!”

Everyone scolded this crow’s mouth.

That was true – the crow’s mouth nodded repeatedly.

“Where exactly is she coming from, when is she coming, is she coming here or has she gone somewhere else,” the commander pondered for a moment.

Chang Yuncheng was the deputy garrison commander here, a Military Strategy General, but given his family background, military achievements, and the Emperor’s favor, everyone naturally wouldn’t treat him merely as a Military Strategy General.

It was estimated that in about half a year, Chang Yuncheng wouldn’t be here anymore – he’d be commanding a garrison at some major town.

This time he had gone to visit several places. Who knew if he’d still come here for New Year this year? If he settled elsewhere, his wife would naturally follow.

“The letter only said the Prince’s wife was coming, nothing else,” someone answered.

Everyone frowned again.

“Um, didn’t they say the Prince got divorced?” someone asked quietly. “How is there a young mistress again?”

Everyone exchanged glances.

“The divorce was long ago – can’t he remarry?” the commander coughed and waved his hand. “Don’t talk about such irrelevant things. The Prince surely wouldn’t get his own wife wrong – whatever he says she is, that’s what she is.”

That was true, everyone nodded.

“It’s better to be prepared than unprepared, whether she’s coming here or settling somewhere else,” the commander said. “Keep sending men out to search, expand the range. Since the Prince is from Yongqing Prefecture, send people in that direction to meet her. Also prepare housing and such, clean it thoroughly, and arrange it to be… elegant,” the commander gestured as he spoke, these rough men couldn’t find the right words. “Make it luxurious. Women from the south are different from ours here – they’re very refined… And carefully select the servants too…”

Everyone acknowledged and went off to their tasks.

Troops of soldiers galloped through the streets, and pedestrians scattered to make way.

A’Hao waved her hand to disperse the nonexistent dust, expressing her dissatisfaction.

“Who knows what they’re so busy running around for all day!” she said.

“Of course they’re busy if they’re running around – who would want to be idle if they could rest?” Qi Yue laughed, pulling her cloak tighter and looking up at the sky. The scattered snowflakes had turned into a heavy snowfall, landing on her nose tip and instantly melting into water drops.

They had been here for three days now. Hu San had finally found a suitable house and wanted her to look at it today. If she was satisfied, they could pay a deposit and rent it.

“Today is already November 23rd. Xiao Qu said counting the journey, the Prince will be back in at most half a month, which would be the twelfth month. Mistress, are we going to spend New Year here?” A’Hao counted on her fingers as she walked.

Qi Yue walked leisurely down the street. Her large hood covered her face, reducing attention from passersby, but even this most low-key cloak still drew many stares.

Outsiders were still outsiders – you could tell at a glance.

“Of course,” she said. “If the Prince doesn’t go home, naturally we won’t go home either. It’s rare that I’m now single and free, not having to serve in-laws or manage household affairs. I have money and leisure – let’s play to our heart’s content.”

A’Hao loved the mention of playing and nodded eagerly.

Just as they were talking and laughing, a man charged toward them from the front, walking fast and forcefully without watching where he was going, crashing right into them.

Qi Yue and A’Hao couldn’t dodge in time and were knocked off balance.

“Hey, you…” A’Hao quickly supported Qi Yue and turned to shout.

Before she finished speaking, the man roared angrily.

“You stop right there!”

A’Hao was so frightened she couldn’t finish her words.

He knocked into people and still acted fierce? Qi Yue also turned to look.

The man reached out and grabbed a tall, thin man.

“Qiao Minghua! Do you have no humanity!” he shouted.

The grabbed man turned around.

Qi Yue saw he was about thirty-two or thirty-three years old, with ordinary features. Whether due to the local color scheme or something else, his complexion looked ashen. Now being grabbed by this man, his expression remained blank.

“…My brother is dying, and you still have the mood to go out shopping and eating!” the man continued shouting.

The grabbed man remained expressionless.

“It’s not me who’s dying, so why can’t I shop and eat?” he said blandly.

The man trembled with anger, raising his big fist. The surrounding people couldn’t help but duck their heads, but his fist didn’t fall.

“Qiao Minghua! You’re a military doctor! A military doctor! Are you just going to watch my brother die?” he shouted hoarsely. “Are you worthy of your salary?”

The man called Qiao Minghua smiled slightly.

“I told you to amputate the leg, but you wouldn’t listen. I’m not sending him to his death – you’re sending him to his death,” he said.

“Amputate the leg! He’s a soldier! If you amputate his leg, he becomes useless! He’d rather die!” the man shouted.

Qiao Minghua brushed off the hand grabbing his arm.

“So it’s death either way – what are you so anxious about?” he said.

With that, he turned and continued walking.

“Qiao Minghua!” the man shouted angrily behind him, his body trembling but helpless.

He was a soldier – there was nothing to be done. Soldiers naturally got injured easily. These sporadic encounters with the Eastern Tartars were still manageable, but when there was large-scale fighting, that was truly tragic. The people here were used to it. Everyone just cast sympathetic glances, shook their heads, sighed, and dispersed.

The snow was falling heavier and heavier. People on the street quickened their pace. The man seemed oblivious, standing still in place, letting snowflakes cover his body.

“This big brother.”

A voice spoke behind him.

The man stood woodenly without moving.

“I’m also a doctor – do you remember me?” the female voice continued.

Only then did the man slowly turn around to see a woman standing before him, wrapped in a cream-white fur cloak with gold trim. She was slightly raising her large hood with her hand, revealing eyes bright as moonlight on a cold river.

That day Qi Yue had been wearing a face veil – how could the man recognize her?

“Three days ago at the city gate, we met. You said you were looking for a doctor, but when you saw I was a woman, you refused,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The man remembered and looked at her, showing some recognition. But his recognition was that no wonder this woman had been acting strangely with her face covered that day – with such looks, she certainly needed to avoid attention.

He lowered his head, ignored her, and started walking.

“Big brother, since you can’t get anyone else to treat your brother, why not let me try? It’s not giving me a chance – it’s giving your brother a chance,” Qi Yue said. “You won’t lose anything. If I can’t cure him, I won’t charge.”

The man stopped and looked at Qi Yue again.

This beautiful woman was a doctor?

He remembered that day, the man he had mistaken for a doctor had called this woman… master…

When A’Ru heard the news and came with the medicine box and Xiao Qu, Qi Yue was already standing in front of this family’s alley.

The house was low and old. In this deep winter, there were actually children in thin clothes running from the alley entrance, hiding behind broken doors and shivering as they watched her.

“Come in, this way,” the man said, pushing open a door.

Qi Yue stepped forward, followed by A’Ru and Xiao Qu.

The courtyard was also shabby. They went straight into the room.

Inside, an old woman was keeping watch by the bed and crying. Hearing the commotion, she turned around.

“Dachun, did you find a doctor?” she asked in a trembling voice.

The man called Dachun hesitated, glanced at Qi Yue, and lowered his head with a grunt.

The old woman was overjoyed. Her gaze fell on Qi Yue and the others. Though she didn’t know what these two women were doing here, she still respectfully bowed to Xiao Qu.

“Doctor, doctor, please save my child,” the old woman cried.

Xiao Qu looked embarrassed.

“I’m not a doctor, I’m not a doctor,” he quickly waved his hands.

The old woman was stunned.

Not a doctor? She quickly looked at Dachun, who was looking at the woman.

The old woman also looked over and saw the woman had already positioned herself beside her grandson’s bed.

“Where does it hurt?” Qi Yue asked, putting on gloves.

“The leg… the leg is rotting, and he’s not doing well either…” Dachun said.

Qi Yue could already see the soldier on the bed. This wasn’t really a soldier – he was just a half-grown boy.

She bent down to examine him.

The old woman was stunned.

“This, this woman is a doctor?” she stammered.

Dachun grunted affirmatively.

“How can a woman be a doctor?” the old woman shouted, looking at Qi Yue in amazement.

“Women can be doctors too,” Qi Yue turned to smile at her.

This woman’s smile was beautiful, and most importantly, she showed no disgust.

Regardless of whether she could cure him, the old woman immediately felt anxious.

The room was quiet for a moment, with only Qi Yue and A’Ru’s medical discussion that no one else could understand.

“How is it?” Dachun asked in a trembling voice.

“No problem. It’s an infection caused by an old blood clot in the left lower leg,” Qi Yue said, opening her medicine box and scanning the tools inside. “A debridement and a penicillin injection, and it’ll be fine.”

No problem? What did no problem mean?

Both Dachun and the old woman were stunned.

“No need to amputate the leg?” Dachun asked in a trembling voice.

Qi Yue looked down at the wound.

“It’s quite serious, but with penicillin available, debridement should be enough,” she said, looking around. “Come, step back a bit. I’m going to perform a small operation on him.”

What was an operation?

Though full of questions, seeing this woman’s confident demeanor, Dachun helped the old woman step back obediently.

A’Ru began administering anesthesia, elevating the left hip, and laying out surgical drapes.

These simplest surgical instruments were all prepared with the medicine box, enough for two or three procedures.

Seeing the knife cut into the leg, the old woman couldn’t help but cry out.

“This is surgery – medical treatment. Please don’t disturb the doctor,” Xiao Qu, as a pseudo-assistant at Qianjin Hall, did his job of explaining.

Dachun was a soldier and wasn’t as sensitive to blood and flesh. Seeing the woman’s skilled movements and focused expression, he nodded and comforted the old woman.

The old woman at this border location was indeed mentally stronger than people from peaceful inland areas. She soon stopped questioning, and the scene became quiet.

Cutting open the blood clot, clearing the fluid and necrotic tissue, washing the cavity, stopping bleeding, drainage, and suturing – the half-hour operation was complete.

A’Ru injected a dose of penicillin.

“Alright, wipe his forehead and such. The fever should break by this afternoon. Find a doctor to prescribe some medicine, and he’ll be fine after resting for a couple of days,” Qi Yue said, removing her gloves.

What? He’d be fine?

The old woman and Dachun looked at her in disbelief. They hadn’t paid attention to the other words – their ears were full of those three words.

“When he’s better, pay me my fee then,” Qi Yue smiled at them. “I live at…”

She realized she didn’t know where she lived and quickly looked at A’Ru.

“West City, Dry Well Alley, third house from the east,” A’Ru quickly said.

The courtyard gate closed. The old woman and Dachun stared blankly at the street gate for a moment, then looked back at the bed in the room.

Hadn’t they been told to prepare for his funeral by this afternoon?

Would he really be better by this afternoon?

What had just happened?

Were they dreaming?

They looked toward the courtyard again. Snow was falling rapidly, quickly covering the footprints, as if no one had ever been there.

Author’s Note: Writing is such happiness!!! After going on a trip, I’ve come to realize this truth!!!

Chapter 326: By Invitation
The house that Hu San rented was a two-courtyard siheyuan with a brick-and-tile gate tower.

“The mud walls have some peeling. Should we repair them?” Hu San asked.

Xiao Qu led the other three to help A’Ru and A’Hao organize and arrange their luggage, while Qi Yue, acting as the hands-off boss, followed the head steward Hu San to inspect the residence.

“If we’re not staying long, we can move when Lord returns…” Hu San said.

Before finishing his sentence, he was glared at by Qi Yue.

“I’m not going to his place. It’s not like I have nowhere to live. I came to visit relatives, not to seek refuge,” she said.

Hu San just chuckled.

“That’s right, let him be the son-in-law who comes to the bride’s house,” he laughed.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Then I’ll find someone tomorrow to do repairs, waiting for the new son-in-law to come to the door,” Hu San laughed.

Joking with Qi Yue was a delightful thing—no need to worry about getting his face scratched up.

“Go ahead, go ahead. We’ll be spending New Year here, so fix it up properly,” Qi Yue laughed.

Proper repairs wouldn’t be finished in just a day or two, so Qi Yue temporarily went back to staying at the inn until the third day, when she officially moved in.

The snow had been cleared away, and the newly renovated courtyard was hung with red lanterns. The aroma of food wafted from the kitchen, giving the small courtyard the atmosphere of a home.

Qi Yue stood at the door watching Hu San and Xiao Qu and others hang the lanterns.

“Xiao Qu, is there any news from Chang Yuncheng?” she asked.

“There is. He’s said to be rushing back from the capital,” Xiao Qu replied.

That would take more than twenty days.

Qi Yue calculated the time.

“When you inquired, you weren’t discovered, were you?” she asked again.

Xiao Qu nodded with a smile.

“It was quite fortunate. The group of people I knew all transferred with Lord, and the ones left behind—I know them, but they don’t know me,” he said.

At this point, he paused.

“However, it seems there’s something going on recently. Everyone’s been very busy,” Xiao Qu said. “It seems like they’re receiving someone important. The higher-ups are keeping things very tight-lipped, and they don’t know either.”

Qi Yue nodded, paying it no mind.

While they were talking, knocking came from outside the door.

“Is there a physician here? Does a physician live here?”

Along with a man’s booming voice.

Since they hadn’t come here prepared to practice medicine, the only ones who would know they were physicians were…

Qi Yue raised her chin, and Hu San ran to open the door.

A man rushed in and, upon seeing Qi Yue standing under the eaves, immediately fell to his knees and kowtowed.

“Thank you, physician, for your life-saving grace! Thank you, physician, for your life-saving grace!” he shouted with a trembling voice.

Qi Yue quickly had someone help him up.

This man was strong, and Hu San couldn’t support him, nearly getting pulled down himself.

It was Xiao Qu and the others who stepped forward to restrain and support him.

Experts could tell at a glance—the burly man naturally sensed that Xiao Qu and the others had martial skills. Slightly surprised, he obediently stood up.

“So your brother is well now?” Qi Yue asked.

The man called Dachun nodded, his expression excited.

“Yes, yes! He woke up that very night and even ate something. Now he can get up and walk around, and he’s even gone to the barracks,” he said.

Thinking of how those people in the barracks had their jaws drop when they saw Daniu, he couldn’t help but want to laugh heartily.

“Be careful not to let the wound get wet, and eat well to recuperate,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Also, find another physician to prescribe some medicine to take or apply.”

“You are the physician! Why would we need to find another physician?” Dachun said urgently.

Qi Yue smiled without speaking.

Then Dachun remembered something and took out a money pouch.

“I don’t know if this consultation fee is enough?” he said somewhat anxiously.

Bringing someone back from the dead—such life-saving treatment must be very, very expensive.

Daniu’s family had no money, so this was what he had borrowed from several families to scrape together.

However, while this was a lot for him, for this woman…

His gaze fell on the vermillion hairpin in the woman’s hair. Even the garrison commander’s wife probably hadn’t worn such fine jewelry.

Of course, as a low-ranking soldier, he had only glimpsed the garrison commander’s wife from afar once.

Qi Yue reached out to take it, weighed it, and poured out half of the contents.

“This is enough,” she said, handing the remaining pouch back.

Dachun was overjoyed and quickly took it.

Hu San on the side curled his lips—this man was really honest…

After giving the money, Dachun seemed to want to say something but hesitated.

“If you have something to say, speak up. Be straightforward like a man,” Qi Yue laughed.

“It’s like this…” Dachun rubbed his hands, somewhat anxious. “I have a few other brothers. I wonder if I could ask the lady to take a look at them too?”

“Sure, I’m a physician. Since there are patients, naturally I should go see them,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Dachun felt as if a heavy burden had been lifted from his shoulders. He breathed a sigh of relief, overjoyed, but then thought of something else.

“Well, they’re all poor soldiers. Please don’t be disgusted, my lady…” he mumbled.

Firstly, they didn’t have much money, and secondly, the places they lived were shabby.

“Enough, don’t be so polite. I’m a physician. When do people look for physicians? When they’re sick, when they’re not well, when they’re at their worst. Who would look for us when they’re fine, clean, and presentable? If I were disgusted by patients, I shouldn’t be a physician,” Qi Yue laughed. “Go, leave an address with my disciple, set an appointment, and I’ll make a trip over.”

Dachun was overjoyed, repeatedly thanking Qi Yue, then nodding and bowing to Hu San, no longer showing the prestige he had at the city gate.

After telling Hu San the address, Dachun didn’t even dare set a time, only saying it would be whenever the lady found convenient, then hurriedly took his leave.

Stepping on the thick snow, Dachun ran all the way to a military camp, walking straight to the lowest barracks in the innermost part, where four or five men in old military robes were already stretching their necks to look out.

“Dachun’s back!” they called out happily.

Seven or eight men in similar attire ran out of the building.

“How did it go?” they surrounded Dachun, shouting in confusion.

“She agreed! She agreed!” Dachun shouted happily.

These men were immediately overjoyed and rushed into the building. In the dim interior was a row of large kangs, with people lying on them and sitting on the floor, all groaning. Some had bandages on their arms, legs, or heads—clearly all wounded.

“When is she coming?” someone asked impatiently.

This was a man with a leg injury, his face full of hope.

Seeing Daniu, who had the same type of injury and had been given a death sentence but was now walking again, he grasped this like a last lifeline.

“It’s good enough that she’s willing to come. How could I be so presumptuous as to press her about when she’s coming?” Dachun said. “In any case, everyone can rest assured. This lady spoke very kindly. Everyone just wait patiently.”

While they were making a commotion, voices came from outside.

“Medicine distribution! Medicine distribution! Come get your own medicine!”

This voice carried its usual impatience, but the wounded soldiers didn’t rush out to grab medicine as usual.

“Screw you! I don’t want your useless medicine!” someone shouted loudly.

What?

Had these people gone crazy?

Two men in gray robes with their hands tucked in their sleeves exchanged surprised glances.

“Always bringing this useless medicine. We don’t want it anymore. We’ve hired a good physician ourselves. You people from the medical camp can get lost,” Dachun shouted, walking out of the building and glaring at the two men.

The two men also glared at him, then saw others being helped out or walking with crutches.

Indeed, no one came forward.

“Fine, don’t take it!” the two gray-robed men came to their senses and sneered. “We can’t be bothered serving you anyway.”

They waved their hands, and two young soldiers beside them lifted a large carrying pole with seven or eight small wooden buckets arranged on it, from which wafted medicinal aromas.

“Let’s go,” they said, turning to leave.

At first, the people from the medical camp didn’t take it seriously. Most of these wounded soldiers would be left disabled—it was normal for them to have personality changes after going from healthy people to useless invalids. But when this continued for several times, everyone realized these wounded soldiers were serious.

“They say they’ve hired a female physician…”

“Right, because women aren’t allowed in the barracks, Dachun even had a fight with the guards.”

“Where did they get a woman from? To treat illnesses?”

“Yes, they’re confident because Daniu was cured.”

“Which Daniu?”

“The one who was shot in the leg by a barbed arrow during an ambush by bandits, refused amputation, and later developed sepsis that was supposed to kill him.”

“What? That one? How could he have been cured?”

“But he really was cured. Otherwise, why would those people be so confident and worship that woman?”

“If that’s the case, then that woman really has some skill.”

In the room filled with medicinal aromas, there was much discussion. Four or five people had gathered together and been talking excitedly for half the day, but only one man sat alone in the corner, grinding herbs in his hands, his expression wooden as if he couldn’t hear or see the commotion.

“Physician Qiao, what do you think?”

He couldn’t see others, but others could see him, so someone asked.

Qiao Minghua kept his head down cutting medicine, a cold smile appearing at the corner of his mouth.

“Think what? What’s there to think about?” he said woodenly.

Everyone knew his strange temperament and exchanged glances.

“Alright, alright. If they don’t want the medicine, they don’t want it. We still need to prepare it—they’re not the only ones who need medicine,” someone called out, and everyone finally dispersed to go about their business.

At this time, in the wounded soldiers’ quarters, Qi Yue was also busy.

The wounded here all had typical external wound infections—injuries caused by cold weapons in the era of blades and swords. Because they hadn’t received timely wound cleaning and infection prevention, wounds that shouldn’t have been fatal or disabling had developed into incurable conditions. Fortunately, Qi Yue carried some penicillin with her, which became a miraculous life-saving technique.

“I’m temporarily out of anesthetic. How about you wait until tomorrow for me to perform surgery?” she asked the wounded soldier lying before her.

Tomorrow? After waiting so long, he had finally seen hope. This wounded soldier didn’t want to wait even a moment longer.

“I’m not afraid of pain. When half my leg was cut off, I wasn’t afraid of pain,” he said urgently.

“But wound cleaning will hurt even more than that,” Qi Yue said.

Before her words finished, commotion came from outside.

“What’s going on? What’s going on? I heard you actually let a woman into the barracks! Are you all tired of living?”

A clear male voice shouted, accompanied by others’ agreement.

“I understand you’re suffering from your injuries, but you can’t act recklessly…” the voice continued, accompanied by footsteps approaching this building.

“Officer Jiang, we’re not acting recklessly. The people from the medical camp can’t cure us. We’re just seeking a way to live.”

“What way to live! A woman is going to give you a way to live? What a joke!”

“Sir, sir, we’re really not joking. This lady is a divine physician!”

“Get lost! What divine physician! Let me see how divine this physician is…”

At this point, the door was kicked open with a bang. A tall, thin man swaggered in, followed by four or five men with swords and arrows at their sides, as if they had just come down from a battlefield or just returned from eating, drinking, and making merry.

The moment the door opened, Qi Yue stood up and turned around.

All the men who rushed in felt their eyes brighten.

“Wow, she really is a beauty! And so young!”

“Come on, I won, pay up, pay up…”

The men immediately started laughing and joking, but the man who had led them in was struck as if by lightning and froze instantly.

This couldn’t be real, could it?

Was he dreaming?

Who was he seeing?

Author’s Note: How many more chapters do I have left to finish? How many more chapters?

Chapter 327: Living Advertisement
Everyone was still laughing and making noise when someone noticed the man’s stunned expression.

“I say, Jiang Hai, it’s not that serious, is it? You haven’t seen a woman for just a month, and you’re already losing your soul?” Several people laughed and teased.

Someone even pushed Jiang Hai.

“Hey, little lady, look here—this is our local handsome man. All the women in the city from eighty down to eight years old like him. Take a look, you’ve never seen such a handsome man, have you?” One of them laughingly reached out to pinch Jiang Hai’s mouth, making him show a grinning smile.

These rough men’s words became increasingly improper. It would have been one thing if they were dealing with official courtesans or those flirtatious merchant daughters in the city, but now they were facing Lady Qi. A’Hao and the wounded soldiers all became agitated.

“Hey, watch your mouths!” A’Hao shouted, standing in front of Qi Yue.

The wounded soldiers also limped forward, wanting to push and shove with them in protest.

But how could they be a match for these men? While they were making a commotion, Jiang Hai suddenly pushed away the person in front of him and rushed toward Qi Yue.

Qi Yue was also slightly startled and stepped back.

The man didn’t make any excessive moves.

“Lady Qi!” Jiang Hai looked at Qi Yue, so excited he was about to cry. “I’m not dreaming, am I?”

Eh? They know each other?

Qi Yue looked him over. This young man was about twenty years old, and although his complexion was somewhat dark from sun and wind, his eyes were bright and spirited. When he smiled, he showed white teeth. Those men’s flattery about this handsome man being loved by all ages might actually have some truth to it.

Qi Yue had a bit of face blindness and felt this person seemed somewhat familiar, but for the moment couldn’t remember where she had seen him.

“Well done, Jiang Hai! Let the little lady experience your passion!”

Seeing that Jiang Hai had actually rushed to Qi Yue’s side, both groups were stunned for a moment, then became excited and agitated.

Naturally, it was Jiang Hai’s people who were excited, shouting loudly. Some even whistled.

The wounded soldiers were the ones who became agitated—this was their hard-won life-saving bodhisattva, and she was about to be insulted like this!

Just as the room was about to descend into chaos, Qi Yue suddenly made an “oh” sound of realization and pointed at Jiang Hai.

“Oh, oh, you—Jiang Hai!” she called out, a smile appearing on her face. “It’s you!”

Jiang Hai looked aggrieved and disappointed.

“Lady Qi, you actually forgot about me…” he said with a wrinkled, crying face.

The news that a group of people had gone to the wounded soldiers’ quarters to watch the excitement quickly spread. The people from the medical camp had long been unable to stand it, and although they were dissatisfied due to their status, they had no way to speak out. Now it was good—someone was making trouble for them.

Four or five people waited outside the barracks to watch the excitement. But when the excitement came, it wasn’t the kind they wanted.

“What did you say? Really a divine physician?”

“Saved Jiang Hai’s life?”

Hearing the news coming from inside, the medical camp’s soldiers were all stunned.

Such a coincidence? It was actually true?

At this time, in the wounded soldiers’ quarters, the previous tension and clamor had long disappeared. Only Jiang Hai’s shouting filled the entire courtyard.

“Do you know who this is?” Jiang Hai wished he could shout himself hoarse, his eyes bright with excitement as he shouted at the bewildered people around him. He reached out and tore open his clothes. “When I was injured and nearly died, it was Lady Qi who saved my life!”

The man’s naked upper body made A’Hao scream and quickly turn away. Qi Yue smiled slightly and also looked away.

The sutured scars on his naked body were somewhat frightening.

“Look, this is what Lady Qi treated, and she even gave me someone else’s blood to bring me back to life,” Jiang Hai said, looking toward the wounded soldiers. “You’re really lucky to have gotten Lady Qi to come!”

Everyone in the courtyard once again focused their gazes on Qi Yue, surprised and excited.

Those who were surprised were Jiang Hai’s companions. So this woman was the one Jiang Hai always talked about. They had thought his injury had made him delusional, but she really was as beautiful as a celestial fairy.

Those who were excited were the wounded soldiers. So this woman really was such a famous divine physician—then they were saved.

“Lady Qi, when did you arrive? Why didn’t you come find me?”

When it was nearly evening, Qi Yue walked out of the wounded soldiers’ quarters. Jiang Hai, who had been waiting, couldn’t help but chatter with questions. Without waiting for Qi Yue’s answer, he answered himself.

“…Oh, did you come with the Young Lord’s wife? Eh? Where did the Young Lord’s wife go? Everyone’s looking for her.”

The Young Lord’s wife?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment, and A’Hao also widened her eyes.

“My lady is…” she couldn’t help but call out.

Qi Yue pinched her in time.

A’Hao swallowed her words.

“I’m no longer with the Marquis Dingxi’s household,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Jiang Hai was stunned, quite surprised by this news.

“I opened a medical clinic, so now I’m just a physician,” Qi Yue continued.

Jiang Hai understood. It seemed Lady Qi was no longer a household slave of the Marquis Dingxi’s family.

“Running your own business now?” he said with bright eyes. “That’s even better.”

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“What’s this about the Young Lord’s wife coming?” she asked.

“The Young Lord’s people sent word back from the capital saying the Young Lord’s wife was coming and everyone should prepare to receive her. Look, a group of people have been making a fuss for several days without seeing even a shadow,” Jiang Hai shrugged. “If you ask me, she definitely hasn’t set out yet. Women are troublesome and delicate when traveling—they rest for a day after walking for half a day. By the time the Young Lord returns, she might not even have arrived.”

Hearing this, Qi Yue understood. Chang Yuncheng must have learned about her in the capital or seen her letter.

Young Lord’s wife—how dare he say such a thing! When he should be bold, he’s not bold enough!

Jiang Hai was still saying something, but Qi Yue wasn’t paying attention. She couldn’t help but smile with pursed lips.

“Lady Qi?” Jiang Hai called again.

Qi Yue came back to herself and looked at him.

“What?” she asked hurriedly, somewhat embarrassed.

“I asked why you suddenly came here,” Jiang Hai said, somewhat aggrieved.

Lady Qi not only didn’t recognize him at first sight, but also wasn’t enthusiastic when talking with him.

“I’m fine, just wandering around,” Qi Yue laughed.

Jiang Hai made an “oh” sound and didn’t mind. He didn’t care what Lady Qi came to do—the most important thing was that he finally saw her.

“Lady Qi, I asked the Young Lord to send you many things. Did you receive them?” he asked somewhat nervously, touching his head.

Things?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment.

“Ah? The Young Lord didn’t give them to you?” Jiang Hai asked disappointedly.

“Oh, I see. I left the Marquis Dingxi’s household very early and often travel. I suppose he hasn’t had time to give them to me yet,” Qi Yue quickly laughed.

Only then did Jiang Hai feel comforted and nodded.

“If I had known you opened a medical clinic, I would have had them sent there directly,” he grinned, while asking how long Qi Yue planned to stay here.

“I don’t know, depends on the situation,” Qi Yue laughed.

That meant it definitely wouldn’t be just a day or two. Jiang Hai was so happy he couldn’t stop grinning.

Walking all the way to the house Qi Yue rented, seeing Xiao Qu and the other four guards, Jiang Hai was startled again, and Xiao Qu and the others were also startled.

“Brother Jiang, you’re back?” Xiao Qu asked hurriedly.

“Xiao Qu, how did you come here too?” Jiang Hai also asked in surprise. “Did you come with the Young Lord’s wife?”

Xiao Qu couldn’t help but look at Qi Yue, who shook her head.

“No, we made mistakes, so we left the Marquis Dingxi’s household. Thanks to Lady Qi’s regard, we were hired at the medical clinic as laborers to earn a living,” he said, lowering his head with some shame.

His ability to improvise and lie without blushing or his heart racing was quite good. Qi Yue nodded and breathed a sigh of relief.

Jiang Hai made an “oh” sound. This kind of thing really didn’t know what to say.

“Don’t worry, the Young Lord has a quick temper, but it’ll be fine after a while. When the time comes, I’ll speak to the Young Lord again, and you’ll be able to come back,” he put his arm around Xiao Qu’s shoulder and said in a low voice.

Xiao Qu smiled and thanked him.

With Jiang Hai as a living advertisement, within just a few days, the news that a divine physician had come to Gansu Town spread everywhere. No one questioned Qi Yue’s identity because Jiang Hai talked about it wherever he went.

“This is the divine physician Lady Qi who saved my life,” he proudly showed off, following Qi Yue around all day long. If it weren’t for the inconvenience between men and women, and military orders wouldn’t allow it, he would have wanted to move into Qi Yue’s house.

The lanterns were already lit, and A’Hao pouted as she looked at Jiang Hai, who was still sitting in the room smiling like a blooming flower.

“This is the last plate of pastries. If Officer Jiang doesn’t mind, please try some. We’ve really eaten everything edible, and there’s no time to make more,” she said irritably as she set down the tray in her hands.

On the plate were cakes made from eggs and flour, shaped into various patterns with molds, looking both attractive and delicious.

Jiang Hai naturally wasn’t stupid either. He knew the little girl was giving him the hint to leave. How did time pass so quickly? He reluctantly stood up.

“I’ll take these back as a midnight snack,” he laughed, while pouring the pastries from the plate into his sleeves.

Qi Yue quickly had A’Hao pack them up, carefully wrapping them before handing them to Jiang Hai. Only then did Jiang Hai happily take his leave.

Early the next morning, someone knocked on the door.

“That boy’s here again!” A’Hao, who was combing Qi Yue’s hair, couldn’t help but stomp her foot. “How annoying!”

Qi Yue smiled at the mirror.

“Meeting an old friend in a foreign place naturally makes one very happy,” she laughed.

A’Ru stood at the door, watching Xiao Qu open it, her expression stunned for a moment.

“It’s not Jiang Hai,” she said to the two people in the room.

Looking at the plump woman who entered the room, Qi Yue looked down at the calling card again.

Gansu Town Garrison Commander’s Residence.

Had they figured out her identity and come to invite her?

“You’re the physician?” the plump woman asked while sizing up Qi Yue.

This vixen-like creature—where did she look like a physician?

The woman couldn’t help but curl her lips.

Qi Yue suddenly understood. They hadn’t recognized her identity—they had simply come to request a physician.

“Yes, what does your honorable household need?” she asked with a smile.

The plump woman spat.

“Oh my, why do you talk like that? Your family is the one who needs a physician,” she snorted.

Qi Yue frowned but didn’t speak.

“Hey, what’s your attitude? You know we’re physicians, and if you’re not requesting a physician, what are you doing at our door? Begging for food?” A’Hao immediately said, glaring angrily at the woman.

The plump woman snorted.

“The midnight snack that Officer Jiang brought back yesterday—was it made by your household?” she suddenly asked.

Jiang Hai?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment. Last night’s cake?

“Yes,” she nodded.

Had it made someone sick?

“Your household’s cook—our garrison commander’s wife wants to buy her. Name your price,” the plump woman said lazily, looking down at her fingernails.

Buy a cook?

Qi Yue and the others were all stunned.

Chapter 328: Thoughtful
What was buying a cook for?

At this moment, the garrison commander was also asking his wife this question.

“Were those few pastries I casually brought back last night really that good?” he laughed. “To make you so eager to go buy their cook first thing in the morning? Don’t let people laugh at you for being greedy and lose the dignity of a lady.”

The garrison commander’s wife glared at him.

“I’m doing this for you,” she said. “The maids and servants have all been arranged, but we’re still missing a good cook. You don’t know—these noble people from Jiangnan are very particular and love to eat those delicate, refined things. I tasted what you brought back last night, and both the taste and appearance were excellent. It’s perfect to buy her and keep her on hand.”

The garrison commander nodded and thanked his wife.

“My wife is still the most thoughtful. Thank you for all your hard work these days,” he said with a bow.

The garrison commander’s wife smiled with pursed lips, accepting her husband’s courtesy.

Why work so hard? Wasn’t it all for the honor of the husband bringing glory to the wife, earning her husband’s respect?

While the couple was talking, a servant woman hurried in from outside.

“Sir, Madam,” she quickly bowed upon seeing the garrison commander present.

The commander made an “mm” sound and sat down to the side.

“Bring the person back first and teach her properly. Although she’s just a cook who won’t be seen by guests, she still can’t be clumsy,” the garrison commander’s wife said to the servant woman.

The servant woman quickly shook her head, with some irritation.

“Madam, they won’t sell the cook,” she said.

The garrison commander also looked over upon hearing this, slightly frowning.

“I told you not to worry about money—give her however much she wants,” the garrison commander’s wife said unhurriedly.

She was all too familiar with this kind of playing-hard-to-get trick.

“Any amount of money won’t work,” the servant woman said aggrievedly, her face unable to hide her indignation.

Only then did the garrison commander’s wife frown.

“Did you tell them it was us who wanted her?” she asked again.

“I handed over the calling card right from the start,” the servant woman said even more indignantly.

What ungrateful people! Didn’t they know whose territory they were on now?

The garrison commander’s wife couldn’t help but look at the garrison commander.

“It seems this physician doesn’t lack money and has quite a bit of nerve,” she said with a half-smile.

The garrison commander snorted.

“Is that the so-called divine physician lady?” he asked.

The servant woman quickly nodded.

“That’s her,” she said.

The garrison commander’s face darkened as his fingers drummed on the table.

“I’ve already heard from my subordinates that this suddenly appeared divine physician has been stirring up quite a bit of unrest in the barracks recently,” he said slowly. “If it weren’t for our military physicians’ medicinal broths keeping them alive, would they have lived to wait for this so-called divine physician to treat them? How ridiculous! We provide good food, good drink, and good care for these wounded soldiers without getting any credit, and instead we’ve become the villains who abandon and neglect them!”

By the last sentence, the garrison commander’s fingers had formed a fist that he slammed heavily on the table.

The servant woman was startled, but the garrison commander’s wife showed no reaction, her expression relaxed as she waved the servant woman away. She knew that from now on, she wouldn’t need to worry about this matter. She just had to wait for this cook to obediently come to her.

When Jiang Hai came to visit again, he sensed something was different. There were no more pastries in front of him, not even tea.

A’Hao set a bowl of plain water in front of Jiang Hai with a long face, not even glancing at him before walking away.

Look at that—such a difference. Jiang Hai shifted his gaze back to Qi Yue, who smiled slightly at him.

This kind of woman was the most, most, most adorable.

Jiang Hai couldn’t help but grin.

“Lady Qi, Lady Qi, there’s nothing much to see in the shabby city. Yesterday it snowed heavily, and there’s a plum garden in bloom at Wuli Village five li outside the city. Let me take you to see it,” he said eagerly.

“Are the plum blossoms blooming now? Are they winter plums?” Qi Yue asked casually.

Jiang Hai felt somewhat embarrassed. Although he had taken many women to appreciate plum blossoms before, they were all rough people, and their real intentions weren’t about the flowers. Who knew what kind of plums they were? Knowing they were plum blossoms and not some other flowers was already quite good.

Afraid of saying the wrong thing and embarrassing himself later, he made some vague “mm-hmm” sounds without really answering anything.

Fortunately, Qi Yue didn’t ask further.

“According to what you say, the Young Lord doesn’t often stay here?” Qi Yue asked.

Jiang Hai breathed a sigh of relief, very happy that Qi Yue had changed the subject.

“That’s right,” he nodded. “Take this year, for example—more than half the time he’s been elsewhere, and I’ve followed him to quite a few places. If it weren’t for celebrating a familiar brother’s birthday, I wouldn’t have made it back in time, and then I wouldn’t have seen you, my lady.”

He didn’t forget to add this last part.

Qi Yue nodded, resting her chin on her hand as she looked out the door.

It was snowing again, covering the ground with a layer of white gauze.

“Then he’ll return here this time, won’t he?” Qi Yue asked.

“He should,” Jiang Hai said, looking at Qi Yue and finally asking belatedly, “Are you looking for the Young Lord, my lady?”

Qi Yue quickly withdrew her gaze.

“No, it’s just that since I’m here, if we happen to meet, we’ll see each other. After all, we’re acquainted. If we don’t meet, then so be it,” she said with a smile.

Jiang Hai made an “oh” sound.

“When the Young Lord returns, I’ll take you to see him,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and thanked him.

A’Hao came stomping in again.

“Officer Jiang, what would you like for lunch? It’s getting late, so I’ll go tell the kitchen to prepare it early,” she said in a gruff voice.

Half the day had passed again? Jiang Hai looked surprised.

“Since it’s snowing today, how about we have hot pot?” Qi Yue said. “Jiang Hai, the wild chicken meat you brought will be perfect for the hot pot.”

Never mind hot pot—even drinking slop would be fine. Jiang Hai nodded eagerly, repeatedly saying it was good.

To show he wasn’t just freeloading, Jiang Hai volunteered to help. Qi Yue watched the lively courtyard while resting her chin on her hand again.

Was it snowing in the capital?

Had that brat set out yet?

What was he eating for his meal at this time?

“Time to eat! Time to eat! Time to eat!”

Zhou Maochun pounded on the door so loudly that everyone around couldn’t help but shake their heads and cover their ears as they moved away.

There was no response from the tightly closed room.

Zhou Maochun angrily walked in circles, directing the several eunuchs who had followed him.

“Break down the door! Break it down!” he shouted.

The eunuchs looked at each other without moving.

“Oh my! Weren’t you the ones who listened to this boy and broke down the library door when you came looking for me?” Zhou Maochun jumped and shouted.

“But that time we had His Majesty’s golden permission,” one eunuch said with a forced smile.

“I have that too! His Majesty’s golden edict ordered me to invite Lady Qi to the capital!” Zhou Maochun glared and shouted. “My current investigation into Lady Qi’s whereabouts is by imperial decree! Do you want to defy the imperial order?”

Oh my, how is this considered following an imperial decree… The eunuchs smiled bitterly, feeling helpless.

“Alright, alright. Didn’t His Majesty say that as long as he doesn’t bother His Majesty, bothering anyone else is fine? Let him make his fuss,” one eunuch said quietly, waving his hand.

Everyone then responded and messily lifted a door bar.

Zhou Maochun directed from the side, shouting “one, two, three.”

The eunuchs carried the door bar and rammed it toward the door.

Just then, the door opened.

Chang Yuncheng stepped aside, watching the eunuchs holding the door bar tumble in like a string of grasshoppers, groaning on the ground in a heap.

Unshaven, with eyes red from staying up all night, Chang Yuncheng held more than ten scrolls in his arms and frowned.

“The blueprints are all ready. Please have the duty officer deliver them to His Majesty to see if they’re acceptable, so I can revise them again,” he said to the clerk standing outside the door, ignoring these people.

The clerk responded and took the scrolls. Unable to carry them all by himself, others quickly came to help, and they all left together.

Zhou Maochun angrily jumped in front of Chang Yuncheng.

“Good! You little Chang! You actually wouldn’t see me! You dared to give me the cold shoulder! You know what? In this world, the only one who’s ever given me the cold shoulder is my master!” he shouted, bristling with anger.

Chang Yuncheng bowed to him.

“Please forgive me, sir. I was in a rush with the blueprints His Majesty requested,” he said hoarsely.

His attitude was sincere, but attitude had never worked on Zhou Maochun.

He spat.

“Rush my ass!” he glared. “I asked His Majesty! I also asked duty officer Little Li! They all said it wasn’t urgent! You’re deliberately targeting me!”

Chang Yuncheng bowed again.

“Yes, I was indeed too hasty,” he said. “I wanted to finish quickly to share His Majesty’s burdens.”

“Sweet talk doesn’t work on me,” Zhou Maochun snorted, reaching out to grab him and drag him into the room. “Quick, tell me about urgent matters.”

These past few days, Zhou Maochun had nearly torn the house apart. Fortunately, the palace buildings were sturdy.

“What matter is so urgent for Master Zhou?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Before Zhou Maochun could speak, Chang Yuncheng’s personal guard squeezed in from outside, holding a food box.

“Young Lord, please eat something quickly. This has been reheated twice already and can’t be reheated again,” he said urgently.

“What’s the rush? He won’t die from a little hunger,” Zhou Maochun shouted.

The guard became anxious too.

“My Young Lord hasn’t eaten for two days!” he shouted.

Any normal person would be moved hearing this, but unfortunately Zhou Maochun wasn’t normal. Having seen life and death countless times, this didn’t affect him at all.

“Two days without eating won’t kill him!” he shouted, grabbing Chang Yuncheng and pulling him aside. “Quick, tell me—do you know where Lady Qi went?”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“You’re looking for her?” he asked.

“Yes! I’ve been looking for her until I’m almost going crazy!” Zhou Maochun stamped his feet.

“What do you want with her?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“I want her to join the Imperial Medical Academy. Such a divine physician staying in that countryside place in Yongqing Prefecture is simply a waste,” Zhou Maochun said.

The Imperial Medical Academy? Chang Yuncheng felt somewhat pleased. This kind of recognition would be tremendous respect for that woman. She would definitely be very happy.

He was about to speak when Zhou Maochun looked at him, remembering the frustration of these past days, and snorted again.

“And while I’m at it, find Lady Qi a good marriage,” he added.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned and looked at Zhou Maochun, closing his mouth.

“Such a wonderful woman, and you’re still not satisfied, playing around with some ‘left and right wives’ nonsense. Isn’t this bullying? What kind of person is our Lady Qi? Why should she have to share a husband with someone else?” Zhou Maochun continued obliviously, getting angrier as he spoke. If it weren’t for this, would a woman leave Yongqing Prefecture to wander around? Wasn’t it because she couldn’t bear to stay in that heartbreaking place?

It was all this bastard boy’s fault!

“You—who told you this?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

These matters were written in memorials, privately submitted to the emperor, and were personal family affairs. They couldn’t possibly be known by everyone…

“Duty officer Little Li,” Zhou Maochun waved his head, his eyes lighting up. “Ah, speaking of Little Li, he’s really suitable! Although I don’t think much of his grandfather, he himself is decent—like a winter melon growing on slag. He hasn’t married yet, looks presentable, and is honest. Most importantly, he’s from the capital, so Lady Qi could settle down in the capital!”

The more he thought about it, the happier he became. He couldn’t help but clap his hands, wishing he could immediately urge the Li family to quickly marry Lady Qi.

What? A matchmaker? The Li family’s opinion?

When was it their turn to have opinions? This was already looking favorably upon them!

Chang Yuncheng’s body tensed, and his face turned iron-blue.

Who was this Little Li? Where did he come from? From the tone of the conversation, it seemed he and Qi Yueniang… knew each other.

Didn’t she say she had only stayed in the capital for a few days? How did she… how did she come to know so many random people?

Chang Yuncheng felt as if a hundred claws were scratching his heart, wishing he could fly back in one step.

“Hey,” Zhou Maochun reached out to grab him again, shaking him as he asked, “That’s not urgent for now. Do you actually know where Lady Qi went or not? You two were husband and wife after all, and she left from your aunt’s house.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at Zhou Maochun and slowly nodded.

Finally having news of what he’d been desperately searching for, Zhou Maochun was so overjoyed he nearly suffocated.

“Where did she go?” he asked with a trembling voice.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him and slowly raised his hand to point south.

“She…” he began slowly, “went to Fujian…”

Chapter 329: Common Enemy
Li Tong walked out of the duty office and encountered two clerks carrying scrolls toward him.

“Master Li,” they quickly greeted him with smiles.

Although Li Tong hadn’t been here long, firstly he was Elder Li’s grandson, and secondly the emperor seemed quite satisfied with him. Everyone in the palace survived by reading the situation, so Li Tong’s popularity was growing.

However, Li Tong hadn’t forgotten his status as a concubine’s son. Accustomed to not getting things or losing what he got, he was filled with awe and gratitude for his current life. He worked diligently and respectfully, which came across as neither arrogant nor impatient, but naturally magnanimous. This disappointed the jealous brothers and sisters at home who were waiting to see him make a fool of himself.

Li Tong returned the courtesy.

“These are defense maps sent by the Ministry of War. Please submit them to His Majesty,” the clerk said, handing over the scrolls.

Ministry of War? Li Tong’s heart stirred. He naturally knew what the Ministry of War had been busy with recently.

“Are these defense maps from the Young Lord of Marquis Dingxi?” he asked.

The clerks confirmed it was so.

“Didn’t His Majesty say one month would be fine? How are they done in just ten days?” Li Tong asked with a smile.

“The Young Lord worked without eating, drinking, or sleeping to rush them out,” the clerks said, speaking well of Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng was generous and straightforward, so he had good relationships. More importantly, the emperor valued him too.

Adding flowers to brocade was something everyone could do without harm.

Li Tong smiled, his heart increasingly confirming Fan Yilin’s words—this man was indeed cunning and two-faced.

“Leave them here. I’ll deliver them shortly,” he said with a smile.

The clerks thanked him, happily placed them on the duty office desk, and took their leave.

When Chang Yuncheng learned they had been delivered, he breathed a sigh of relief while waiting for the emperor’s opinion and packing his luggage.

In fact, his luggage had been packed long ago. He even wished he could wear the same clothes for days so he wouldn’t need to unpack, just waiting for the emperor’s approval to set off immediately.

But by the second evening, there was still no word.

Based on his understanding of the emperor, this shouldn’t be happening.

Chang Yuncheng asked the clerks to inquire—whether good or bad, the emperor should give some response. If good, he would take his leave and depart; if bad, he would immediately revise it urgently.

At this time, the scroll Chang Yuncheng was anxiously waiting for was still sitting on the duty office desk.

“Master Li, should this be delivered?” someone asked.

Li Tong already had two documents in his hands. Hearing this, he turned to glance back.

“There’s too much in front of His Majesty. Let’s wait until tomorrow,” he said.

Tomorrow was pushed to the day after, and then Li Tong stopped pushing because the emperor personally came to ask for it.

When Li Tong entered carrying the scroll, he saw a man standing in the great hall. Being in the emperor’s presence, Li Tong only kept his head lowered and briefly glanced up. Compared to when he saw him at the restaurant last time, this man looked very haggard.

Serves him right, he said quietly in his heart. So this man was Lady Qi’s former husband. If he had known that day, he definitely would have helped Fan Yilin take action.

“This man first abandoned Lady Qi at home for three years, then when he returned, started making trouble about taking a second wife, then wanted to divorce her. Fortunately, Lady Qi had noble assistance and managed to obtain an amicable separation,” Fan Yilin said indignantly with his arm around Li Tong’s shoulder. “She has no father or mother and is helplessly alone. Fortunately, she has medical skills to rely on, otherwise she would only have had a dead end. Tell me, shouldn’t such a man be scorned?”

Yes! Of course he should be! Moreover, this Lady Qi was his own benefactor! What did benefactor mean? She had shown him kindness, so he must repay it. Her friends were his friends, her enemies were his enemies!

This Chang Yuncheng was now Li Tong’s enemy.

“Your Majesty, the defense maps you requested,” Li Tong said quietly with his head lowered.

Although many people would play tricks with memorials, such as placing them earlier or later in order—don’t underestimate this order, sometimes it could determine a person’s life or death, the success or failure of a matter. So minor officials in duty positions weren’t easily offended; on the contrary, people would secretly slip them silver.

Elder Li had already explained these matters to him, but this was truly Li Tong’s first time doing it, so he couldn’t help feeling anxious.

The emperor said nothing, and Chang Yuncheng said nothing either. However, Li Tong felt this man was staring at him with very unfriendly eyes…

Well, although no one spoke of such things, who wasn’t clear about them in their hearts?

“So you are Li Tong, Master Li,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly spoke.

In front of this person, he absolutely couldn’t show cowardice, or it would shame Lady Qi!

“Yes, so you are the Young Lord of Marquis Dingxi,” Li Tong straightened up and said with a smile.

Two eunuchs had already unrolled the scroll, and the emperor stood up and walked closer to look, seemingly completely absorbed and not hearing their conversation.

After this exchange, neither spoke again. Chang Yuncheng looked at him, Zhou Maochun’s words echoing in his ears.

“Looks presentable…”

Where was he presentable? Never mind comparing him to Wang Qian—he couldn’t even compare to that chatterbox Hu San…

“Very honest…”

How dare he use his position for personal revenge, suppressing his urgent documents! At such a young age he dared to do this—who knew what he’d do in a few more years!

What kind of judgment did that old man have!

Chang Yuncheng snorted and looked away.

Li Tong naturally wouldn’t lose in terms of momentum either. He also snorted lightly and looked away.

The great hall was quiet and silent.

After the time of one incense stick, the emperor finally finished reading.

“Very good, excellent,” he turned and said, rubbing his forehead.

Chang Yuncheng bowed.

“It is thanks to Your Majesty’s wise guidance,” he said.

The emperor smiled, took the warm towel offered by a eunuch and gently wiped his forehead and eyes, while slowly pacing back to the dragon throne.

“Good, this matter is completed. You may…” he began.

These words had been awaited too long—so long that Chang Yuncheng’s body couldn’t help but tremble slightly.

“Thank you, Your Majesty. Then this subject will take leave and return to Gansu,” he bowed again.

The emperor looked at him, threw the towel to a eunuch, seeming to smile but not quite, though ultimately he nodded.

“Good, you may go,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng was overjoyed, responded affirmatively, and slowly withdrew.

Just as Chang Yuncheng stepped over the threshold, the emperor suddenly laughed.

“Want to make a bet?” he said.

Li Tong was stunned by this, but the eunuchs all laughingly responded.

“Oh wonderful! We can win Your Majesty’s silver again,” several said flatteringly.

“As if you’ve ever won,” the emperor laughed, while looking at Li Tong. “Will you play?”

Though he didn’t know how to play, Li Tong quickly agreed.

“However, this subject doesn’t have much money, so I can’t bet large amounts,” he said honestly.

The emperor was amused by him.

“No money? Ask your grandfather for some,” he laughed. “Ten taels of silver minimum—I won’t play if it’s smaller.”

The great hall became lively.

“We’re betting on how many steps before the Young Lord of Marquis Dingxi starts running,” the emperor said.

What kind of bet was this? Li Tong was confused. Who dared run wildly in the palace?

“I’ll bet first—five to ten steps,” the emperor said.

Immediately the other eunuchs also placed bets, though quite cleverly everyone bet differently.

“One hundred to two hundred steps,” Li Tong finally had to randomly join in.

The emperor smiled as he rested his chin watching everyone bet. When finished, he sat up straight.

“Summon the people outside,” he said.

A eunuch immediately passed the word, and two eunuchs respectfully entered from outside.

“Just now, how many steps before the Young Lord of Marquis Dingxi started running?” the emperor asked.

The eunuchs were stunned, exchanging glances with lowered heads.

Young Lord, forgive us—it’s not that we won’t help cover for you. It’s just that in front of His Majesty, nothing can be hidden.

“Replying to Your Majesty, after seven steps,” one answered.

The emperor laughed heartily, slapping the dragon throne.

“Pay up, pay up,” he laughed.

Li Tong walked out of the great hall still somewhat dazed, completely unable to understand what had just happened.

Chang Yuncheng had lost his composure before the emperor, yet His Majesty had predicted it and wasn’t even angry.

He shook his head. Never mind, he wouldn’t worry about it.

The great hall had returned to quiet, with the emperor sitting with closed eyes and crossed legs in the dragon throne, seemingly asleep.

Cai Zhong directed two eunuchs to organize the documents and memorials covering the desk.

“They say those two fought at a restaurant?” the emperor suddenly asked.

Cai Zhong quickly turned and bowed.

“Yes. The children inquired and learned that when the Young Lord first arrived in the capital, Master Li and that Fan family boy were eating at a restaurant. Somehow something was thrown from upstairs, hitting the Young Lord, and they had quite a fight upstairs,” he said.

The emperor laughed.

“What trivial nonsense, how boring,” he said. “Look at that jealous, petty behavior.”

“Your Majesty, should this old servant go warn Master Li?” Cai Zhong quickly asked.

“Everyone walks their own path—who can control whom? Don’t meddle in other people’s business when you have nothing better to do,” the emperor waved his hand.

Cai Zhong smiled and agreed.

“Is Chang Yuncheng’s mother ill again? Why is he so urgent? And after Zhou Maochun spoke with him, he also hurriedly headed south with people, not even bothering to inform me,” the emperor thought of something, changed his sitting position, and asked.

“This old servant doesn’t know,” Cai Zhong replied.

He didn’t say “this old servant will investigate immediately” because he knew that sometimes the emperor was just talking to him, not seeking any answer or result, just like ordinary families. It was just that in this palace great hall, the emperor really had no one he could speak with casually.

Indeed, the emperor didn’t tell him to investigate, but reclined with some relaxation and ease.

“Whatever the reason, at least that old thing has been lured away, saving me from his daily nagging,” he laughed.

“Exactly! Master Zhou has been making more of a fuss these days. No wonder people often say ‘old child, old child’—when people get old, they become like children,” Cai Zhong laughed.

The emperor found this interesting.

“Back then, the Empress Dowager said the same thing about the Emperor Grandfather,” he said with a smile.

“Oh my, the Founding Emperor and Empress Xiaoci were truly wonderful together. They could say anything to each other, as close as one person,” Cai Zhong also laughed.

“Back then, it wasn’t easy for the Emperor Grandfather to marry the Empress Dowager,” the emperor laughed. “However, in this world, precious things have always been rare and difficult to obtain, but no matter how hard, they’re worth it.”

The light conversation echoed in the great hall, making it seem even more spacious.

At this time, Chang Yuncheng, who had rushed out of the palace, had already mounted his horse.

“Order immediate return to the northern frontier. I’m leaving first—have them follow,” he threw out this sentence and galloped away wildly.

The guards behind him hurriedly scattered into action—those gathering people went to gather and send messages, while others rushed to chase Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng had already run out of sight.

Yueniang, Yueniang, I’m coming.

Chapter 330: Like and Dislike
Near noon, the snow stopped. Qi Yue walked out of the house with A’Ru following behind, carrying a medicine box.

“Why hasn’t Jiang Hai come?” Hu San looked toward the gate from the courtyard, somewhat puzzled.

“Brother-in-law, do you need him for something?” A’Hao, still wearing an apron with flour on her hands, asked in confusion.

“Nothing, I’m just not used to it,” Hu San laughed.

This remark made everyone else laugh.

“Alright, don’t laugh at him. If it weren’t for him, Hu San, we might not even know each other now,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Hu San blushed and laughed.

“Let’s not mention the past, look forward, look forward,” he said hurriedly. This was his way of showing loyalty to A’Ru.

The events back then had truly been heading toward enmity. Fortunately, his ancestors’ graves had produced green smoke—Hu San felt terrified just thinking about it.

A’Ru curled her lips and ignored him.

“Let’s go. He’s also very busy. Today there are two wounded soldiers who need secondary wound cleaning. Let’s hurry,” Qi Yue said, stepping forward first.

A’Ru and Xiao Qu followed.

However, compared to the previous times when they had unobstructed passage, this time they were stopped outside the barracks.

“Why aren’t we allowed in?” Qi Yue asked.

The guards at the gate couldn’t even be bothered to look at her.

“Not allowed means not allowed. There’s no ‘why,'” they answered indifferently.

“But they invited me to treat illnesses,” Qi Yue said, pointing inside.

“The camp has its own military physicians. Unrelated persons are not permitted inside,” the guard said.

“But…” A’Ru was about to speak when Qi Yue pulled her back in time.

Qi Yue shook her head at her.

A’Ru had to swallow her words.

Qi Yue looked toward the barracks. Compared to the previous days when the wounded soldiers had eagerly come out to greet them, it was now as quiet as if no one was there.

At this moment, all the wounded soldiers were inside the building, looking at the row of fully armed guards blocking the door, their eyes filled with rage.

“Must you watch us die when we could be cured before you’re satisfied?” one wounded soldier shouted hoarsely, clenching his fists. “You’re also soldiers, you’ll also go to battle. Can you guarantee you’ll never have a day like ours?”

These words moved some of the guards.

Someone snorted coldly.

“What if that day comes? Don’t forget those brothers who died,” he said coldly.

This was a military officer, now looking sternly at these wounded soldiers with a cold expression.

Under his gaze, the agitated wounded soldiers also felt some fear.

“From the day you became soldiers, you knew this day would come. Afraid of death? If you’re afraid of death, strip off those uniforms and get lost!” he scolded. “You’re wounded? Making a fuss about living or dying? What about those who died? Didn’t they know charging forward meant death? Why did they still charge forward? Why didn’t they make a fuss?”

He looked at the people before him.

The room became quiet.

“If you want to die, I won’t stop you. If you want to live, I won’t make it difficult for you. But the military camp has its rules. Anyone who dares to disrupt my rules, don’t blame me for being ruthless. Whether you’re dead or alive, I only recognize rules!” the big man shouted coldly again. “Anyone who dares bring women into the barracks again—whether the one who brings them or any physician—I’ll deal with them all according to military law and beat them to death with clubs.”

When Dachun got the news and rushed over, the wounded soldiers’ quarters had returned to deathly silence.

“Military law is military law, but they can’t be so heartless!” Dachun said angrily, turning to leave. “I’ll go argue with them! These masters, where do they care about our lives!”

Dachun rushed out but didn’t find those masters. With his status, he could only take a beating and be driven away.

Dachun walked dejected down the street, too ashamed to face his brothers and unwilling to go home. He wandered aimlessly and, looking up, found himself at Lady Qi’s door again.

Lady Qi had probably received a warning today too.

As a physician, if not allowed to treat, then don’t treat—there were never enough patients in the world anyway.

Dachun didn’t know how long he stood there when he heard the gate creak open. A man and woman came out, the woman holding a stack of papers, the man carrying a vertical plaque.

“Ah, you’re that…” the woman said with bright eyes upon seeing Dachun.

The man also looked over.

“Dachun, you came at the right time,” Xiao Qu waved to him while hanging the plaque by the door.

Dachun hesitantly walked over and saw characters written on the plaque, but he couldn’t read.

“Since we can’t conveniently enter the military camp, my lady has decided to open the clinic at home. This way, if you need medical treatment, just come to us,” Xiao Qu said, brushing over those characters.

What?

Dachun was stunned, unable to believe what he was hearing from Xiao Qu.

This lady wasn’t afraid and was going to continue treating them?

“These are promotional flyers. Take them back and distribute them to those who need them,” A’Hao handed him the papers.

Dachun rubbed his hands and respectfully took them.

“I… I can’t read,” he said haltingly.

“Oh, we thought of that, so we drew pictures,” A’Hao said with a smile.

Dachun looked down and saw drawings of little figures with various injuries—some fallen and bleeding, others with arrows in their bodies. In the center was drawn a woman making an inviting gesture, with a line of text beside her hand.

These characters were the same as on the hanging plaque. Dachun counted them in his mind.

“What does this say?” he couldn’t help asking.

“This says,” A’Hao pointed and read to him, “Yongqing Qianjin Hall Gansu Town Branch.”

Yongqing Qianjin Hall Gansu Town Branch?

Dachun silently repeated it.

“This is our lady’s clinic name,” A’Hao said with some pride.

A group of horsemen passed through the street, drawing countless stares. The men on horseback all carried plum blossom branches on their shoulders, looking particularly ridiculous.

Most of the men probably felt very embarrassed, deliberately using the plum branches to cover their faces. Only one was completely unconcerned, not only holding his head high but smiling more brilliantly than the plum blossoms.

“Little Jiang! Little Jiang!”

Many women from the street-side shops waved and called out.

“What are you doing with so many plum branches?”

“Is some master going to appreciate plums at home?”

Jiang Hai seemed not to hear and rode away in a flash, leaving behind a trail of discussion and speculation.

Finally reaching their quarters, the men all breathed sighs of relief.

“I say, Little Jiang, doing this kind of embarrassing thing once is enough!”

“Right! You could give anything—gold, silver, jewelry, hairpins, clothes. Women love all those things. What’s the point of getting these useless flowers?”

“Yeah, have you gotten stupid from chasing too many women?”

The men criticized him one after another.

Jiang Hai paid them no mind, happily directing soldiers to put the branches in large jars, then began slowly and carefully cutting them down branch by branch until they formed a bouquet.

“Go, go,” Jiang Hai finally waved at the men who were still chattering and laughing. “What do you know? A bunch of bachelors who only dream of hugging quilts as wives—what would you know about what women like!”

“You talk as if you have a wife!” Everyone was displeased and shouted.

Hearing this, Jiang Hai turned back and grinned at them.

“I’m going to marry a wife soon,” he said.

Jiang Hai patiently waited until it was slightly dark. For a border town with no nightlife, there were already few people on the streets. Only then did he happily rush out with the plum blossoms, preparing to give Lady Qi a surprise. But unexpectedly, just reaching the alley entrance, he heard commotion. Looking closer, he saw many people going in and out of the door—all soldiers like himself.

Jiang Hai’s head immediately exploded with a bang. How could anyone come to Lady Qi’s house now? This was infuriating—Lady Qi was his!

When night fell, the people in the courtyard dispersed.

“Everyone needn’t worry. I open for consultations daily, but I was rushed today and don’t have enough medicine. Please be patient,” Qi Yue said.

Everyone nodded and thanked her repeatedly before helping each other limp away.

Qi Yue watched the direction they left and sighed softly.

“My lady, you’ve been tired all day. Please wash up and let’s eat,” A’Hao ran out from the house.

As soon as she finished speaking, they heard someone outside calling for Lady Qi.

A’Hao’s face immediately fell.

She thought this boy had changed his nature! But he still came right at mealtime!

Qi Yue also looked over, but the first thing that caught her eye wasn’t Jiang Hai’s smiling face, but brilliant red plum blossoms, shining brightly under the reflection of the courtyard’s snow and lanterns.

“Wow,” Qi Yue couldn’t help exclaiming, her face full of smiles.

There really weren’t many women who didn’t love flowers. Even A’Hao, who disliked this guy who always came to mooch meals, looked on with bright eyes.

Jiang Hai poked his head out from behind the plum blossoms, grinned, and showed his white teeth.

“Lady Qi, I invite you to appreciate plum blossoms,” he said.

Since hanging out the sign and having Dachun inform those wounded soldiers, Qi Yue’s door became lively, and she and the others became busy. Because the medicine they brought was quickly used up, they had to make medicine temporarily. Fortunately, these trauma cases were simple—anesthetics and anti-inflammatory drugs were sufficient. But within two days, this liveliness was interrupted again.

“Why won’t you let me practice medicine? I didn’t enter the barracks this time. Can’t I even do it in my own home?” Qi Yue looked at the official document handed over by several soldiers and asked with a frown.

“There’s no ‘why.’ Border towns have strict security. To prevent spies, we don’t allow people of unknown origins like you to associate with soldiers,” the soldier leader said coldly.

“What unknown origins? Didn’t I tell you I’m from Yongqing Prefecture?” Qi Yue frowned.

But her words were interrupted.

“Stop the nonsense. If we see you practicing medicine again, we’ll expel you from Gansu Town,” the soldier leader said coldly.

Qi Yue frowned at him.

“Hey, do you know who we are?” Xiao Qu couldn’t help shouting.

“I know,” the soldier leader smiled disdainfully. “Divine physicians.”

Xiao Qu was about to step forward when Qi Yue stopped him. Her gaze swept over the surrounding onlookers when she suddenly saw a somewhat familiar figure.

The man was carrying a wine jug, apparently just passing by. He turned to look over with an indifferent expression, then withdrew his gaze and continued forward.

It was that military physician!

Could it be them?

“I’m not a child. Don’t use these fake, empty, trumped-up charges on me. The truth is, because I cured wounds your military physicians couldn’t heal and made them lose face, that’s why you want to drive me away, right?” Qi Yue said.

This woman was quite clever, but only superficially so. Even now she didn’t know whom she had offended. Face? In this Gansu Town, whose face had she contradicted—didn’t she know in her heart?

The soldiers sneered coldly and were about to speak when someone else spoke first.

“I’ve seen many people like you.”

Qiao Minghua slowly walked over, pushing through the blocking crowd. As he spoke, he came to the front, looking at Qi Yue with the same indifferent expression.

“I’ve seen many physicians like you,” he said again. “You can treat two or three diseases others can’t, so people start calling you a divine physician. You act modest with your mouth, but actually consider yourself a divine physician in your heart. You talk about healing the world and saving all beings, but in reality, you’re just someone seeking fame and profit. Face? Someone like you who has no face—whose face could you possibly ruin?”

Chapter 331: Pride and Passion
Qi Yue looked at this military physician. She remembered his name was Qiao Minghua.

“Qiao Minghua,” she said.

She actually recognized him? Xiao Qu and the others were all somewhat surprised.

But Qiao Minghua showed no surprise, his expression remaining unchanged.

Since this woman had been mingling among the wounded soldiers, and the wounded soldiers cursed him, Qiao Minghua, day after day with hatred, he could be considered quite famous.

“Your name is really quite nice,” Qi Yue continued, slowly stepping forward and looking at Qiao Minghua.

The surrounding spectators were all stunned. What kind of talk was this? How did the conversation turn to names? Could it be that this woman also knew fortune-telling?

“It sounds very ordinary, but it rings out loudly when spoken,” Qi Yue said, looking at Qiao Minghua with a slight smile, raising her hand. “Positive and bright, giving people strength and hope.”

Qiao Minghua’s expression finally changed. He let out a soft snort, and a trace of mockery flashed through his eyes that were like stagnant water.

“But based on the two times I’ve seen you so far, the things you’ve said and done make me feel it’s truly a pity that you have this name,” Qi Yue said.

Only then did the surrounding people understand, though some soldiers still didn’t quite comprehend.

“What does that mean?” they asked in low voices.

“Stupid! This woman is cursing Dr. Qiao,” someone clever answered.

This counted as cursing?

Everyone looked at each other, then at Qi Yue with a few traces of admiration.

Truly a divine physician – she could curse you without you even knowing…

“These wounded soldiers are already feeling depressed and lost due to their injuries. As a physician, you should give them hope and strength. But what about you? When they come seeking your help, you don’t care, and you even say things about death and living. It’s like someone on the edge of a cliff reaching out to grab you – not only do you not help them, you actually push them down. Qiao Minghua, you say you’ve seen many physicians like me, but I’ve truly never seen a physician like you.” Qi Yue looked at Qiao Minghua, her face no longer smiling, speaking word by word. “What does it mean to be a physician? At least I still dare to speak of healing the world and saving people, but you – someone who doesn’t even dare to say ‘healing the world and saving people,’ or disdains to say it – had better not call yourself a physician anymore. It’s too disgraceful.”

Good! This time the spectators heard clearly and felt satisfied. They couldn’t help but show pleased expressions, and someone even applauded and cheered.

“Give us another round!” someone shouted loudly.

The border town had too few entertainment activities. The only entertainment was watching battles, but that was a dangerous activity where you might be lucky to see it once, but didn’t know if you’d be lucky enough to see it a second time.

Hu San shook his head with clicking sounds nearby.

“Someone actually dares to argue with Master – truly seeking death,” he said in a low voice to A’Ru.

Here, Qiao Minghua laughed with a scoffing sound.

“Hope…” he laughed, then his laughter grew louder and louder, covering the surrounding clamor. Gradually everyone quieted down, leaving only his laughter. “Hope… a physician should give everyone hope and strength…”

He laughed loudly, as if this was the funniest joke he’d ever heard.

“So you really take yourself seriously,” he suddenly stopped laughing and looked at Qi Yue, his expression returning to indifference. “You’re exactly this kind of physician who relies on words to give everyone hope and strength. Not bad – you truly deserve to be called divine. Go ahead and be your god. Here, your incense offerings will be very abundant.”

Having said this, he turned around and was about to leave.

After choking her with words, he wanted to leave? Qi Yue took a few steps forward.

“Hey, who said I only rely on words? Didn’t you see that I cured what you couldn’t cure?” she frowned and said. “Can you not see it, or do you not want to see it? Do you look down on me, or do you look down on yourself? The facts are right here – are you blind?”

“So you think you’re better than us?” Qiao Minghua didn’t turn around, just stopped walking and asked sideways. “You cured a few half-dead wounded soldiers and think you’re omnipotent?”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Yes, at least in this regard, I’m better than you,” she said.

Qiao Minghua smiled slightly.

“So as I said, I’ve seen many physicians like you,” he said this phrase again, shaking his head.

Qi Yue frowned, about to say something, when Qiao Minghua spoke again.

“Have you seen wounded soldiers?” he asked.

Qi Yue frowned.

Wasn’t this nonsense?

“Not only seen them, but cured them too,” Hu San shouted.

Qiao Minghua ignored him, still looking at Qi Yue.

“I mean, have you seen real wounded soldiers?” he asked.

Real? What did he mean by real? Were those wounded soldiers fake?

Qi Yue and the others looked puzzled.

“Fresh, steaming hot, newly delivered… carried down from the battlefield… wounded soldiers,” Qiao Minghua said, revealing a slight smile.

Qi Yue understood – he meant on the battlefield, on the field of war.

She shook her head.

Whether in modern times or since coming to this ancient era, she had always lived in a peaceful environment. War and battlefields were too distant.

“Then do you dare to go and see for yourself? And let me see what kind of physician you are – a god-like physician, a physician who is complimented by patients in stable, solid houses, a physician who is kind and benevolent on lively, peaceful streets, healing the world and saving people – just how capable are you really?” Qiao Minghua asked.

The slow-witted spectators around were confused again.

“What’s he saying?”

“What does he mean?”

Of course, Qi Yue understood, and so did the people around her, as well as the soldiers, who exchanged glances.

Well now, these literate people really were cunning – not like the Guard Commander, that crude man who only knew how to forcibly drive people away. Look at Military Physician Qiao – with just one sentence, he was enough to silence this presumptuous woman.

Agree? That would be seeking death. Disagree? Then she should obediently slink away in shame.

Either way, it had nothing to do with them anymore.

Brilliant, truly brilliant!

Xiao Qu couldn’t listen anymore. What was this about? The dignified wife of the Prince of Marquis Dingxi, the Military General… well, former wife, but still a wife, and obviously the former husband was still eagerly hoping to renew their marriage bond. Here she was being driven away by these soldiers and provoked by some inexplicable military physician. If the Prince knew about this, he wouldn’t spare their skins!

“You all…” he began to shout, but Qi Yue had already spoken first.

“Fine, of course I dare, and I’d very much like to go. Thank you for your consideration, Dr. Qiao,” she cupped her hands and smiled at Qiao Minghua.

She agreed?

Everyone on the scene was stunned.

Hey, that’s a battlefield, not a garden party!

What was this woman saying?

“Good. When we have a mission, we’ll come call you,” Qiao Minghua said flatly, then turned and walked away.

Qi Yue said nothing more, glanced at the people around her, then turned and went inside.

She went in, and Xiao Qu, along with the shocked Hu San and others, hurried to follow.

Instantly, only the spectators and soldiers remained at the door.

“Do we… still… drive them away?” a soldier asked stuttering.

“Drive them away, my ass,” the leader came to his senses and glared at him. “Do we still need to drive them away?”

He looked toward the large door with its medical clinic plaque hanging above it and shook his head.

Maybe tonight they’ll pack up and run away…

“Let’s go, let’s go,” he waved his hand.

The soldiers dispersed with a clamor, the spectators gradually scattered, and the area in front of Qi Yue’s door returned to quiet, but inside the house, it exploded.

“Master, you’re joking, right?” Hu San asked.

Qi Yue was bent over her desk writing. In front of her, the vase held plum blossoms that Jiang Hai had sent, which had already bloomed and were giving off a clear fragrance.

“Master, you’re just bluffing that brat, right?” Hu San asked, walking in circles.

“These people are too excessive. When the Prince returns, he won’t spare them!” Xiao Qu also said.

A’Hao went to cook. A’Ru stood to the side, looking at Qi Yue with a complex expression.

Here, Hu San and Xiao Qu kept talking, filled with righteous indignation. Qi Yue ignored them, just writing on paper, writing, stopping, and thinking. Soon she had filled two sheets.

“This…” she finally looked up, shaking the papers.

As she began to speak, A’Ru walked over and extended her hand to take them.

“Prepare according to this?” she asked.

Qi Yue looked at her and smiled.

“Yes,” she said.

Only then did Hu San and Xiao Qu realize something was wrong.

“Prepare what?” they asked.

“Prepare to go to the battlefield,” Qi Yue said.

It really wasn’t a joke?

“Master!” they shouted in unison. “That’s not for playing around!”

“I didn’t say I was playing,” Qi Yue laughed, standing up. “These wounded soldiers all have chronic injuries that have basically set. Except for those with severe infections, I can’t help them much. So if I’m going to help, I need to go to the source. I want to see the source of these wounded soldiers’ injuries. I want to see what I can do there.”

“Master, that’s a battlefield. Even though it’s in the rear, it’s still very dangerous,” Xiao Qu said urgently.

“Right, Master, we came here to see the Prince, not to practice medicine,” Hu San also said urgently.

“What does it mean to be a great physician?” Qi Yue suddenly asked.

Hu San looked at her and called out “Master” with a bitter face.

“Since you put it that way, naturally as a physician I practice medicine wherever I go. Could it be that after I’m off duty and rushing home, if I see someone dying by the roadside, I shouldn’t save them? A physician’s skills are different from other skills – this kind of skill is responsibility, it’s fate, it’s mission,” Qi Yue said solemnly.

“That’s what Teacher Liu said,” Hu San said reluctantly.

“So I must listen to my teacher,” Qi Yue wrinkled her nose and looked at him, while clenching her fists and humming twice. “Besides, trying to intimidate me is impossible.”

“Now that’s definitely something you said, Master,” Hu San also hummed.

It was over – this really wasn’t a joke. Xiao Qu sighed. Now he could only pray that there wouldn’t be any military action for a while, or at least not until after the Prince returned.

But clearly, his prayers weren’t heard by Heaven. Just the second day after this incident, the military medical corps received a mobilization order.

“Dr. Qiao, do we really have to go call that Qi lady?” a military physician asked hesitantly.

Qiao Minghua had already packed his gear. Hearing this, his expression remained impassive.

“Whether she comes or not is her business. Whether I call her or not is mine,” he said flatly, then stepped out first.

The military physicians looked at each other helplessly. One waved his hand.

“Go ahead, go ahead. Maybe she’s already run away,” he said.

Indeed, by the time of the noon departure, that woman still hadn’t appeared.

“I told you so,” everyone laughed. “This isn’t child’s play. Between saving face and saving your life, even an idiot knows which to choose.”

The horse carts were ready. Pushed and pulled by soldiers, the carts carrying both people and supplies began to move. They hadn’t gone far from the city gate when they heard shouting behind them. Everyone looked back and couldn’t help but freeze.

Two horse carts and five horses caught up. Qi Yue lifted the cart curtain and looked at the dumbfounded crowd.

“It was too rushed – I didn’t have time to prepare properly. You brought enough medicine, bandages, and such, right?” she asked.

She was really going?

Everyone looked at her in disbelief.

Qiao Minghua looked over from the front cart.

“There’s nothing to prepare,” he said flatly, then said no more, turned his head away, cracked his whip to urge the horses forward, and the cart proceeded with a clip-clop.

Seeing him like this, everyone didn’t know what to say to this woman, so they simply said nothing. The convoy continued forward in silence.

Qiao Minghua looked ahead, swaying with the motion of the cart, his expression indifferent, as if he hadn’t noticed at all that several people had been added to his convoy.

There was nothing to prepare, because preparing anything would be useless.

Hope – did such a thing really exist?

Chapter 332: Smoke Signals
When Jiang Hai, who had specially groomed himself and changed into new clothes, came over with plum blossoms again, timing his arrival for mealtime, he saw only locked doors with no one home.

He was startled.

“Where is Lady Qi?” he looked around and shouted loudly.

No one answered him. There weren’t many people on the street, but this didn’t stump Jiang Hai. Accompanied by crackling sounds, several doors were kicked open by Jiang Hai.

“Where is Lady Qi?” he asked menacingly, forming a stark contrast with the plum blossoms in his hands.

It seemed as if anyone who hesitated to answer would be swallowed whole by this man.

“Gone,” the neighbors answered helplessly.

“What do you mean gone?” Jiang Hai shouted.

“Gone means gone,” the neighbor frowned and said, one hand supporting the door, ready to block it if this man went crazy.

“She ran away,” another neighbor poked his head out from behind his door and shouted.

Jiang Hai turned around with a vicious look.

That person was so frightened he shrank back and slammed the door shut with a bang.

It seemed that unless they explained clearly, this man would definitely disturb their peace all night.

“That Lady Qi got into a bet with someone, and when she couldn’t win the bet, she ran away,” the neighbor explained patiently.

“A bet? With whom? About what?” Jiang Hai glared and asked.

Ever since he had witnessed how the plum blossoms helped him curry favor with Lady Qi, those brothers of his had all imitated him, taking away all the plum blossoms he had brought, forcing him to make another trip to the plum garden and pick up some small trinkets that women liked along the way. He hadn’t expected that in just this short time, someone would dare to bully his woman on his territory!

Jiang Hai reached out and grabbed the neighbor.

“It wasn’t me!” the neighbor cried out. “It was military physicians and some soldiers!”

Jiang Hai led his men rushing toward the military medical camp, but didn’t find the military physicians there. He had to turn around and look for the soldiers who had troubled Lady Qi that day, causing chaos with chickens flying and dogs jumping, people falling on their backs.

While this side was making a commotion, the Guard Commander also heard reports from his subordinates.

“She really went with them?” he asked somewhat surprised, looking up and setting down his tea cup.

The subordinate nodded.

“Yes, absolutely certain. She brought two carts, and everyone went,” he said.

“Ah?” The Guard Commander’s wife, who was nearby, heard this and hurriedly asked, “Then the cook I wanted also went?”

The subordinate nodded.

“Really!” The Guard Commander’s wife exhaled unhappily. “Several more days have passed. Maybe tomorrow that Prince’s wife will arrive.”

“Just find another one. Why should one cook be so difficult?” the Guard Commander comforted her. “Besides, such particular people probably bring their own cook.”

“What they bring is theirs, what we provide shows our consideration,” the Guard Commander’s wife snorted. “The meaning is vastly different.”

“You women are just so troublesome,” the Guard Commander waved his hand.

“We’re troublesome all for you men,” the Guard Commander’s wife said unhappily.

Seeing this topic heading toward marital bedroom matters, the subordinate looked embarrassed and couldn’t help but cough.

“Is there anything else?” The Guard Commander also noticed his impropriety, stroked his beard, and asked.

Anything else? The matter of that female physician wasn’t finished yet…

“Are we really just letting that female physician go to Pengshan Fort?” the subordinate hurriedly continued asking.

“Let her go. Didn’t she say herself that as a physician she wanted to go to the frontier? Her patriotic heart is commendable – why should we stop her?” the Guard Commander rolled his eyes.

Fine. The subordinate said no more, acknowledged with a “yes,” and withdrew.

Lady Qi, who had only stayed in the guard city for a few days, thus disappeared from everyone’s sight.

Because her departure was sudden, except for the Guard Commander and a few subordinates who knew the real situation – and that was only because they were paying attention to the cook in Lady Qi’s household, otherwise they wouldn’t have cared either.

The people in the guard city who knew this Lady Qi could be counted on one hand. Many had just watched the excitement that day and at most only knew of such a person because of that commotion.

So seeing that woman suddenly appear and then suddenly disappear, everyone thought she had been provoked by the military physician and fled.

Even those wounded soldiers she had treated thought the same, feeling both angry at the military physicians and soldiers’ behavior and somewhat disappointed.

Perhaps what those military physicians said was right – such physicians were only suitable for those stable interior regions, not their chaotic borderlands. Besides, what benefit was there in curing them, these poor soldiers and disabled waste? Apart from words of thanks, those few coins probably weren’t even enough for this physician’s consultation fee, let alone the medicine.

They weren’t fools. As Qiao Minghua had said, they had also seen many physicians. Any prescription those physicians casually wrote out cost a lot of money.

Those physicians had skills and abilities – they would and should enjoy prosperous, respectable lives, not stay here just for these disabled soldiers who had nothing.

Entering the twelfth lunar month, the Guard Commander began getting busy with New Year preparations. His busyness was different from ordinary people’s – receiving and sending off guests was very important.

“Sir, sir!”

The Guard Commander, who was checking gift lists with his accountant, was startled by the shouting outside.

Three or four subordinates rushed in without even waiting to be announced.

Although they were all from military backgrounds, given the official ranks involved, they should still observe some etiquette.

The Guard Commander was somewhat displeased.

“Sir, smoke signals have risen in the west!” The subordinates couldn’t care about the Guard Commander’s expression – their own faces already looked very grim.

At these words, the Guard Commander jumped up from his chair in shock.

“Smoke signals!” he shouted.

These damned Eastern barbarians really would never let everyone have a peaceful New Year! They caused trouble every New Year, every New Year!

The Guard Commander raised his hand and overturned a chair.

“Where?” he asked.

The living room served as an official hall at any time. With his words, the subordinates stood in front of the defense map on the wall.

“From Liumen Fort all the way to Pengshan Fort,” the subordinate drew a line on the map with his finger.

The Guard Commander nodded. This area was quite large – it seemed the Eastern barbarians had gathered in large numbers and come prepared this time.

“What’s happening? Have smoke signals risen in the west?”

Another voice came from outside, accompanied by heavy footsteps entering.

“Prince!”

“General Chang!”

Everyone turned around with various forms of address, seeing Chang Yuncheng stride in, dusty from travel and wearing a large fur cloak.

His attendants followed quickly behind, reaching out to take the large fur cloak that Chang Yuncheng removed as he entered, revealing a plain blue cotton robe with a gold and jade belt underneath.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t bother with courtesies and went straight to the map. After understanding the situation, everyone sat down according to their positions.

“Originally we calculated it wasn’t time yet, but the Prince has actually arrived,” the Guard Commander said.

“I left in a hurry,” Chang Yuncheng said simply, while asking, “I inquired all along the way, that person, I don’t know, I… I…”

It was rare to see Chang Yuncheng stammer, and everyone present was stunned, staring at him blankly, not knowing what he wanted to say.

Calling her his wife? That seemed inappropriate.

Saying her name? Even more inappropriate.

He didn’t even know what name she was using to look for him…

“That person. Has anyone come looking for me?” he finally asked.

Everyone looked at each other.

“Are you referring to your wife?” someone clever asked.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng nod.

“Could it be that you also haven’t seen your wife?” the Guard Commander asked in surprise.

Having heard no news all along, he had thought Chang Yuncheng’s wife either hadn’t arrived yet or had gone to the capital to meet up with Chang Yuncheng.

“What? You too?” Chang Yuncheng couldn’t sit still and stood up to ask.

He had inquired all along the way but found no news of Qi Yueniang. But these were all necessary routes!

Just as everyone was about to speak, there was another shout from outside.

“Xu Ningde! Come out here!”

The Guard Commander’s face turned dark. Someone actually dared to call out his name directly like this!

This wasn’t the end of it. Along with this shout, a door that had been open was deliberately kicked.

Jiang Hai rushed into the room, followed by the Guard Commander’s guards trying to stop him. But they were blocked by Jiang Hai’s men in a chaotic melee at the doorway.

“Xu…” Jiang Hai shouted, searching for the Guard Commander while seeing Chang Yuncheng. He couldn’t help but pause.

“Jiang Hai!” Chang Yuncheng raised his eyebrows with a dark expression and shouted, “What are you causing trouble for?”

Jiang Hai looked at him, his originally furious face instantly becoming bitter and wrinkled, as if he wanted to cry.

“Prince, you must uphold justice for me. This Xu Ningde is going to get my woman killed…” he shouted.

What nonsense was this? Everyone frowned.

“What time is it now? What are you causing trouble for? What woman? Get out!” Chang Yuncheng glared at him and shouted.

Jiang Hai was so angry he was panting.

“It’s exactly this time, exactly when there’s fighting at Pengshan Fort, that Xu Ningde drove my woman there!” he shouted.

“Jiang Hai, speak clearly. What woman, what man?” the Guard Commander said with a dark face.

He knew Chang Yuncheng would eventually outrank him, but that was in the future – not now. He couldn’t let Chang Yuncheng’s subordinate point at his nose and curse like this.

“Lady Qi! Damn it, I only found out now that it was you who deliberately made things difficult for Lady Qi, letting those military physicians take advantage and provoke her. My Lady Qi…” Jiang Hai shouted fearlessly.

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood in front of him, moving so fast that he brought a gust of cold wind, making Jiang Hai stammer.

“What did you say? Who?” Chang Yuncheng asked in a trembling voice.

“Oh, Prince, I forgot to mention, you know her too – it’s your family’s former physician, Lady Qi…” Jiang Hai said hurriedly.

Chang Yuncheng grabbed his shoulder.

She had come! She really had come!

“She came?” he shouted. “Where is she?”

“She came long ago. She even said she’d wait to see you when you arrived, but look what happened – this bastard drove her to Pengshan Fort!” Jiang Hai shouted, pointing at the Guard Commander.

The Guard Commander finally remembered who Jiang Hai was talking about. That woman – could it be she knew the Prince?

He couldn’t help but hesitate.

Chang Yuncheng followed Jiang Hai’s pointing finger to look at the Guard Commander, his expression somewhat bewildered.

“Oh, it’s like this. That Lady Qi got into some dispute with people from the military medical camp, and somehow ended up going to Pengshan Fort with the military medical camp. I only heard about it afterward. Since unauthorized personnel aren’t allowed in military camps, I was just about to send someone to explain…” the Guard Commander said with an expression as if he had just remembered.

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng’s gaze had already fallen on the map on the wall.

Whatever Jiang Hai and the Guard Commander were saying next, he couldn’t hear at all. Only three words echoed in his ears.

Pengshan Fort!

She was now at Pengshan Fort!

The arguing between Jiang Hai and the Guard Commander was interrupted by a loud crash, and then they saw that the door Jiang Hai had kicked was now lying on the ground, and Chang Yuncheng’s figure was already disappearing into the distance in the courtyard.

What had happened?

Chapter 333: Reality
What had happened?

The sounds of battle in her ears continued faintly without end. From the initial shock to now, after several days, she had grown accustomed to the point of numbness. Qi Yue watched as a soldier in front of her stopped convulsing after his final wail, and she herself seemed stunned. How many was this already?

“Master, Master, I can’t stop the bleeding, I can’t stop it!”

Hu San’s hoarse shouts came from nearby.

Qi Yue looked over blankly to see Hu San pressing his entire body against a wounded soldier, but blood still gushed out, instantly turning Hu San’s whole body bright red.

Can’t stop it… can’t stop it… nothing works… nothing is useful…

“Someone come, someone come! Doctor, where’s the doctor? Quickly save him…”

Continuous shouts came from all directions, growing louder and louder, making her eardrums ache.

Qi Yue looked around. The originally empty ground was now covered with people, as if a rain of blood had fallen. Everything in sight was bright red. Some lay lifeless in the bloody rain, others still rolled and writhed as their lives ebbed away.

“Divine physician.”

Among the people lying everywhere, one person stood up – a blood-covered figure like Hu San.

“How do you feel?” he asked flatly, his expression as indifferent as always. “Use your divine skills, heal the world and save people.”

Save people… save people…

Qi Yue looked down at her hands – hands covered in blood.

Quickly save people!

She finally let out a hoarse, dry howl, tears breaking like a dam, clutching her chest in pain as she crouched down.

Can’t save them…

Can’t save them…

What was this feeling?

The feeling of despair!

Seeing Qi Yue crouch down and lose composure, Hu San rushed over from the side and grabbed Qiao Minghua by the collar.

“Do you have any humanity left! Is this the time to say such things?” he shouted hoarsely.

Qiao Minghua glanced at Qi Yue over there, pushed Hu San away, and walked to one side.

“This one can’t be saved,” he bent down to examine a wounded person and said, then walked to another without stopping.

“This one can’t be saved…”

“This one can’t be saved…”

“This one can still be saved! Bring all the medicine here!”

“But sir, this one is still alive! Aren’t we going to give him medicine?”

Qiao Minghua didn’t even lift his head.

“He’ll be dead soon,” he said, extending his blood-covered hand. “Bring the medicine over.”

Such conversations continued constantly, gradually drowning out the painful wails and screams.

No, actually it shouldn’t be said they drowned them out – it was because those who were wailing and screaming had died or fainted.

The sounds of battle stopped at some unknown time.

“The barbarians have retreated! The barbarians have retreated!”

When these words came, it meant the soldiers’ days of holding their ground were over – they had won. Cheers and joy instantly swept across the earth, covering all suffering.

But this didn’t affect Qi Yue, or rather the military physicians – the bodies of fallen soldiers were carried away one after another.

“He’s still alive, he’s still alive!” A’Ru desperately blocked two auxiliary soldiers from carrying away the wounded soldier she was tending.

The auxiliary soldiers looked at her helplessly.

This was the first time they’d seen a woman in the rear, and for a moment they didn’t know how to respond.

“Are you very idle?” Qiao Minghua walked by and asked coldly, then looked at the medical basket beside A’Ru. “Take this away.”

An auxiliary soldier bent down to take it.

A’Ru held on and wouldn’t let go.

“He still needs it!” she shouted.

Her voice was already hoarse from days of exhaustion.

Qiao Minghua glanced at the wounded soldier lying on the ground whose vital signs were rapidly fading. This soldier had been shot through the neck with an arrow, but it wasn’t immediately fatal. Due to excessive blood loss, he occasionally convulsed, and his eyes, which still held a trace of consciousness, showed a hint of longing.

Longing for life? Or longing for release from this pain?

Qiao Minghua bent down and pressed the arrow shaft. The wounded soldier’s eyes immediately widened, his feet kicked a few times, then he was still.

A’Ru’s scream rang out.

“You killed him, you killed him!” she screamed in disbelief, hugging her arms and backing away, looking at this military physician with terror. A military physician!

“Carry him away,” Qiao Minghua said nothing, paid no attention to A’Ru’s screams, and casually took the basket containing medicine, bandages, and cotton from A’Ru’s hands.

The auxiliary soldiers showed no fear at all of this. They seemed long accustomed to it, reaching out to close the dead man’s wide-open eyes and carrying him away.

“Give it back to me, you don’t deserve to use it, you… you’re not saving people…” A’Ru chased after them, grabbing the basket and shouting.

Qiao Minghua looked at her indifferently.

“A’Ru, give it to him,” Qi Yue’s voice came from nearby.

A’Ru let go of her grip.

Qiao Minghua didn’t look at them and walked away.

“Lady,” A’Ru turned to look and saw Qi Yue getting up from the ground. In front of her, a wounded soldier had just died.

“He’s not killing people, he’s saving them,” Qi Yue said, forcing an ugly smile for A’Ru. “At this time, in this place, compassionate reluctance would actually be killing people, while a heart of stone can actually save people.”

A’Ru bit her lip and cried.

“Lady, we… can’t we save…” she finally sobbed.

It had been so many days. They watched wounded soldiers being carried in, then watched them being carried out. That feeling of helplessness could really drive a person mad.

Since she had begun practicing medicine, since Qianjin Hall became famous, this was her first time – the first time seeing Qi Lady, who in her eyes was omnipotent, show bewildered and helpless expression, show despair…

Nothing worked. What had once been praised as divine skills could save nothing here.

Nothing worked…

Qi Yue said nothing and looked around again.

So this was what fresh, steaming hot, newly delivered wounded soldiers were like…

So this hellish scene far exceeded imagination…

When daylight gradually brightened, the battlefield had been cleaned up. Captured armor and weapons were piled to one side, with auxiliary soldiers inspecting them. Carts and horses shuttled back and forth transporting goods, soldiers and officers loudly greeting each other as they passed. Yesterday’s fierce battle seemed like a dream, leaving no trace on these people.

Qi Yue had been sitting on this earthen slope for half a day. From here she could overlook the entire area outside the fort – the desolate northern frontier in winter.

Footsteps came from behind. Qi Yue paid no attention, probably A’Ru and the others coming to check on her out of concern.

“Here.”

An indifferent male voice said, while extending a hand holding a water pouch.

Qi Yue didn’t take it.

“Do you have wine?” she asked.

Qiao Minghua untied his wine pouch.

“Thanks,” Qi Yue took it, opened it, and tilted her head back to drink several large gulps.

“Your drinking capacity seems quite good,” Qiao Minghua said.

“So seeing action is more credible than claims, right?” Qi Yue said, wiping the corner of her mouth with her sleeve.

Compared to her self-proclaimed status as a divine physician, this drinking capacity was more convincing.

Qiao Minghua was silent for a moment.

Qi Yue also said nothing, still looking down the slope. Sunlight had broken through the clouds, and there were glints of light flashing on the scorched earth.

That was blood that hadn’t yet seeped into the ground…

Qi Yue felt only piercing pain, but she still insisted on keeping her eyes open to look.

“I understand now. You’re not a divine physician, you’re a doctor,” Qiao Minghua said from behind.

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“Thank you for Dr. Qiao’s recognition. I’m honored,” she said.

“Before, many doctors came too – some low-key, some flamboyant, some old, some young,” Qiao Minghua said, his gaze also looking down the slope. “This military medical corps could never keep anyone. We’re always short-handed. I’ve invited them, offered money, even convinced superiors to promise official positions, but as soon as they heard it meant following into battle, not one was willing to come.”

Qi Yue was silent for a moment, then turned to look at Qiao Minghua.

“How long have you been here?” she suddenly asked.

Qiao Minghua frowned slightly, as if thinking.

“How long has it been? I came with my master’s master. I was still a child then. Later my master’s master left. Then those martial uncles also left. Later my master died, and my martial brothers also left…” he murmured. “How long has it been? About twenty years?”

Twenty years? Qi Yue was somewhat surprised. Looking at Qiao Minghua’s appearance, he seemed to be a full forty years old, but according to what he said, he was at most thirty.

“You’re the first one who dared to actually come and follow into battle,” Qiao Minghua said. “I take back what I said about you.”

Qi Yue smiled, somewhat bitterly.

“You don’t need to take it back. What you said was right,” she said, tilting her head back to drink more wine. This wine couldn’t be called good wine – it had only harshness without wine fragrance, but at this moment she needed harshness, not smoothness.

“I really had started to think I was omnipotent,” she continued, laughing self-mockingly. “I really thought I was a divine being descending to save all living creatures.”

She looked at Qiao Minghua.

“I also looked down on you,” she said, shaking her head and laughing. “What right did I have to look down on you? What did I have to be proud of?”

Qiao Minghua looked at her and tossed over an official token.

Qi Yue reached out to catch it.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Your carts are all loaded. The fort gates will open at noon – you can leave. You can reach Dong Family Fort before dark, where it’s safe,” Qiao Minghua said, turning around. “If you still have the heart for it, take better care of the wounded soldiers in the rear.”

Qi Yue looked at the token in her hand, stood up, and looked at Qiao Minghua’s retreating figure.

“Hey,” she suddenly called out.

Qiao Minghua stopped and turned back to look at her.

“Did you ever have dreams?” Qi Yue asked.

What?

Qiao Minghua frowned.

“You must have had dreams, Minghua, Minghua – just like your name suggests, to be a doctor who relieves people’s pain and gives them hope, brightness, radiance, and strength. That was your dream, wasn’t it?” Qi Yue asked.

Qiao Minghua laughed scoffingly.

Women were always like this – emotional and inexplicable.

He shook his head, said nothing more, and continued walking.

“Do you still have dreams now?” Qi Yue continued.

Qiao Minghua didn’t stop walking.

“Reality is very helpless, always crueler than we imagine, but isn’t the reason people are human precisely because we have dreams and hope?”

“Just twenty years was enough to wear away all your hope and dreams?”

“Have you resigned yourself to fate? Don’t you really want to do something, try harder? Maybe what you’d face wouldn’t be lives that can’t be saved.”

Qiao Minghua stopped and turned back to look at this woman standing on the slope, with sunlight casting brightness behind her.

“Relying on what? Just on dreams?” he asked.

“That’s right, just relying on dreams,” Qi Yue said. Here she laughed self-mockingly. “Though I too haven’t had dreams for a very, very long time.”

Numbness – was it only Qiao Minghua who was numb? Wasn’t she the same?

Repetitive life, repetitive life and death, repetitive gratitude, repetitive sorrow.

She thought of the conversation when her father decided to perform brain surgery on that patient.

Everyone disagreed with doing this surgery because the chances of success were too small – it was almost impossible.

As the famous and respected Dr. Qi who had enough comfort to retire, there was absolutely no need to take on this impossible challenge.

“Dad, do you think you’re still a young person? Playing with passionate dreams and such?”

“Yueyue, you’re a young person. What are your passionate dreams?”

“…Higher salary, less work… patients who aren’t so difficult…”

“Haha, then I really am not a young person!”

In the end, the surgery failed, the patient was paralyzed, the family was furious, all responsibility was taken, and his future and reputation were ruined.

“Do you regret it? Knowingly doing what cannot be done – do you regret it?”

“Knowingly doing what cannot be done – how can that be called something to regret? This is a glorious thing. At least, when the next person encounters this kind of surgery, they’ll have my example as guidance. This is a good thing, so meaningful – what’s there to regret?”

“Dreams – do such things really work?” Qiao Minghua asked with a laugh.

Qi Yue’s gaze passed over him and fell ahead, a trace of a smile appearing on her face.

“Of course they work. With dreams we try, with dreams we’re not afraid of failure. It’s like being let down by a man, getting hurt, but still having dreams about love, dreaming that there will definitely be someone who understands your true heart, who will cherish your true heart. So you’re not afraid of hurt, disappointment, or fear, and dare to reach out again to accept, and then you’ll have rewards…” she said with a smile.

What nonsense was this? Love? Men? Qiao Minghua was somewhat stunned. Where did this tangent come from?

This woman…

He couldn’t help but follow Qi Yue’s gaze and saw several people running toward them in the distance, with a tall, imposing man in the lead.

Chapter 334: So Close
Chang Yuncheng headed straight for this direction.

He couldn’t be bothered with the soldiers’ welcoming reception when he entered the fort gates, directly delegating that to Jiang Hai while he himself went to inquire about Qi Yueniang at the military medical camp.

Jiang Hai gladly accepted this task, even more eager than Chang Yuncheng.

“Where is Lady Qi?” he shouted bluntly to the officers of all ranks who came to greet them.

His shouting stunned everyone.

“Lady Qi is…” Jiang Hai was about to explain, but someone had already spoken.

“Lady Qi just went to the back slope,” he said.

Obviously, he was already very familiar with this female physician who had come with the military medical corps.

Actually, it wasn’t just him – with a female physician added to the military medical camp in a world full of men, it would be hard not to know her.

Chang Yuncheng heard this with pricked ears and immediately ran in that direction.

Jiang Hai wasn’t about to be left behind, not caring about any courtesy or responsibilities.

They ran over, and their entourage naturally followed.

Only a group of soldiers who had come to welcome them remained standing in place, looking at each other in bewilderment.

The customary words “General, you’ve worked hard” hadn’t even been spoken yet.

What was happening?

The distance from the fort gates to the back slope wasn’t actually far, but Chang Yuncheng felt like he had been running for a lifetime. When he actually saw that woman’s figure, he instead found it hard to believe.

Was it another dream?

In dreams, every time he approached, that woman would disappear…

The feeling of heartbreak after waking from such dreams was truly unbearable.

He couldn’t help but stop walking.

That woman began walking this way, getting closer and closer until he could see the smile on her face clearly.

Chang Yuncheng felt his eyes sting – clearer than in any previous dream.

It was real, not a dream.

He finally lifted his feet again, but someone rushed past him, bringing up a gust of wind and raising a cloud of dust.

“Lady Qi!” Jiang Hai rushed over, grabbing Qi Yue’s arm and shouting loudly.

His voice was hoarse and trembling, seeming to carry tears.

“You scared me to death!” he shouted loudly. “I’m so glad you’re alright!”

Qi Yue looked at Jiang Hai, who was usually cheerful and sunny as a bright day, now showing undisguised fear on his face, and was very moved.

“I’m fine. I scared you – I’m really sorry,” she said solemnly, patting his arm to comfort him.

“I’ll go get revenge for you right now!” Jiang Hai shouted, turning to leave.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to stop him.

“What revenge? If someone tells me to go die and I go die, that’s me being stupid, not them being wrong,” she laughed. “I chose to come myself. It has nothing to do with others.”

Jiang Hai looked unconvinced and turned to look for the military physician.

“Where’s that Qiao Minghua? Where’s the one called Qiao Minghua?” he shouted.

Qiao Minghua, who had been standing nearby, understood what was happening when Jiang Hai rushed over. He pursed his lips, turned, and walked away, no longer there by this time.

Qi Yue smiled as she explained to him, her gaze falling on Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng stood in place, also looking at her.

His expression seemed somewhat dazed.

Qi Yue smiled at him with pursed lips.

“Lady Qi, Lady Qi, are you really alright? Are you injured anywhere?” Jiang Hai asked frantically, turning in circles and standing directly in front of Qi Yue, blocking her view.

“Really, I’m fine,” Qi Yue said, looking at him.

“Good thing it was siege defense. With city walls, you wouldn’t be in danger. If it had been an open field encounter battle, you must remember to run desperately, run far away,” Jiang Hai chattered on.

Chang Yuncheng moved to change his position. Qi Yue sensed his gaze, looked over, and smiled again.

“Yes. Don’t worry, I’ll definitely protect myself well,” she said, her gaze on Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but look down at his feet, but then snapped to attention and quickly looked up, only to see Jiang Hai’s broad back blocking his view.

“Lady Qi, Lady Qi!”

Someone called out anxiously from the distance.

Qi Yue quickly looked over.

“Miss A’Ru asks you to come over for a moment,” the person said. Obviously an auxiliary soldier, he called out timidly.

A difficult case had come up. Qi Yue nodded and agreed.

“Thank you… thank you all for rushing over. I made you… worry. I’m fine. I need to get busy now,” she said, looking at Jiang Hai, then at Chang Yuncheng.

Jiang Hai watched reluctantly as she ran off.

“Don’t tire yourself out – aren’t there military physicians who aren’t just eating for free,” he called after her, reluctantly withdrawing his gaze to look at Chang Yuncheng, only to see Chang Yuncheng also watching that woman’s retreating figure.

“Prince,” he immediately walked over, looking with both grievance and pity toward the direction where the figure could no longer be seen. “Look how busy Lady Qi is – she can’t even spare time to talk to you. How tired she must be…”

He was answered with silence.

Jiang Hai felt his side face getting a bit chilly and couldn’t help but shiver, touching the back of his head.

“Is the wind picking up?” he muttered, turning his head to meet Chang Yuncheng’s dark eyes.

“Jiang Hai,” Chang Yuncheng looked at him and spoke.

His voice was somewhat hoarse.

“Yes,” Jiang Hai responded. “Prince, tell me, should I get revenge for Lady Qi? We can’t let Xu Ningde off. My woman…”

Chang Yuncheng coughed heavily, interrupting Jiang Hai’s words, his facial muscles seeming somewhat stiff.

“Your woman?” he asked in a strange tone.

Jiang Hai scratched his head and smiled sheepishly. Things had been too urgent – he had actually spoken his inner thoughts aloud and forgotten to ask about the most important matter.

“…Well… Prince, you know, originally I was saved by Lady Qi, and, well, she saw me completely naked…” he said hurriedly. “They say life-saving grace should be repaid with one’s body…”

Chang Yuncheng’s expression became even stranger. This time he didn’t even speak, just looked at Jiang Hai like that.

Jiang Hai felt somewhat unnerved being looked at this way.

“By the way, Prince, does Lady Qi actually have a man or not?” he asked in a lowered voice.

Chang Yuncheng swallowed.

“Yes,” he said hoarsely.

Jiang Hai looked shocked and incredulous.

Actually…

“He’s not dead?” he asked tremblingly.

Although Lady Qi dressed as a married woman, no man had ever appeared by her side – Hu San and Xiao Qu naturally didn’t count.

He had always harbored the beautiful hope that Lady Qi was a widow.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath.

“Not dead,” he answered hoarsely.

Jiang Hai felt like the sky was falling.

“But, but what kind of man would let Lady Qi run around all by herself like this?” he shouted, grabbing Chang Yuncheng as if grasping at a last hope. “Prince, you’re Lady Qi’s former master – you’re like her family! You must stand up for Lady Qi and make her divorce that man!”

Chang Yuncheng closed his eyes, feeling buzzing chaos in his ears.

Jiang Hai was still chattering about something. Chang Yuncheng couldn’t hear clearly. He took a deep breath.

“Jiang Hai,” he suddenly said.

Jiang Hai stopped his chatter and looked at him expectantly.

“I remember you’re supposed to be in Ningxia Town?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Jiang Hai paused and blinked.

“Yes,” he said. “But…”

“But how did you come back?” Chang Yuncheng frowned. “How long have you been back?”

Jiang Hai’s expression became somewhat embarrassed.

“Not, not long…” he stammered.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him with a dark expression.

“Prince, I came back for Old Wei’s birthday. I was going to leave immediately, but then I met Lady Qi. She’s all alone here in an unfamiliar place, so I…” Jiang Hai hurriedly explained.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him coldly without speaking.

Chang Yuncheng’s military discipline was strict. Jiang Hai finally lowered his head.

“I’ll go back and accept military punishment,” he said dejectedly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him.

“No need. You don’t need to return to Ningxia,” he said.

Jiang Hai was overjoyed.

Sure enough, the Prince cared for him most!

“You go to Liaodong Town,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Jiang Hai was instantly stunned and dazed.

Chang Yuncheng finally got rid of Jiang Hai, whom he wanted to strangle just from looking at him, and walked quickly toward the wounded soldiers’ quarters, suppressing his pounding heartbeat.

What should he say when he saw her?

She… she had suffered…

That was stating the obvious…

Say, I missed you…

Chang Yuncheng felt his ears burning as if they would melt. He had to stop walking to prevent them from actually falling off as he moved.

No, no. This place was so dangerous – he should first ask if she was injured…

Countless thoughts ran wild. Chang Yuncheng walked quickly for a few steps, then stopped for a few steps. Finally, he still reached the wounded soldiers’ quarters.

The place was filled with chaotic noise – wailing, crying, cursing.

Should he go straight in, or call her out?

Chang Yuncheng stopped walking.

She must be very busy. Then… then he’d just stand quietly to the side and watch her. When she finished her work, then…

Chang Yuncheng’s heart jumped to his throat.

Then they could be alone together and talk…

How long had it been since they’d seen each other?

Not to mention being alone together…

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath and stepped into the courtyard.

Qi Yue was talking with A’Ru as they walked out. The two came face to face.

“Prince!” A’Ru shouted, her face full of joy.

She had been busy here and didn’t know Chang Yuncheng had arrived.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze fell on Qi Yue and never moved away.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

Those words he had rehearsed – why couldn’t he say them when they reached his lips?

Chang Yuncheng opened his mouth only to feel his throat was somewhat hoarse and couldn’t make a sound.

“Oh my, Prince, Prince! So you rushed here to visit the wounded soldiers! How hard you’ve worked, traveling all this way without even drinking water before coming over…”

Noise came from behind, accompanied by chaotic footsteps.

Chang Yuncheng’s face darkened.

The Guard Commander was already standing behind him.

“Oh my, Lady Qi!” he looked toward Qi Yue again, his expression excited and solemn as he walked over. “This time you’ve really worked hard! I just learned that you actually volunteered to follow the military medical corps into battle! This truly shows a devoted patriotic heart and deep benevolent feelings! Simply worthy of a physician’s benevolent heart and demeanor! We are ashamed!”

The Guard Commander couldn’t be bothered with Chang Yuncheng and rushed over. The people behind him naturally weren’t about to be left behind, surging forward together to surround her.

“Yes, yes, Lady Qi truly has the demeanor of a heroine!”

“No wonder everyone calls you a divine physician, Lady Qi – such benevolence is something only gods and Buddhas possess!”

“Lady Qi has really worked hard!”

“With Lady Qi here, the soldiers are blessed!”

“So Lady Qi is an old acquaintance of the Prince!”

“Truly like flood water washing away the Dragon King Temple – family not recognizing family!”

“Yes, yes, why didn’t Lady Qi say so earlier!”

Qi Yue was somewhat bewildered by their words. She didn’t recognize any of these people! How did they all seem so familiar with her? Who were these people?

She wanted to look at Chang Yuncheng, but her view was completely blocked by these people.

Watching Qi Yue enthusiastically surrounded by the crowd, listening to the varied flattery and praise, Chang Yuncheng standing at the entrance couldn’t help but close his eyes and forcefully swallow his breath.

He clenched his fists hanging at his sides tightly, making crisp cracking sounds.

This was the first time he knew that these big shots of Gansu Town actually had such eloquence!

It really opened his eyes!

How wonderful!

Since they were so eloquent and good with words, those clerks and advisors hired in the guard city could be dismissed – there would be plenty of opportunities to let them talk to their hearts’ content!

The Guard Commander and others, who were surrounding Qi Yue and pouring out the compliments they had memorized beforehand, suddenly felt their backs getting cold.

They couldn’t help but secretly look back to see Chang Yuncheng standing at the entrance with a dark expression.

Still… unhappy?

It was over – it seemed this former household physician held quite a position in the Prince’s heart. Looking at this woman’s appearance again, perhaps… ahem, among wealthy noble families there were many romantic affairs – everyone understood.

Everyone couldn’t help but exchange glances, racking their brains to continue lavishing praise, determined not to stop until they made the Prince happy!

Chapter 335: Finally Meeting
However, Qi Yue quickly understood what was happening.

She had neither the mood nor reason to be a target for these people.

“Sorry, I’m still very busy,” she raised her voice and said. Without caring what these people said next, she pushed through them and walked toward the door.

Everyone was stunned, then became even more respectful in their attitude. Look – why did people have confidence? Because they had backing.

Chang Yuncheng watched this woman suddenly emerge from the crowd and walk toward him, getting closer and closer. He felt his body stiffen as he stared at her without blinking.

She was walking over!

She was walking over!

She… walked past…

Walked past!

Chang Yuncheng’s breathing stopped for an instant.

She walked past!

He spun around sharply.

“Prince, Prince!” The people who had come to their senses rushed toward him, with one officer not forgetting to shout loudly, “Prince, you’ve worked hard…”

“Shut up!” Chang Yuncheng spun around again and roared.

The noisy crowd that had surged forward froze instantly.

The Guard Commander also felt rather embarrassed.

“What have I worked hard at? I’ve been away all along – it’s the Guard Commander who has worked hard!” Chang Yuncheng bowed to the Guard Commander, his expression dark and appearing very solemn. “After the barbarians’ retreat, there are many affairs to handle. I’m grateful that you’ve personally come to inspect and arrange things. You need not worry about the wounded soldiers here. Please go to the official hall to comfort the officers and discuss merit rewards and reports.”

The Guard Commander immediately straightened his back, feeling warm in his heart despite the cold winter.

Good – it seemed those words earlier had indeed worked. What did men want? Face, of course!

You give me face, and naturally I’ll give you face. This misunderstanding could be glossed over.

“These are all my duties – what hardship is there?” the Guard Commander replied formally.

“Please, Commander, take charge of the central affairs,” Chang Yuncheng said again, gesturing invitingly.

The officers of Pengshan Fort, who had been unclear about what was happening, now understood and hurriedly took over with a commotion.

The Guard Commander had both face and substance, so he left happily.

Chang Yuncheng breathed a slight sigh of relief and looked again toward the direction Qi Yue had left. Seeing that woman walking quickly away, he hurried to follow, but was grabbed by the Guard Commander who had only walked a few steps.

“Prince, come along, come along,” he said with a smile.

“You go ahead, Commander. If there’s anything that needs doing, just order me to do it,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The Guard Commander shook his head.

“For such important matters, we absolutely cannot proceed without your presence and counsel,” he said, taking Chang Yuncheng’s hand and leading him forward.

You respect me, I respect you – mutual face-giving meant everyone would be happy.

The others naturally agreed. Chang Yuncheng was helplessly carried along by the crowd.

Meanwhile, A’Ru walked while looking back.

“Lady, the Prince has come!” she said excitedly and repeatedly.

Qi Yue snorted.

“Not surprising at all,” she muttered. “What a loss.”

A’Ru pushed her lightly.

“Lady, isn’t this surprising enough? It’s shocking! Didn’t you see the Prince’s eyes were scattered with fright!” she said.

Really?

Qi Yue tilted her head slightly, recalling.

Apart from that dazed expression, there was no difference from before.

She couldn’t help but smile with pursed lips.

“It’s just that the Prince is too busy…” A’Ru looked back again, saying with some regret.

Qi Yue also looked back.

Chang Yuncheng had already left with the crowd.

“With such a big matter, naturally he has to be busy,” Qi Yue said.

“But knowing that you’re safe and sound, Lady, the Prince can be at ease,” A’Ru said with relief.

Qi Yue said nothing, looking again toward the direction Chang Yuncheng had gone, the corners of her mouth slightly upturned.

Yes, everyone being safe was the simplest and happiest thing.

Night fell, and the day’s busy exhaustion temporarily came to a pause.

Qi Yue didn’t request to help at the wounded soldiers’ camp. First, she had no medicine left, and second, Qiao Minghua, with over twenty years of experience dealing with such injuries, was much more skilled than herself.

“What we need to do now is prepare instruments and medicinal materials,” Qi Yue said, looking at Hu San and the others. “For battlefield first aid, only three things are urgent: first is stopping bleeding, second is anesthesia, third is preventing infection. So we need to obtain these three types of medicine.”

“Aren’t there already medicines for stopping bleeding?” Hu San said.

“Those won’t do – we need more effective ones,” Qi Yue said.

“Master, do you have that kind of medicine?” Hu San shouted with delight.

Qi Yue smiled bitterly.

“I know of such medicine, but I don’t have it,” she said.

“Knowing is enough, knowing is enough. Didn’t we already develop penicillin?” Hu San said happily.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“Yes, that’s right,” she said. “Because Yongqing Prefecture is too far away, you need to set up a penicillin extraction base here for me.”

Hu San snapped his fingers.

“No problem, Master. Just watch,” he said loudly.

A’Ru glared at him.

“Alright, it’s getting late. We haven’t had a good sleep for days. Everyone disperse quickly,” she said.

Hu San and the others responded and turned to leave. Xiao Qu suddenly blocked them and gave his companions a meaningful look.

“Master, there’s something I’d like to ask…” he said.

Everyone looked at him.

Hu San frowned even more.

What could you possibly have to ask about, you menial worker? If there’s anything to ask, asking me would be enough!

Before he could speak, he saw Xiao Qu and another guard suddenly pounce toward the door.

“Who’s there! How dare you!” they shouted in unison.

Everyone was startled, as was Chang Yuncheng outside the door.

He instinctively stepped back, avoiding Xiao Qu and the other’s attempt to capture him.

“It’s me,” he said quietly.

Xiao Qu, who was about to advance further, paused.

“Prince?” he shouted in surprise.

There was no light outside. The lamplight from the open door shone on this man – it was indeed Chang Yuncheng.

Qi Yue had already come from inside the house to the doorway. Hu San, A’Hao, and A’Ru also crowded over, all eyes falling on Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng felt extremely embarrassed.

This behavior of his – did it count as eavesdropping?

“Prince, you’ve come! Please come in and sit!” Hu San enthusiastically greeted him, about to enter the house to personally entertain him.

A’Ru pinched him hard from behind.

Hu San grimaced and yelped.

“Alright, it’s getting late. Everyone go down,” A’Ru glared at him and said to everyone, pulling A’Hao, who was still standing to the side grinning, to leave first.

Hu San realized what was happening and followed with a grin. Then Xiao Qu and the four others bowed to him as they passed.

In the blink of an eye, only two people remained – one at the house door, one in the courtyard, facing each other in silence.

Qi Yue had imagined countless scenarios of their meeting, but when they actually met, she felt there was nothing special about it, as if they had never been apart and had always been meeting. Her heart was surprisingly calm.

“Finished with your work?” she asked.

“Finished,” Chang Yuncheng said hurriedly.

Another moment of silence.

“Then rest early,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng was startled – he hadn’t come here to say goodnight!

“I, I,” he said hurriedly. “I’m not tired.”

Qi Yue rolled her eyes.

Chang Yuncheng wanted to slap himself.

What nonsense was he saying!

“Well, I’m tired,” Qi Yue said with a straight face.

Chang Yuncheng immediately deflated, lowering his head to look at his feet.

Yes, how tired she must be…

Traveling so far, then experiencing warfare…

“Then… then you rest early,” he said quietly, not looking up, about to turn around while staring at his feet.

Qi Yue was both angry and amused.

“Chang Yuncheng, don’t you have anything you want to say to me?” she asked.

Chang Yuncheng’s head snapped up.

Yes, of course he did!

I missed you, I thought about you, I worried about you, I couldn’t bear to part with you…

“The carriages are all prepared. We can send you away tomorrow,” he said.

Qi Yue’s eyes widened.

“Chang Yuncheng, I rejected my second spring, traveled thousands of miles east and west to find you, and this is what you say to me?” she shouted.

What was “second spring”?

This thought flashed woodenly through Chang Yuncheng’s mind.

“Go away! I’m going to sleep!” Qi Yue shouted and slammed the door shut.

The bang of the closing door made Chang Yuncheng’s heart skip three beats as he stared helplessly at the tightly shut door.

What was happening?

Chang Yuncheng broke out in a sweat.

What should he do?

What should he do?

“No means yes.”

At this moment, Fan Yilin’s voice suddenly echoed in his ears. Chang Yuncheng shuddered.

He looked at that tightly shut door.

The dim lamplight cast a slender shadow on the window frame.

She had traveled thousands of miles to come here…

She had readily accepted the provocation to stay here…

For what?

For what?

What else could it be for!

Another bang – this time Qi Yue was startled. She had just turned around when Chang Yuncheng rushed over and pulled her into his arms.

“What are you doing?” Qi Yue couldn’t help but scream. Her nose and face hit his chest due to his forceful embrace, making her grunt again as she raised her hands to beat him.

Chang Yuncheng let her hit him, just holding her without letting go.

“Yueniang, I missed you,” he said loudly.

He repeated it over and over, from loud at first to murmuring at the end.

“I don’t want you to leave, don’t want to be separated from you, don’t want you to marry someone else. This is what I wanted to say to you.”

“What am I to you? Why should your thoughts concern me!” Qi Yue said angrily, pinching his waist and back.

Chang Yuncheng pulled her away to look at her face.

“You are my woman,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him in shock and snorted disdainfully.

“You are my woman! Not anyone else’s!” Chang Yuncheng said again, thinking of Jiang Hai’s repeated claims, remembering how he had hidden behind a tree in Yongqing Prefecture watching Qi Yue smile at Wang Qian, remembering Zhou Maochun repeatedly arranging marriage proposals for her in the capital.

“You are my woman, and no one can take you away!” he shouted fiercely. “No one!”

Qi Yue kicked him and struggled free, stepping back several paces.

“Who do you think you are? Dream on! You have no right to control me! I’m leaving right now! You can keep whoever you want!” she glared and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, then suddenly without saying a word, reached out and hoisted her up.

Caught off guard, Qi Yue was startled, her head and feet hanging in the air as she screamed.

“Qi Yueniang, you’ve forgotten again!” Chang Yuncheng said in a deep voice. “I told you before – whether you leave or stay, you think you really have a choice!”

With that, he carried her on his shoulder straight toward the inner room with the heated brick bed, casually extinguishing the dim oil lamp on the table. The room was instantly swallowed by darkness.

This time it was truly repaid in full, not even a bit of interest was spared!!

Chapter 336: Deep Night
When they collapsed onto the bed, Qi Yue was almost suffocated by the weight pressing down on her.

Chang Yuncheng somewhat awkwardly probed with his foot to kick away whatever unknown object had nearly tripped him, while using his hand to prop up half his body.

Qi Yue had already coughed several times.

“You bastard…” she cursed.

“What’s all this clutter in the room, why didn’t you clean it up properly,” Chang Yuncheng said with a flushed face.

“When would I have time to clean!” Qi Yue replied irritably.

This unexpected exchange interrupted the tension that had arisen from Chang Yuncheng’s sudden movement, and also made the atmosphere somewhat strange.

The two lay on the bed still maintaining their position with one above and one below.

Chang Yuncheng seemed to suddenly notice the soft, tender, fragrant sensation beneath him, and his face turned completely red.

What, what was he doing?

Fortunately, the night concealed everything.

But it couldn’t conceal the increasingly heavy and rapid breathing.

“Get up,” Qi Yue said in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng breathed a sigh of relief. He was truly afraid this woman would keep silent – when she didn’t speak, he was scared, but when she did speak, it was better.

He relaxed and leaned down closer to her.

This little rascal really had guts!

Qi Yue widened her eyes and raised her hand to press against his chest.

“Get up quickly!” she shouted again, “You’ve gone too far!”

Chang Yuncheng ultimately didn’t dare to force himself on her.

“I won’t get up,” he answered sullenly.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh a little.

“Get up,” she said, this time with a much gentler tone, reaching out to push him, “Your clothes are poking into me.”

Chang Yuncheng was wearing official robes with protective gear – hard and rigid.

He obviously just realized this and immediately got up.

“Then I’ll take them off,” he said.

As the restraints left her, Qi Yue hurriedly sat up as well, seeing Chang Yuncheng indeed beginning to remove his clothes. She couldn’t help but spit in disgust.

“In the middle of the night, you just randomly come to a woman’s place and strip! Get out now!” She lifted her foot to kick him.

Chang Yuncheng, nervous and half-kneeling on the kang, found these clothes that he normally wore and removed with ease extremely difficult to unfasten at this moment. A layer of sweat formed on his nose, and Qi Yue’s kick made him sit down on the kang.

Chang Yuncheng became annoyed and simply tore at the fabric clothing, ripping it apart while pulling off those protective pieces.

Qi Yue felt both angry and amused, lifting her foot to kick him again.

“Get out, get out,” she said.

This time her raised foot was caught by Chang Yuncheng’s outstretched hand, and then with another pull, accompanied by her low cry, she was pressed beneath him again.

“It’s not poking anymore, right?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t forget to ask.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

In the night, their close faces were hazy and indistinct. Yet Chang Yuncheng seemed to clearly see the bright, beautiful face of the woman before him.

He slowly leaned down, and Qi Yue quickly turned her head aside. Chang Yuncheng’s head fell beside her ear.

Qi Yue thought he would move again, but the head beside her ear remained completely still, with hands passing beneath her body, tightly embracing her.

“Yueniang.”

The murmuring voice by her ear, the warm breath, made Qi Yue’s skin slightly tremble.

“Yueniang.”

He murmured her name, his voice seeming to cry and laugh at the same time, with no other words, only this sound after sound of whispers coming from deep within his chest.

Qi Yue’s body gradually softened.

“What are you calling out for? Didn’t you want to chase me away? Get up quickly. Don’t block me from leaving,” she said with a huff.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng buried his face in her shoulder, pressing against her soft hair and said in a muffled voice, “Rather than wait for you to say you’re leaving, I’d rather say it first myself. Because I cannot, not even a little bit, bear your rejection.”

“Well now I’ve said it – I want to leave. Get up,” Qi Yue said irritably, patting him with her hand.

Chang Yuncheng tightened his embrace, and Qi Yue made muffled sounds due to the suffocating tightness.

“Now I’m not afraid anymore, and I won’t be afraid in the future either. No matter what you say, no matter how you make a fuss, whether you hit me or scold me or cry, I absolutely will not let you go,” he said, raising his body to look at Qi Yue.

Able to breathe again, Qi Yue couldn’t help but gasp for air with her mouth open.

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head to kiss her lips, easily exploring between her lips and teeth.

Obviously his technique was still clumsy. Qi Yue felt she was about to suffocate, but this man had thick skin and didn’t seem to feel anything despite her scratching and clawing.

Just when Qi Yue felt she was about to die, Chang Yuncheng suddenly released her, propping himself up with one hand while the other began tearing at the already half-torn clothing on his body.

With their bodies pressed tightly together, Qi Yue could clearly feel his burning hardness.

“Don’t you dare! Get out!” she cursed in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng, no matter how rough, wouldn’t be stupid enough to obediently listen and roll out at this moment.

He didn’t speak either, only quickened his movements. Soon he had removed his upper garments and pressed down again, one hand pressing against Qi Yue’s clothing.

Qi Yue pressed down on his hand.

“I’m telling you…” she was about to shout when Chang Yuncheng suddenly reached out to cover her mouth.

“Someone’s coming,” he said in a low voice, while suppressing his own rapid breathing.

Someone?

Qi Yue was startled.

Listening carefully, she indeed heard the sound of someone landing outside the room.

This sound was very light – if Chang Yuncheng hadn’t reminded her, she wouldn’t have noticed it at all.

This showed the person had martial arts skills.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but widen her eyes. Chang Yuncheng pressed against her cheek and gently nuzzled, as if comforting her.

The rough, stubbled skin rubbed against her somewhat painfully, but she suddenly felt at ease.

Neither spoke as someone approached the window.

“Miss Qi.”

A soft voice sounded outside.

This voice made both people pressed together on the kang suddenly tense up, their eyes widening in disbelief.

“Miss Qi, it’s me, Jiang Hai.”

The person outside gently knocked on the window.

“Miss Qi? Miss Qi?” he called again.

From his manner, he seemed to have no intention of leaving without getting a response.

“Ah, ah,” Qi Yue had to answer. Due to her panic, her voice trembled somewhat, making it sound more like someone suddenly awakened from sleep.

“Miss Qi, I’m Jiang Hai,” Jiang Hai said happily.

Qi Yue felt Chang Yuncheng exhale heavily by her ear, making her shiver involuntarily as she reached out to pinch his waist hard.

“What is it? What’s the matter at this late hour?” Qi Yue said to the outside.

“Nothing, nothing,” Jiang Hai said in a lowered voice, “I just came to say goodbye!”

Goodbye?

Qi Yue had no idea about this. She had been busy all day, thinking that Jiang Hai and the other soldiers were even busier. Not seeing each other was perfectly normal.

He was actually leaving?

She wanted to push Chang Yuncheng to get up herself, but was afraid Jiang Hai would hear something amiss and barge in – that would be utterly humiliating!

Chang Yuncheng, whether from not daring to move or not wanting to move, just held her without letting go.

“Do you have military duties?” she could only ask this way.

“Yes, I’m going to Liaodong,” Jiang Hai said.

Where was Liaodong? Qi Yue had no concept.

“Are you leaving tomorrow?” she asked.

“Yes,” Jiang Hai answered.

In fact, he had left today, but after walking half a day, he kept thinking about it and felt uncomfortable not saying goodbye. He finally turned back, not daring to let anyone discover him. He had snuck in by climbing over the wall.

“So urgent,” Qi Yue wanted to get up but couldn’t, so she could only glare fiercely at Chang Yuncheng.

“It’s nothing, nothing. I’ll be back soon…” Jiang Hai said happily outside.

Chang Yuncheng snorted coldly in his heart.

“…Then be careful,” Qi Yue instructed.

Outside, Jiang Hai grinned.

It was indeed worth coming back for these words.

“…You be careful too, you should still go back to the interior… I’ve asked someone to take care of those plum blossoms, I’ll send them to you when I return… and some fabric knots… for New Year’s, hang them up for celebration…” Jiang Hai chattered outside.

Qi Yue listened with both warmth and sourness in her heart, while Chang Yuncheng was being improper on top of her. His hand explored inside her clothing, kneading and making her almost moan aloud. Angrily, she raised her head to bite his chin hard.

The suppressed breathing of both people was now quite obvious.

At this moment, footsteps could be heard again.

“Who? Who’s there?” A’Ru called out tremblingly.

Jiang Hai quickly turned to respond.

“You, what are you doing? It’s so late!” A’Ru said with relief, stamping her foot, “Are you trying to ruin my mistress’s reputation?”

Most crucially, there was still a man inside the room!

What kind of situation was this!

She had deliberately sent away Xiao Qu and the others to prevent them from hearing what they shouldn’t. She alone kept watch outside, never expecting it would make it convenient for Jiang Hai to sneak in!

If, if…

A’Ru stamped her foot, not daring to think further!

“I’m leaving now, I’m leaving now…” Jiang Hai said awkwardly, while speaking to the room through the window, “Miss Qi, if you need to find me, just have Lord send me a message!”

Qi Yue heard the grinding of teeth from the man beside her ear, and she patted him.

“Yes, I understand. Be careful out there,” she said.

Jiang Hai happily agreed and took quick steps toward the wall. Reaching the wall, he suddenly stopped and looked at A’Ru.

“Eh?” he frowned and asked, “Why are you outside? Then…”

He suddenly looked toward the room.

“Who’s the person inside the room?” he asked.

Everyone inside and outside the room held their breath for a moment.

“It’s A’Hao! What business is it of yours!” A’Ru said, pressing her heart.

Jiang Hai made an “oh” sound, chuckled, and with a leap climbed over the wall.

“The door isn’t even open!” A’Ru stamped her foot. She glanced at the room, stamped her foot again, and walked away.

The courtyard returned to tranquility.

Qi Yue didn’t even have the strength to hit Chang Yuncheng anymore.

“I’m being crushed to death!” she cried.

Chang Yuncheng rolled to one side, burying his head in the pillow and letting out muffled laughter.

“You’re still laughing!” Qi Yue said angrily, raising her hand to hit him.

Chang Yuncheng’s laughter grew louder.

“Just get out! If someone comes and sees, what would I become!” Qi Yue said, angrily trying to get up.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pull her into his arms.

“What’s there to fear! What would you become? You’re my woman, so what!” he said.

“Ex,” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng’s laughter stopped abruptly. He held her tightly and bowed his head in silence.

“Yueniang, I’m sorry,” he said.

Qi Yue turned to look at him. In the night, she saw him seem to open his mouth to say something but unable to say anything.

Seeing him like this, Qi Yue wanted to both laugh and felt a bit heartbroken.

Only when you like someone to an incomparable degree would you become so trembling with fear.

She sighed, reached out to embrace his waist, and pressed against his chest.

Chapter 337: Tender Affection
The charcoal fire in the room had long since gone out, but covered with quilts and their two bodies pressed together, Qi Yue didn’t feel cold at all. Instead, she felt warm and cozy, as if embracing a furnace.

The earlier atmosphere of desire had faded, replaced by gentle warmth. The two embraced and spoke in low voices, as if they had endless things to say.

“You came looking for me?” Qi Yue was very surprised after hearing his words.

Chang Yuncheng held her in his arms, one hand stroking her smooth hair while recounting what had happened then.

That scene had been a nightmare pressed deep in his heart that he couldn’t touch, but speaking of it now at this moment, it was surprisingly easy – it seemed like nothing at all.

It really was nothing!

Qi Yue raised her hand to pinch him.

“You actually…” Qi Yue was both angry and amused, “Why didn’t you come out? Causing so much trouble!”

“You all… said those things… what was I supposed to come out for… if you were happy, how could I ruin your good time…” Chang Yuncheng said, looking down at her while pulling her hand into his to knead.

“What did we say! We were clearly refusing,” Qi Yue said with a spit.

“You said that?” Chang Yuncheng looked up at her with complete disbelief.

How had he not heard that? All he heard was sweet words and mutual affection…

“We intelligent people speak in ways you can’t understand,” Qi Yue said irritably, scratching his palm.

Chang Yuncheng forcefully pulled her closer.

“In the future, you’re not allowed to speak with intelligent people!” he said in a muffled voice, pressing against her neck.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh at his words.

“That tickles, stop it…” she said, pushing his head away with a laugh.

Chang Yuncheng naturally wouldn’t listen, instead holding her even tighter and nuzzling around her neck.

Pressed so close together, Qi Yue naturally felt his stirring desire and hummed.

“It’s almost dawn, Lord, General Wu Lue. You don’t want to be discovered leaving my room disheveled, do you?” she said.

So soon? Chang Yuncheng turned to look at the window and indeed saw that the night had somehow grown pale.

Because of the military situation, there were soldiers and guards everywhere. Without the cover of darkness…

He knew how difficult it had been for him to sneak over!

He wasn’t afraid of how others would view him. He was afraid of how they would view her.

He had already failed her so much, brought her so much criticism, that even now, besides these empty words of reluctance and promises not to leave, he had given her nothing else.

He didn’t want others to criticize her anymore. Not at all!

“Get dressed and go quickly,” Qi Yue said, kicking him with her foot. Seeing Chang Yuncheng’s dejected expression, she couldn’t help but laugh.

Hmph. Serves him right! This bastard had become a secret lover who couldn’t see the light of day!

Seeing her laugh, Chang Yuncheng felt even more restless with desire.

“It wouldn’t take much time…” he seemed to mutter to himself as he made his decision.

Qi Yue burst out laughing and kicked him twice.

“Get out quickly. I’m dead tired and need to sleep,” she said.

Dawn was breaking. In the night’s final lingering, it was the darkest time before dawn.

A patrol of soldiers suddenly stopped, alertly gripping their spears.

“Who goes there?” one of them shouted sternly.

Heavy footsteps came through the retreating night, followed by a figure appearing.

The white clothing was particularly conspicuous.

“It’s me,” Chang Yuncheng said, maintaining his running posture without any deceleration.

The guards naturally recognized him and quickly put away their spears, stepping aside to make way and salute.

“General, you’re up so early…” they said, their gaze falling on Chang Yuncheng’s clothing.

This was plain white undergarments made of cloth…

In this deep winter… wasn’t it cold?

They looked again. Chang Yuncheng was carrying thick clothes in his hands.

“Ran a lap and worked up a sweat,” Chang Yuncheng said, passing by the group with an unchanged expression and unwavering gaze.

He quickly disappeared into the morning mist.

The guards suddenly understood.

“The General is already training this early.”

“Ran until he was sweating – that must have taken quite a while…”

“The General probably didn’t even rest…”

“If the generals are like this, we certainly can’t slack off. Quick, let’s start running!”

Accompanied by shouts, the patrol soldiers quickened their pace and began running through the streets.

When the sky was fully bright, Qi Yue entered the wounded soldiers’ camp. The busy military doctors were all surprised.

“Why haven’t you left?” Qiao Minghua asked.

“Why should I leave?” Qi Yue asked back.

The other doctors whispered among themselves.

Qiao Minghua looked at her – this woman’s eyes were bright and her cheeks rosy. How was this like someone who had parted from her lover?

The incident of that man called Jiang Hai shouting and rushing here for this woman had already spread everywhere.

They heard he had even cursed the garrison commander to his face – clearly a case of anger for a beauty.

They heard he was going to cause trouble for their medical camp.

But he didn’t get the chance – he had been urgently transferred away yesterday.

Logically speaking, when tender lovers part, shouldn’t there be sorrow and heartbreak? How could she instead look radiant?

Qi Yue had no idea what he was thinking. She rolled up her sleeves and got busy.

The military doctors looked at each other, shook their heads with smiles, and also got busy.

Without penicillin, Qi Yue could only increase the intensity of cleaning and debridement for these wounds, which made the already continuously wailing camp even more miserable.

“You want to suture this wound? That’s too troublesome – so many people are waiting for treatment, when would we finish?” Qiao Minghua frowned.

“But leaving it like this will cause bleeding and infection,” Qi Yue said, looking at him. “How do you handle it?”

Qiao Minghua didn’t speak but directly reached out his hand.

A military doctor immediately handed him a branding iron.

Screams echoed through the camp, accompanied by the sizzling of flesh.

Although she had seen disembowelment, A’Ru was still frightened into screaming and backing away.

The screaming soldier finally fainted from pain, and the scene quieted down.

Qiao Minghua threw the branding iron aside, applied a layer of medicine, clapped his hands, and walked to the next patient.

Qi Yue stood dazed in front of that wounded soldier for a long time, unable to recover, feeling her nose sting with sourness.

“I know of a medicine that can quickly stop bleeding and prevent infection,” she said, taking a deep breath and turning to catch up with Qiao Minghua.

Qiao Minghua continued working without speaking. These days, Qi Yue had mentioned many modern medical terms, but they had never paid attention, let alone asked about them.

“Never mind,” Qi Yue stopped talking. She would just do these things herself. There was no need to explain to them. She turned and rushed toward another wounded patient.

“This one can’t be saved,” a military doctor said, raising his hand to signal for someone to carry the patient away.

“No, no, this is traumatic hemorrhagic shock. There’s still a chance,” Qi Yue quickly blocked him.

What?

The military doctor frowned.

Qi Yue had already begun treatment, with A’Ru following with the medicine box.

The military doctors were pushed aside.

“This is just causing chaos,” someone couldn’t help but mutter.

“Has she been causing chaos these past few days?” Qiao Minghua, who had been keeping his head down working, suddenly said.

These past few days…

Bandaging, stopping bleeding, stabilizing…

Everything they could do, she could do.

But her techniques were ones they had never seen before.

Her scissors could rapidly cut away wounded soldiers’ clothes and shoes, quickly remove protective gear…

She also used cloth strips to stop bleeding, but her cloth strips weren’t simple bandages – she inserted wooden sticks and twisted them tight…

When she had people carry wounded soldiers, she would choose between soft cloth stretchers or door board stretchers…

She carried strange bottles with her and would pry open wounded soldiers’ mouths to force liquid down their throats…

Afterward, everyone had looked – those bottles didn’t contain medicine but water… someone had secretly tasted it – salty-sweet water…

Although everyone was surprised by her methods, they could be certain of one thing: she was very skilled. It was definitely not random or careless.

Everyone fell silent and went about their business.

When lunch was delivered, everyone could take turns resting briefly.

The exhausted military doctors weren’t particular – they simply washed their hands and were about to eat.

“Use this to wash before eating,” Qi Yue stopped everyone.

Looking over, they saw her pointing to a bucket that gave off a medicinal smell.

“You used so much medicine to boil this – for washing hands?” Qiao Minghua frowned.

Medicine was what they lacked most here. There wasn’t enough for consumption, yet it was being used for washing hands!

“In battlefield surgical emergency care, the most important thing is preventing and fighting infection. I know these medicines are scarce, but you are also scarce. Each of you might treat many people, so using these medicines is worthwhile,” Qi Yue said.

“We never used this before – what was wrong with that?” a military doctor muttered.

Qi Yue was about to explain about bacterial infection and such, but Qiao Minghua spoke up.

“Miss Qi is a divine physician. However she says to do things, we’ll do them,” he said, being the first to step forward and ladle out a scoop to soak and rinse.

Seeing him do this, the others could only remain silent and come forward one by one to wash their hands.

Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief and smiled with some relief.

“When are you leaving?” Qiao Minghua asked while soaking his hard biscuit in vegetable soup.

“When are you leaving?” Qi Yue asked back, trying to bite the biscuit – it was too hard.

A’Hao quickly reached out to take it and also soaked it in vegetable soup for her.

“What are you still doing here?” Qiao Minghua asked with a sneer. “Waiting for your so-called hope?”

Qi Yue smiled, knowing his meaning. The soldiers’ battle was over, but the military doctors’ battle was just entering its most intense phase.

Starting yesterday, the wounded soldiers rescued from the battlefield began facing their second life-or-death struggle – infection and various complications.

“No need to look – in two or three days, half this room will be empty,” a military doctor said indifferently with a matter-of-fact expression.

Qi Yue took the soaked biscuit that A’Hao had prepared and ate it in small bites.

“Yes,” she said indistinctly without regard for her image, “waiting for my hope.”

These wounded soldiers with severed limbs, external injuries, and hematomas could still have surgery – the key was having medicine: penicillin, anesthetics, hemostatic drugs.

She hoped Hu San, Xiao Qu, and the others could quickly find the medicines she had mentioned. Even just a little bit – as long as it could give these people hope, as long as there was hope, she could mobilize these people’s strength. What she could do alone in battlefield emergency care was too limited.

Suddenly there was a commotion.

“The officials are here!” someone shouted.

Everyone was startled. Officials? Then everyone looked and saw indeed a group of military officers in official robes had come, along with several people carrying food boxes. The aroma of food came over with the howling north wind.

Qi Yue immediately spotted Chang Yuncheng among them. He wore a military officer’s robe with stern armor.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile, remembering how he had sneaked out in the middle of the night carrying his armor and wearing only undergarments.

“Everyone has worked hard. This is a meal specially prepared by the General to reward everyone. Come, come, put down those biscuits and vegetable soup – let’s eat meat in big chunks,” a military officer called out loudly.

This treatment was truly unprecedented. The military doctors and support soldiers were all delighted and surprised, thanking them repeatedly before lining up to receive their meals.

A’Hao looked at Chang Yuncheng with a beaming smile, raised her eyebrows at Qi Yue, and happily went to line up as well.

Chang Yuncheng stood behind the speaker, his gaze seemingly casually looking over and then accurately catching Qi Yue’s eyes. He saw the teasing smile at the corner of that woman’s mouth, and his own lips couldn’t help but curve slightly. People walking back and forth soon blocked their line of sight.

Chapter 338: Hard to See
The noisy crowd was laughing and talking – no one noticed the exchange of glances between them.

“Sir, didn’t you say you wanted to see the wounded soldiers? This way please,” someone said respectfully.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and stepped inside, catching sight of Qi Yue from the corner of his eye. Qi Yue had received the food A’Hao handed her and was smiling with pursed lips, then seemed to sense something and looked up as well.

The moment their gazes met, they immediately looked away, and Chang Yuncheng entered the courtyard.

“Lord cares deeply for Miss, doesn’t he?” A’Hao leaned close to Qi Yue’s ear and whispered with a smile. “I heard Lord paid for this himself.”

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips but said nothing.

The military doctors here were discussing animatedly while eating the fragrant meat in large bites.

“To actually have such treatment – the sun must be rising from the west…”

“How come they’re not calling us useless waste who eat for nothing anymore…”

“What’s so strange about this? Carrot and stick – isn’t this quite normal?”

“Exactly, with that Jiang Hai outside, taking good care of his woman is a clever way of bestowing favor…”

Qiao Minghua listened for a moment, glanced at Qi Yue who was obviously smiling sweetly nearby, then looked at the large group of officials who had entered the building.

Thanks to this woman’s blessing, they were receiving such treatment?

This could also be considered a kind of hope?

It was just unknown how long this treatment that came because of a certain person could last.

It was nothing more than a passing wind and rain.

Qiao Minghua shook his head, looked down at the big bone with meat in his bowl, picked it up and began eating in large bites.

When night fell, the officials who had been busy all day also reached their dinner time.

“General, General!” Seeing Chang Yuncheng about to leave, the defense official of Pengshan Fort hurriedly called out to him. “The banquet is ready, just waiting for the General to take his seat.”

Chang Yuncheng frowned slightly.

“How can I drink and feast?” he said.

The defense official was stunned by his words.

How can you drink and feast? Hadn’t it always been this way? After bloody battles and defeating the enemy, there was naturally celebration and merit recognition.

What?

“I am following the garrison commander’s orders to inspect and guard here. The rebels have just retreated. The border is unstable – I cannot drink alcohol,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The defense official’s expression became somewhat embarrassed and anxious.

“You all go ahead and drink. I have duties to fulfill, while you have won a great victory and should properly reward the soldiers,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile.

The defense official was stunned again.

What exactly was this…

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pat his shoulder.

“This time we captured much, and all the generals have distinguished themselves. You were the ones who fought bloody battles – you should indeed celebrate properly!” he said with a smile.

With that, he lifted his foot to walk outside.

“Then what about you, General?” the defense official asked in confusion.

“You guarded the fortress for the garrison commander and kept the border towns stable. Now I’ll take your place guarding through the night so you can drink and feast to your heart’s content,” Chang Yuncheng turned back with a smile.

The defense official was emotionally moved.

“How dare we trouble the General!” he shouted, his neck reddening with excitement.

“So drink well – don’t let my efforts be wasted!” Chang Yuncheng laughed, while instructing his personal guards, “Share the wine we brought from Zhangjiakou with everyone.”

Stepping out of the building and hearing the cheers inside, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but grin, his steps becoming lighter.

He looked up at the sky. By this time, that woman should have returned to her room.

This time he should be able to go over earlier!

This time, besides talking freely, there should be time to do other things…

Thinking of that woman’s soft feet kicking around on his body, like a little mouse with its tail on fire scurrying all over him, making his whole body burn up.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but reach up to loosen his collar and quicken his pace. But seeing the patrol soldiers occasionally marching by in formation, he still slowed down and walked unhurriedly under his guards’ escort.

He had just finished riding around the fortress once and hadn’t yet had a chance to head toward that woman’s lodging when he heard hoofbeats behind him – a group of horsemen was approaching.

“General, General…” the leading defense official called out loudly.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“General, we’ve discussed it. With the rebels just retreating, this isn’t a good time to celebrate. What’s that saying – pride leads to defeat! So we’ve decided to wait until the rebels have completely retreated before drinking and feasting!” the defense official who had ridden over shouted excitedly. “Then we’ll drink heartily with the General.”

Chang Yuncheng felt his face twitch.

“Actually, it’s fine – the rebels have already retreated…” he said in a deep voice.

“No, the General’s consideration is correct. It’s only been three days – we cannot be arrogant. We should strengthen our defenses and can only relax after at least ten days,” the defense official said loudly.

Ten days! Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but take a deep breath. That meant he still had to eat with these people for ten more days!

After two rounds of patrol, everyone cheerfully turned their horses around to return to the official hall.

Chang Yuncheng noticed something was wrong – why had the patrol soldiers on the streets suddenly increased?

“General, I’ve added three more patrol teams. This ensures that not even a rebel fly can get through,” the defense official said excitedly.

How’s that? Following the superior’s spiritual guidance closely enough, right?

Chang Yuncheng looked at him deeply.

“You are doing very well,” he nodded.

The defense official immediately broke into a grin.

“It’s because the General taught us well,” he said formally.

When night fell, A’Ru tried hard to make the charcoal fire in the room burn more vigorously, while A’Hao and Qi Yue worked together to bring hot water.

With only the three women here, everyone avoided them when it got dark to prevent impropriety, and they were too embarrassed to ask these tired soldiers for help, so they had to do everything themselves.

After bathing, A’Ru helped Qi Yue dry her hair while A’Hao made the bed and stood by the door, occasionally looking outside.

“Don’t stand by the door – there’s a draft,” A’Ru said.

A’Hao made an “oh” sound and closed the door.

“Why hasn’t Lord come today?” she said.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but glance outside at her words.

“Lord is busy,” A’Ru said quickly.

Qi Yue turned to look at her and hummed.

“Really looking out for your own people – you used to be so close to me, but as soon as you see Lord, he becomes first priority,” she said. “I haven’t even said anything yet, and look how you’re protecting him.”

A’Ru laughed at her words.

“Who am I protecting? I’m protecting you! Afraid you’ll worry and get angry with your petty mind,” she said just as bluntly with a huff.

“Me, petty? Ha, there’s no one in this world more broad-minded than me,” Qi Yue huffed and tossed her head.

“Broad-minded and plump?” A’Hao blinked and interjected.

“Hey, hey, cursing a woman to be fat is making an enemy.”

Laughter and joking filled the room, passing through the broken, drafty door into the night.

Chang Yuncheng stopped in his tracks.

“General, is there anything unusual?”

Immediately four or five soldiers gathered around, alertly scanning the surroundings while asking in low voices.

In the north wind, women’s laughter flashed by.

Chang Yuncheng felt he was having auditory hallucinations.

He glanced at the courtyard a hundred steps away.

So close, yet why was it so difficult to see her even once?

“General, you’ve worked hard. You should go rest. We’re here for these patrols. We guarantee strict vigilance…”

The nearby patrol team said loudly.

This was the third time he’d been caught coming out…

No matter how many different routes he took…

The voices beside his ear continued chattering. Chang Yuncheng sighed and hummed in acknowledgment.

“You’re doing very well,” he said, nodding at these soldiers with a smile. “Thank you for your hard work.”

“Not hard at all!” the soldiers shouted excitedly one by one, straightening their chests.

“Good, you’re all excellent. I’ll save a jar of my good wine for you,” Chang Yuncheng said, smiled, and turned to walk away.

The soldiers loudly thanked him and watched Chang Yuncheng leave.

The oil lamp in the room flickered twice and went out. Qi Yue exhaled, turned to face outward, looked at the dark night, and closed her eyes.

After a simple breakfast, Qi Yue rushed to the wounded soldiers’ camp.

She had no medicine, and moreover, treating wounded soldiers was more skilled work for these military doctors with decades of experience. Besides, staying here late at night was indeed inconvenient – the military doctors and wounded soldiers weren’t used to it. So Qi Yue didn’t actively request to work night shifts or anything. Every day she came at a fixed time and left at a fixed time to care for the wounded soldiers. The other military doctors said nothing, and of course they didn’t pay attention to what she said either. Both sides had somewhat of a “mind your own business, each taking half the road” feeling.

Although the military doctors didn’t say anything, they were all guessing how long this woman could persist.

“Could it be she really intends to wait here for her man to return?” someone muttered. “This isn’t her home – if she’s going to wait, she should go wait in the garrison city.”

When Qi Yue rushed in, she saw the wounded soldier she had been treating being carried away.

“Hey, what are you doing?” she quickly asked while running over.

“He’s dead,” a military doctor said.

Qi Yue had already reached them.

“He’s not dead – he just has cardiac arrest,” she said.

Saying this, she had them put down the door plank, knelt down, and began cardiac compression.

The surrounding people and military doctors didn’t stop her actions, but they had no reaction either – just shook their heads.

One, two, three compressions…

Time passed bit by bit, but the wounded man showed no response.

Qiao Minghua watched from the doorway, watching that woman finally sit on the ground in dejection.

Hope, miracles – if they could really be seen so easily, could this world still be called the mortal world? That would be a fairyland.

He waved his hand. The support soldiers understood and came forward to lift the wounded soldier again, covering his head and face before walking away.

“Miss Qi, go back,” Qiao Minghua walked over and said.

Qi Yue looked up, took a deep breath, and stood up.

“A’Ru, rounds,” she said, stepping toward another wounded patient.

A’Ru responded and followed closely.

Qiao Minghua looked at her, shook his head, and walked away.

At this time, on the main road from the south to the northwest, a caravan was merrily stopping at a roadside tea shed.

This group of more than ten people surging in made the tea shed owner very happy.

“We want hot soup and hot biscuits…” the people flooding in said loudly.

The owner loudly agreed while busying himself and urging a customer in front of him.

“I say, are you finished eating?” he said.

This was an ordinary comment, but it made this customer upset.

“What? Kicking me out? Didn’t I pay?” he shouted.

This was a thin old man with disheveled graying hair and beard.

“Bullying people? Is this how you bully people? Heaven bullies people, and you bully people too – you all bully me…” Once he started, he couldn’t stop, shouting in a string.

The owner was confused by his shouting – he hadn’t said anything, so how had he set off a firecracker?

“Master Zhou?”

Suddenly a voice spoke.

Zhou Maochun, who had been pointing and scolding with his hand extended, was startled and turned to look.

Liu Pucheng removed his thick hat and saluted him with a surprised smile.

“Sir, what are you doing here?” he asked.

Only then did Zhou Maochun see that the people who had flooded in were actually Liu Pucheng and the disciples from Qianjin Hall. For a moment, he felt like he had met family, and his nose became sour.

How wonderful it would be if Miss Qi were among them.

He looked left and right, but was naturally disappointed.

Since they were acquainted, Zhou Maochun stopped scolding, and everyone sat down cheerfully to wait for the owner to serve hot food.

“Where are you going?” Zhou Maochun repeated the question with some surprise after hearing Liu Pucheng’s words.

Northern desert? What were they going there for?

“To Gansu garrison – Master is waiting for us there,” a disciple couldn’t help but say happily.

Zhou Maochun suddenly turned to look at him.

“Who?” he shouted.

Chapter 339: What a Coincidence
The sudden shout startled the disciple.

“Our… our master,” he stammered.

“Miss Qi?” Zhou Maochun asked, eyes wide.

“Yes,” Liu Pucheng took over with a smile. “Master is now at Gansu garrison.”

“Gansu!” Zhou Maochun jumped up, shouting loudly with disbelief written all over his face. “How can she be in Gansu?”

“She is in Gansu,” Liu Pucheng smiled, then sighed when speaking of this.

He really hadn’t expected Miss Qi to go to Gansu. When they saw the message Hu San had sent through drug merchants, everyone was shocked.

“Are you certain?” Zhou Maochun stared at him and asked.

Liu Pucheng was somewhat puzzled by his reaction.

“What’s uncertain about this?” he said with a smile. “Of course she would go to Gansu.”

“Why?” Zhou Maochun stared. There were so many places in the world – why would she go to Gansu of all places?

“Because Marquis Dingxi’s heir is there,” a disciple munching on flatbread couldn’t help but say with a grin.

Zhou Maochun stared at him blankly, watching that disciple chew the golden, oily scallion pancake with such fragrant relish.

“Give me a pancake!” he suddenly shouted, then quickly raised his hand with three fingers extended. “No, three!”

The owner responded loudly, sweating profusely as he bustled at the stove. This old man was finally willing to spend money! He’d been nursing one bowl of tea soup for half the day – they’d thought he was a pauper, but turned out he was someone who’d order three pancakes at once! A rich man!

“Your pancakes, sir,” the owner enthusiastically called out, delivering the pancakes and bowing as he stood before Zhou Maochun, slightly extending his hand.

The rule at roadside shops was payment first, then food.

Zhou Maochun hummed and reached out to take the plate of pancakes, seemingly not noticing the shopkeeper’s extended hand.

He didn’t see it, but Liu Pucheng did. In front of Master Zhou, who was also an elder, he couldn’t let him pay.

Liu Pucheng quickly signaled to a nearby disciple. Zhang Tong hurried to pay.

The owner took the money, looked at the old man who was now devouring the pancakes with his head down, and pursed his lips.

So there was a sucker paying after all!

“Sir, are you traveling alone?” Liu Pucheng asked hesitantly while eating.

It was the twelfth lunar month, almost New Year – what was he doing sitting alone in this roadside shop in the wilderness?

Was he going home? Visiting relatives? Or traveling?

Zhou Maochun ate his pancakes, making a humming sound through his nose and grinding his teeth audibly.

Liu Pucheng felt his question was inappropriate and quickly stopped asking. Since they needed to hurry, everyone ate quickly.

“Sir, we need to depart,” Liu Pucheng said, bowing to Zhou Maochun.

Zhou Maochun hummed in acknowledgment and got up to leave.

Liu Pucheng and the others respectfully watched him go, but saw Zhou Maochun walk straight to their carriage and climb aboard in two or three moves.

Everyone was dumbfounded.

Was he hitchhiking?

“Master, we’re really in a hurry,” Zhang Tong couldn’t help but whisper.

“Yes, yes. From Hu San’s letter, if we’re late he’ll die…” the disciples also whispered.

Liu Pucheng hesitated, then walked to the front of the carriage.

“Sir, we’re going to Gansu. May I ask where you’re heading along the way?” he asked.

“Gansu.”

Zhou Maochun’s voice came from inside the carriage.

Liu Pucheng was stunned.

Also going to Gansu?

“What a coincidence!” he said with relief and happiness.

Two cold laughs came from inside the carriage, accompanied by the sound of grinding teeth.

Zhou Maochun put the remaining pancake in his mouth and chewed forcefully.

Chang Yuncheng!

Chang Yuncheng, who was sitting at his desk reviewing intelligence reports from scouts, suddenly shivered.

Chang Yuncheng came back to his senses.

Why was he shivering?

Was he sick? Sick!

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up.

“Someone come,” he called.

Guards immediately entered from outside.

“I feel somewhat unwell, as if I’ve caught a cold. Go fetch a doctor,” Chang Yuncheng said, then thinking that someone unwell shouldn’t be able to stand, he quickly sat down.

The guards acknowledged and hurried off.

Chang Yuncheng stroked his chin.

They would certainly fetch the best doctor, and the best would naturally be…

He reached up to stroke his chin. The stubble hurt his hand, so he quickly stood up.

That woman could be incredibly particular sometimes – this won’t do, that can’t be done…

Chang Yuncheng washed his face and shaved, had his personal guard come in to redo his hair, and wanted to change clothes.

“Which of these two should I wear?” Chang Yuncheng looked at the casual cotton robes in his wardrobe.

One azure, one blue.

His personal guard’s face tightened. These, these two colors looked the same to him! What, what, what was the difference?

“Sir, sir, how are you?”

Shouts came from outside along with hurried footsteps – the defense official’s loud calls.

They’re here!

Chang Yuncheng quickly grabbed the azure robe and hurriedly put it on. The defense official had already rushed into the inner room.

“Has sir already taken to his bed?”

The loud voice carried tension.

After every major battle, some people would die, and those who weren’t wounded were particularly prone to illness. Once they fell sick, it was especially swift and beyond treatment…

Dear heavens, this lord must not be so unlucky!

Chang Yuncheng turned around and saw the defense official who had rushed in. His heart beat faster, then he saw behind the defense official walked out… a man.

Qiao Minghua frowned, looking at the man in the center of the room.

Deathly ill?

In all his years as a doctor, he’d never seen someone dying who was cleaned up so neatly and looked so radiant.

The defense official couldn’t be bothered to look at Chang Yuncheng’s condition and had already rushed over nervously.

“General, what’s wrong? Please lie down quickly,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng exhaled, looking at the man carrying a medicine box at the door.

This was the best doctor?

Was there a better doctor in the world than that woman?

Didn’t they know after all these days that the woman was the divine physician of Yongqing Prefecture?

A divine physician!

These people’s brains were really… blockheads!

“The General is fine, just some internal heat and stagnation caused by recent restlessness and sleeplessness,” Qiao Minghua said after taking his pulse and withdrawing his hand.

Chang Yuncheng hummed without speaking, looking listless.

“The General is exhausted from overwork,” the defense official said with feeling.

Now everyone knew. General Wu Lue patrolled from time to time at night, leading by example, which greatly encouraged the entire army.

“General sir, please rest well. We will certainly not disappoint your guidance, will strengthen patrols, and absolutely not slack off!” he said excitedly, patting his chest.

Chang Yuncheng pressed his forehead with his hand.

“Then I’ll trouble everyone,” he said somewhat weakly.

General Wu Lue was indeed ill. The defense official was both moved and anxious.

“Why are there so few people here to care for the General? How can he be properly looked after?” he said to his attendants, while directing them to find some maidservants and women. He also pulled Qiao Minghua aside to instruct, “Prescribe good medicine, the best medicine.”

Qiao Minghua resisted rolling his eyes. What medicine to prescribe – he was as sturdy as an old tiger…

“You must keep watch. If the situation isn’t right, say so immediately and have the General sent away to avoid delaying treatment,” the defense official whispered.

Qiao Minghua suddenly understood. Ah, so that’s how it is.

After all, he was a general from noble birth holding high rank. What patrolling and garrison duty – it was just for show. Who could stand staying in a godforsaken place like this fortress where birds don’t shit and chickens don’t lay eggs? The fighting was over. The military merits due wouldn’t be any less. Putting on a show was enough.

This excuse was quite clever – it both showed his hard work and suffering while allowing him to leave in glory and dignity.

Qiao Minghua looked at the man leaning somewhat lazily against his chair back. The man was very perceptive and immediately looked over too. Qiao Minghua lowered his eyes.

“I was just about to mention this,” he said with a bow. “Sir, we have many dead and wounded here after the battle, with heavy miasma that may not be conducive to the General’s recovery. It would be better to send him back early so renowned physicians can be consulted…”

The defense official was startled, and Chang Yuncheng also sat up straight abruptly.

What?

This doctor actually wanted to drive him away?

Who was he? What was his surname? What was his name?

He was the one who was talking with Yueniang on the hillside that day!

Just the two of them!

He looked quite old and ugly – was he very familiar with Yueniang?

Did he have improper thoughts?

“General, General, please rest first, don’t worry, take good care of yourself,” the defense official said quickly, seeing Chang Yuncheng’s face darken instantly, while glaring at Qiao Minghua and hurrying him out.

“What kind of way is that to talk?” he said, pulling Qiao Minghua far away after coming out, looking around before whispering angrily.

Qiao Minghua’s expression was indifferent.

“I know you military doctors are quick to pronounce life and death, but you have to see who this person is! This isn’t some ordinary soldier on the battlefield – this is General Wu Lue! Couldn’t you speak more tactfully?” the defense official rattled off.

Qiao Minghua frowned in confusion.

What did he mean?

The defense official paced back and forth with his hands behind his back, frowning with a gloomy, anxious expression.

“That is,” he leaned over and lowered his voice, “do you mean the General really… won’t make it?”

Qiao Minghua had no interest in flattering anyone, hadn’t thought of currying favor, and wouldn’t do such things as outright lying.

“Put it this way, sir,” he looked at the defense official. “Getting General Wu Lue away early would benefit you.”

Military promotion was very difficult – you had to wait for seniority and battle merits. Especially since most military officers came from humble origins, and as the saying goes, having connections at court makes things easier. Though I don’t need it, I can casually give you this opportunity and favor.

Qiao Minghua looked at the defense official with a carefree smile, said no more, turned and left, keeping his achievements and fame hidden.

The defense official stood there stunned for a moment before reacting, turning to look toward the courtyard where Chang Yuncheng was, clenching his fists.

He absolutely would not let General Wu Lue ruin his health for the sake of loyal duty!

Qiao Minghua returned to the wounded soldiers’ camp to see that a wounded soldier the woman had been treating was declared beyond help.

“Miss Qi, can we take him away now?”

A military doctor asked.

Though phrased as a question, Qi Yue understood he was actually making a statement.

She looked at the wounded soldier before her – burning with high fever, vital signs fading, still unable to recover – and finally lowered her gaze.

“Miss, he’s still alive…” A’Ru was about to break down.

The speed and number of deaths here exceeded her capacity to bear. It was worse than the anthrax epidemic. That time they had medicine and knew how to treat it, so no matter how many patients or deaths there were, she wasn’t afraid because there was hope. But this time, helpless and powerless, watching with that kind of despair…

“This is tetanus,” Qi Yue said. “He can’t be saved. The wounded here all have flesh wounds – we can’t keep him here anymore, or there will be cross-infection and more deaths.”

Her composure calmed A’Ru.

Qiao Minghua looked over from a distance and saw the woman starting to walk toward the next wounded patient.

Chapter 340: Determination
During the break between shifts, Qiao Minghua walked over and looked at Qi Yue, who was drinking tea.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

Qi Yue knew what he meant.

“Still fine,” she said.

“Still waiting for your so-called hope?” Qiao Minghua asked with a mocking smile.

Qi Yue turned to look at him and also smiled.

“Yes,” she said.

Although this woman’s expression wasn’t as joyful as when she first arrived, the bloody battlefield treatment had covered her with a layer of sadness – the helpless sorrow over life’s fragility – her eyes still remained spirited.

Hope…

Qiao Minghua shook his head and turned away.

“Who doesn’t want to save them, who doesn’t want to preserve these lives? One year, two years, three years…” he said as he walked, seemingly talking to himself. “Four years, five years…”

Simple, dry numbers spoken aloud, yet those who heard felt as if their hearts were being squeezed.

The words “one year” – how many days and nights were filled within them.

Opening and closing one’s mouth, speaking of years while countless lives…

Qi Yue watched his retreating figure and took a deep breath.

“I said there would be hope,” she called out loudly.

Qiao Minghua entered the building.

“What exactly is Hu San up to? Can’t he find any of the medicines I asked for?” Qi Yue turned around, her composure gone, and said to A’Ru with a frown.

In Gansu garrison city, in the house Qi Yue was renting, Hu San sneezed heavily. He pulled the cotton quilt tighter around himself.

“Still no good?” he asked, sniffling.

Xiao Qu and the others, wearing gloves and masks, looked at the opened porcelain dish in their hands with disappointment.

“No good,” he said, removing his mask with dejection. “Senior brother, we really can’t do it…”

“I’ve been busy running around outside so I haven’t learned it, that’s fine, but you’ve been following Master every day. How can you not know either?” Hu San shouted, jumping up and down.

“We never wanted to be doctors,” Xiao Qu said helplessly.

Hu San crouched back down in defeat.

“Then your actual profession – the letter I gave to Master Liu and the others will definitely be received, right?” he asked again.

Xiao Qu nodded with the confidence of professional expertise.

“Lord has already returned the carrier pigeons to us. Don’t worry about this – I think Master Liu and the others are already heading this way,” he said.

Hu San sighed and counted on his fingers.

“That’ll still be after New Year,” he said. “Go tell Master that we can’t make penicillin and can’t find the medicines she mentioned like panax notoginseng and violet. Tell her not to wait and think of other methods.”

Xiao Qu sighed. At this point, this was all they could do.

In the evening, Qi Yue was stepping out of the wounded soldiers’ camp.

“Haven’t seen Lord for a day and night,” A’Hao muttered beside her.

A’Ru quickly bumped her.

“Do you need to constantly remind us?” she whispered.

A’Hao stuck out her tongue and secretly glanced at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled at her and shook her head.

“Look, there’s your Lord coming over. Go see him,” she said with a laugh.

Both A’Hao and A’Ru were startled and instinctively looked ahead, seeing a group of people gathered in the distance talking about something.

Walking a few steps closer and squinting, they indeed saw Chang Yuncheng among them.

“Wow, Miss, your eyesight is really good,” A’Hao exclaimed.

“Of course, he’s my man,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

This time A’Ru bumped her from behind.

“You don’t need to keep saying that all the time either,” she said.

All three laughed. Their atmosphere was cheerful, while Chang Yuncheng’s side was very tense.

“General, General, please don’t make this difficult for me,” the defense official said, gripping Chang Yuncheng’s arm tightly. The burly man was almost in tears. “Please go back. Please take a carriage back. If you’re really concerned about this place, come back after you’ve recovered. I’ll personally come fetch you…”

The officers and soldiers following alongside also urged him one after another, each with tears in their eyes, both excited and sad.

Chang Yuncheng was about to explode with anger.

These guys actually wanted him to leave and return to the garrison city!

What exactly did that damned doctor say!

To actually drive him away! To make him leave this place! Leave his Yueniang!

“Did he say I was dying? What kind of doctor is he!” Chang Yuncheng roared, shaking his arm again.

The burly defense official was shaken off by Chang Yuncheng.

“I’m dying? Come try it – I could handle two of you right now. You’d be the one to die, definitely not me!” Chang Yuncheng shouted.

The defense official rushed forward again.

“General, I know that, which is why I don’t want to lose you,” he cried. “I beg you to go back, I beg you to go back.”

Chang Yuncheng was so angry he felt dizzy. He caught sight of Qi Yue walking over and the military doctors coming out to watch the commotion.

She was his woman!

What was wrong with wanting to see her openly and honorably!

He would see her openly and honorably! Be with her!

“Qi Yueniang!” Chang Yuncheng suddenly roared. “Come here!”

This sudden shout made the noisy crowd fall silent abruptly. Although they didn’t know who Qi Yueniang was, everyone followed Chang Yuncheng’s gaze to that woman.

In the gray, desolate world, among a crowd of men in various old and new military coats, this woman in a brown dress and jacket, without powder or pearl hairpins, graceful and elegant with a charming face, was like a bright splash of color that made everyone who saw her feel vivid and alive.

Qi Yue was looking on in surprise when she was startled by the man’s loud voice.

This man only called her full name like this when he was furious and at his wit’s end.

How long had it been since she heard him call her like this?

Qi Yue looked at him. Under the uniform gaze of everyone around, instead of the expected shyness, panic, and unease, she smiled slightly.

This was his woman!

The woman he could spot at first glance in a crowd, the only one he would see!

The woman who never avoided, hid from, or evaded him!

Chang Yuncheng felt his heart pounding like drums, surging with emotion, wanting to shout out loud.

“General, what is it?” Qi Yue asked. Because of the distance between them, she raised her voice slightly with a casual, relaxed tone.

How dare she speak to the General like that?

And when the General was in a rage, no less.

Shouldn’t she be more respectful and humble?

It’s over – some couldn’t help but look sideways, unable to bear watching her be scolded by the General’s fury.

“I…” Chang Yuncheng looked at her and shouted, “I’m sick!”

Though his voice still carried anger, to careful listeners it didn’t sound as furious as before, but rather somewhat aggrieved.

Once he shouted this out, Chang Yuncheng also realized something was wrong.

“You claim to be a divine physician – come look at me and see if I’m dying!” he continued to roar.

“Alright,” Qi Yue said, lifting her foot to walk over.

So simple?

Chang Yuncheng stood there stunned, then looked at the people around him – they showed no unusual reaction either. Everyone’s expressions remained the same, even offering advice to Qi Yue as she approached.

“…Take a good look at his lordship…”

“…Look carefully, don’t delay his condition…”

Just that simple?

Even after sitting back in his own room, Chang Yuncheng was still somewhat dazed.

It was still the same room, but now there was one more person.

The person he had been thinking about day and night.

“Open your mouth, let me take a look…” Qi Yue said, standing in front of him.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to embrace her waist.

Qi Yue was startled and fell into Chang Yuncheng’s arms.

“Are you crazy? There are so many people outside! There are people in the room too!” she scolded.

The people outside couldn’t see, and A’Ru in the room had already turned away with a red face. Although she desperately wanted to avoid this immediately, she knew she couldn’t leave. If she left too, what would the people outside think about the man and woman alone in the room?

A’Ru steeled herself and stood motionless.

Fortunately, there were no further excessive sounds from behind.

“What’s really wrong? Are you really sick?” Qi Yue stood up and leaned against his side, letting him hold her hand as she asked.

It didn’t seem like it.

“I missed you,” Chang Yuncheng said gruffly, gripping her hand tightly and rubbing it back and forth.

Qi Yue burst into laughter but quickly lowered her voice.

“So you pretended to be sick?” she whispered with a laugh. “Chang Yuncheng, how old are you!”

Children would pretend to be sick to skip school. What about him – pretending to be sick to see his wife?

Then she leaned down and kissed Chang Yuncheng’s forehead.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly raised his head, but was still a step too late. Qi Yue had already smiled and moved away, not letting him kiss her back.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to embrace her waist again.

Qi Yue quickly hit him, pointed to A’Ru standing stiffly by the door, and shook her head.

Chang Yuncheng had to sit properly.

Even just looking at her and being with her like this was good, but the people outside couldn’t wait.

“General, General, Miss Qi, Miss Qi…”

Someone knocked on the door.

Chang Yuncheng exhaled heavily. Qi Yue smiled and withdrew her hand, then quickly kissed his cheek. Before Chang Yuncheng could react, she called out to A’Ru.

“Open the door,” she said.

The defense official, who had been unable to wait any longer, rushed in to see Chang Yuncheng sitting properly at the table with a somber expression.

“Miss Qi, how is the General?” he asked hurriedly.

“He…” Qi Yue opened her mouth to speak.

Chang Yuncheng coughed lightly behind her.

Qi Yue smiled secretly.

If she said he wasn’t sick, this guy would be afraid of having no excuse to see her again…

“He has a slight cold. Let him recuperate for a couple of days and see,” she said.

The defense official’s gaze swept over her, then looked at Chang Yuncheng, a flash of understanding in his eyes.

General Wu Lue was indeed loyal to his duty, actually colluding with this doctor to deceive him. But I, Lü Baoshan, absolutely will not be fooled! Such a rare good superior – I absolutely cannot let him come to any harm here!

The defense official nodded with firm determination.

“Then please rest well, sir,” he said, while looking at Qi Yue. “We’ll trouble Miss Qi then.”

This was the most pleasant thing Chang Yuncheng had heard from this defense official in days!

He couldn’t help but beam with joy, unable to completely suppress the smile that slightly spilled from the corners of his mouth.

Finally, the clouds had parted to reveal the bright moon!

With a cry, Madam Xie woke from her dream with a start. She sat up abruptly, feeling her heart pounding violently, already covered in a layer of sweat.

The bed curtains hung down, the night was deep.

Light footsteps sounded outside, then it became bright beyond the curtains.

“Madam, Madam,” a maid called softly from outside.

Then the curtains were opened, and by candlelight, Madam Xie’s pale face could be seen.

“Madam had a nightmare,” A’Luan said, while a young maid beside her brought warm water.

Madam Xie seemed somewhat lost, staring blankly as they served her tea.

“Still no reply from the Prince?” she asked.

So in the middle of the night, she was thinking about this…

“Madam has forgotten – the Prince’s letter just arrived yesterday,” A’Luan said quickly.

Only then did Madam Xie remember something and quickly reached under the pillow beside the bed, pulling out a letter.

Only then did she breathe a sigh of relief, but thinking of the dream she’d just had, she felt nauseous again.

She had actually dreamed that woman was entangling Yuncheng again!

She slowly opened the letter. It contained only simple words about where he had gone, that he was safe, and that mother shouldn’t worry – not a word in response to the marriage proposal matter.

Madam Xie let out a long breath and stared at the flickering candlelight in a daze.

What was to be done?

Chapter 341: Discovery
Though it was a frontier town, the atmosphere of the New Year was growing thicker and thicker. If not for the broken city walls still under repair and the occasional limping wounded soldiers walking through the streets reminding everyone, it would seem as if that great battle which had passed not long ago had never happened at all.

“I feel something’s not right.”

On the city wall, a man dressed in official robes with a large saber at his waist suddenly spoke.

His gaze looked out over the vast wilderness, his expression serious, brows tightly furrowed.

The soldiers and officers standing around him immediately became tense, all squinting and peering into the distance.

Today was bright and clear, not even a blade of grass could be seen stirring.

“Sir, are they enemy scouts?” they had to ask.

“What enemy scouts?” Defense Official Lü Baoshan asked in confusion.

“But didn’t you just say something wasn’t right, Sir?” his attendant asked.

Lü Baoshan spat, ejecting the dry grass he’d been chewing.

“What I meant was…” The words came to his lips but seemed difficult to say, so he swallowed them back down, sighed, and said, “Never mind, why bother with such petty matters!”

Speaking half and then stopping – this was as poor conduct as winning money at the gambling table and immediately wanting to leave!

The people around him clamored their dissatisfaction.

Lü Baoshan had no choice. This matter had been weighing heavily on his mind, and with his wife having died early, he had no one to talk to about it.

“It’s like this – after I tell you, don’t go spreading it around. Let’s all discuss what to do about it,” he said, squatting down on the city wall.

His personal attendants all hurriedly squatted down as well. Seeing Lü Baoshan’s grave expression, some even automatically walked to the side to have the guards keep watch.

Everyone pricked up their ears and looked at Lü Baoshan excitedly. But Lü Baoshan looked at them in circle after circle, until finally everyone grew impatient and almost forgot about rank and status, ready to raise their fists.

“It’s like this, it’s like this,” Lü Baoshan hurriedly said. “Don’t you all think that the Prince and that… woman…”

He raised his eyebrows at this point, making a “you know what I mean” expression.

Unfortunately, his full beard obscured his expression, so everyone didn’t understand.

“That Madam Qi,” Lü Baoshan had to say explicitly.

“What about Madam Qi? Though this woman hasn’t been much use here, she hasn’t caused any trouble either,” someone asked in bewilderment.

“How can you all not see it? You’re really too slow,” Lü Baoshan said disdainfully, coughing once. “There seems to be something not right between the Prince and her.”

Only then did everyone suddenly understand, their eyes widening immediately.

“This Madam Qi is beautiful, and the Prince is a normal man after all,” everyone laughed and joked.

“You’re still laughing? A normal man?” Lü Baoshan became angry, immediately punching the man beside him. “If he’s a man, how could he go after another man’s woman!”

Only then did everyone come to their senses.

That’s right – wasn’t Madam Qi Jiang Hai’s woman? It seemed like both of them were the Prince’s former servants!

They were all rough men without education who normally enjoyed crude talk and privately lived dissolute lives. But the concept that “another man’s wife must not be trifled with” was deeply ingrained, especially when this “other man” was one’s capable subordinate, and moreover, this subordinate was fighting on the front lines!

Was this something a human being would do?

A group of grown men were extremely troubled. By rank, they couldn’t control Chang Yuncheng, but emotionally, they felt they couldn’t tolerate this.

“Sir, didn’t you want to get rid of him long ago?” someone said.

“Yes, he was originally ill. If something happened to him here, it would be troublesome. I never expected he’d set his sights on this woman and become even more unwilling to leave…” Lü Baoshan stroked his beard and said, “I wrote a letter to the Garrison Commander asking him to step in and request the Prince to return. But the Garrison Commander didn’t respond.”

At this point, he sighed heavily. The few men squatted on the city wall for a long time, staring at each other wide-eyed. This kind of matter was truly difficult for them to handle.

Finally, Lü Baoshan slapped his thigh and took a deep breath.

“I need to personally make a trip to the garrison city to see the Garrison Commander,” he said solemnly.

When night fell deeply, Qi Yue had just finished bathing and was drying her hair while taking notes when Chang Yuncheng slipped in from outside, surprising everyone.

The three women in the room all turned their six eyes toward him. Chang Yuncheng, dressed in an ordinary soldier’s worn jacket, felt uncomfortable under their gaze.

“Actually, actually, all soldiers wear this,” he couldn’t help but cough lightly and say.

The women all laughed.

“Then we’ll go downstairs,” A’Ru said, pulling A’Hao along.

“Go ahead, wash up and sleep early,” Qi Yue said graciously.

The two maids curtsied to Chang Yuncheng, and the door was closed.

Chang Yuncheng breathed a sigh of relief as if a thousand-pound burden had been lifted, looking around the room.

The low-ceilinged room had an earthen floor and earthen kang, one charcoal brazier, and two oil lamps placed on the table – though it wasn’t really a table, but rather a chest that Qi Yue had brought, serving as one.

It was so shabby it was painful to look at, but for Chang Yuncheng, he couldn’t bear to blink even once. That woman sat in the room wearing an azure cotton robe, her long hair cascading down.

As long as that figure was there, even if it were the hell of demons, in his heart it would be a heavenly paradise.

At this moment, she was real, not illusory, not something that would disappear with a “poof” the moment he reached out to touch her…

“What are you staring at?” Qi Yue glanced at the man leaning against the door in a daze and said, “You’ve chased away my maids, so you come serve me.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled and walked over. He remembered what the maid had been doing when he first entered, so he picked up a nearby hand towel and gently wiped her hair.

His movements were clumsy but his expression focused, as if he were doing something of utmost importance.

“How did you get here? Don’t let those servants discover you,” Qi Yue said.

To care for this patient, the defense official not only allowed her, as a physician, to come daily for consultations, but also found quite a few servant women, making it so that wherever one went, there were people everywhere. As a result, besides being able to see each other once a day, they didn’t even have a chance to talk much. This greatly disappointed Chang Yuncheng, who had been looking forward to enjoying a world for two. After enduring several days and truly unable to bear the torment, he resumed his old method of sneaking over under cover of darkness. After experiencing several failures, his persistence finally paid off and he successfully got in.

“I had someone stand guard, saying I was sleeping and wouldn’t see anyone,” Chang Yuncheng answered, unable to resist putting down the towel and nuzzling around in her fragrant hair.

“Bah, then what am I?” Qi Yue laughed, reaching up to pinch his face.

“You are my life,” Chang Yuncheng said. Looking at such a beautiful smile in the dim lamplight was an extreme test of willpower – and most importantly, he simply didn’t want to resist.

Saying this, he reached out to hold her face and slowly leaned down to kiss her.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, tilting her head back to avoid him while reaching out to grab his shoulders.

“Oh my, look at this – absence makes the heart grow fonder! Your mouth has become so sweet!” She looked at him teasingly and laughed, “It seems that Fan Yilin didn’t teach you in vain.”

When Chang Yuncheng heard her mention this, he understood that Fan Yilin, that big mouth, must have revealed what happened before. He couldn’t help but blush. Thinking of Fan Yilin reminded him of that bold young clerk Li Something…

“How long did you stay in the capital?” he asked.

“All told, about seven or eight days,” Qi Yue said, casually picking up a teapot nearby to pour water, handing Chang Yuncheng a cup. “Water. Why are you asking about this?”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t take the water cup, instead reaching out to pull her into his arms, muttering something.

“What?” Qi Yue didn’t hear clearly.

“Nothing,” Chang Yuncheng said.

As if! Qi Yue gave him a sidelong glance, reaching out to embrace him. As she touched his broad back, she suddenly thought of something.

“I heard at home that the Emperor beat you?” she asked.

“It’s nothing,” Chang Yuncheng laughed, then quickly stopped laughing as he thought of something, nodding instead. “Yes, yes, he beat me quite severely.”

Qi Yue laughed and patted his back.

“Really, it was quite heavy. You’re a physician – take a look at it,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue laughed out loud.

“It’s been so long, what’s there to look at?” she said.

“Just take a look,” Chang Yuncheng said, actually beginning to undress.

How could Qi Yue not see through his intentions? She laughingly grabbed his arm, but even so, Chang Yuncheng still nimbly removed his cotton robe and inner garment, revealing his muscular upper body.

“I’m calling you an exhibitionist!” Qi Yue laughed, pushing away his arm.

With this push, she saw Chang Yuncheng’s side, and then saw the crisscrossing whip marks and scars.

Chang Yuncheng was laughing and trying to grab this woman when he suddenly noticed she had stopped laughing and moving, staring blankly at his back.

Was she really frightened?

He had actually been deliberately teasing her for fun, knowing this woman was easily embarrassed…

“No, it’s already healed…” he hurriedly said, feeling somewhat regretful.

But Qi Yue didn’t listen to his words, grabbing his body and turning him around.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t see the woman’s expression, and his heart grew panicked.

These flesh wounds were nothing, and besides, they had long since healed. He hadn’t expected this woman to react this way upon seeing them.

Soft hands caressed his spine, touching his scars bit by bit.

“This one – the wound hadn’t healed yet, but was rubbed raw again…”

The woman’s voice behind him murmured.

“Hey, what’s the big deal? Though it looks frightening, it actually doesn’t hurt the muscles or bones. Don’t be such a scaredy-cat,” Chang Yuncheng laughed, trying to turn around, but the woman pushed him to prevent it, and then embraced his waist from behind, pressing against his back.

The soft sensation made Chang Yuncheng’s body instantly tense and rigid.

Then warm drops fell on his back.

She was crying?

Chang Yuncheng was filled with regret.

“Look at you – your courage is quite big, you don’t even blink when cutting people open, so what’s wrong now?” he hurriedly said.

“How is that the same! How is that the same!” Qi Yue pressed against his back, the emotions accumulated since their separation and reunion exploding, tears flowing freely.

She suffered, and he suffered too.

She was heartbroken, and he was both heartbroken and physically hurt.

Chang Yuncheng was extremely regretful, forcefully prying open her hands and pulling her to face him, holding her close. He rubbed, kissed, and comforted her for quite a while before Qi Yue’s emotions finally calmed down.

Looking at the woman lying obediently and pitifully in his arms, this was the first time he’d seen her like this since they’d known each other. Chang Yuncheng only felt his heart aching and tingling.

“It really healed – it stopped hurting right after the beating,” he said righteously.

Qi Yue was amused by him.

“I’m not an idiot,” she laughed and spat, reaching out to pinch his chest.

The muscles were hard as iron, with a firm texture.

Chang Yuncheng’s body trembled slightly again, his breathing growing heavier.

“However, there’s one place that hurts,” he suddenly said in a low voice.

Qi Yue was startled and hurriedly looked up at him.

“Where?” she asked.

Being looked at by such a pair of bright eyes that had just been crying and still held moisture, Chang Yuncheng’s throat made a gulping sound, and he reached out to grasp one of her hands, guiding it downward.

“Here,” he said in a hoarse, low voice.

Even through the thick pants, she could seemingly feel that burning heat.

Qi Yue spat.

“This brain of yours thinks about nothing but this all day long!” she laughed, hurriedly trying to pull away.

“Yueniang,” Chang Yuncheng didn’t let go, calling out in a hoarse voice, “I miss you.”

This voice was low and trembling, making one’s heart involuntarily shiver.

Qi Yue looked at him.

Chang Yuncheng also looked down at her.

The air in the room seemed to stop flowing.

“I miss you too,” Qi Yue said, reaching out to embrace his neck, standing on her tiptoes to kiss his lips.

Chapter 323: Urgent Waiting
Chang Yuncheng felt his heart beating violently. He slowly reached out to extract the letter – a simple piece of paper with just one large line of text.

“Chang Yuncheng, you coward, why did you run? Was it so difficult to say goodbye to me? Just wait, I’m coming to find you. You’ll give me a proper farewell face to face this time. Don’t you dare run away again.”

Chang Yuncheng read it over and over, as if he couldn’t recognize the words.

“What, what does this mean?” he murmured.

The guard beside him was even more puzzled and couldn’t help but crane his neck to look.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly put it away, guarding it as if a treasure were being spied upon.

The guard helplessly stood properly.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng continue reading the letter again. His mind was in chaos, but he forced himself to calm down and figure out what was going on.

Lady Qi said she was coming to find him…

She had come to the capital…

Fan Yilin said she came with Second Madam Chen Shi…

Chen Shi’s health was poor…

Lady Qi had superb medical skills…

So she accompanied and escorted her to the capital…

Then she disappeared again…

They said she had left…

But there was no news of Lady Qi returning to Yongqing Prefecture…

So she…

Chang Yuncheng looked at the letter in disbelief.

“Are you leaving?”

“Of course.”

“For a long time?”

“I don’t know. At least half a year.”

“I want to go too!”

“What nonsense are you talking about? What would you go for?”

“Of course I have to go. Long-distance relationships are marriage killers!”

“I don’t care. I have to go anyway. Even if I don’t live there permanently, I should have visitation rights, shouldn’t I?”

Chang Yuncheng felt his ears buzzing and his throat dry and sour.

She meant what she said…

She meant what she said!

Chang Yuncheng suddenly headed outside.

“Pack up, we’re returning to Mobei! Quickly!” he shouted loudly.

All the guards in the courtyard were stunned.

They had just arrived in the capital, and they were leaving before their luggage was even unpacked?

Chang Yuncheng shouted again, and everyone finally believed the Prince wasn’t joking.

Then they would follow orders. Without asking questions, they began to pack.

There was commotion outside the gate, then several people rushed in.

Leading them was a eunuch whose white, plump face smiled like a flower upon seeing Chang Yuncheng.

“Oh my Prince, we finally found you! They said you had gone out just now. We were having people search everywhere,” he said with a laugh.

Chang Yuncheng hurriedly stopped and bowed to him.

“Eunuch Wang,” he said.

“Quickly, quickly, everyone’s assembled, just waiting for you. Into the palace we go,” Eunuch Wang said with a laugh, reaching out to take his hand.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned for a moment.

“This, Eunuch Wang, I don’t need to go, do I?” he said.

Eunuch Wang clicked his tongue.

“What are you saying!” he said with a laugh, patting Chang Yuncheng’s hand.

Chang Yuncheng calmly withdrew it.

“His Majesty is waiting for you,” Eunuch Wang said with a laugh, pulling Chang Yuncheng along without allowing any argument.

Chang Yuncheng was helpless.

“Allow me to change clothes,” he said.

This was proper, and Eunuch Wang nodded with a smile.

“Prince, you must hurry. We all know His Majesty’s temper,” he instructed.

Chang Yuncheng efficiently changed clothes in the room.

“Prince, are we still leaving?” a guard asked.

Chang Yuncheng frowned and said nothing.

Who knew what would happen after seeing His Majesty…

“Use carrier pigeons. Ask where Xiao Qu and the others are now,” he suddenly said, thinking of something.

The guard frowned.

“Prince, Xiao Qu’s carrier pigeons have already stopped,” he reminded. They couldn’t receive messages at all.

Chang Yuncheng clenched his fists.

Such a long distance, and this woman – a weak woman with two maids.

Her boldness was truly too great!

This damn woman had always been frighteningly bold!

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but grind his teeth. If anything happened along the way…

He quickly shook his head, dispelling that inappropriate thought.

“Send word to our people there, saying Yueniang has gone, tell them to quickly go meet her,” he said.

Yueniang?

The guards didn’t know the young mistress’s given name.

The guard hesitated for a moment, though he could guess from Chang Yuncheng’s expression.

“Yes, the young mistress has gone to Mobei?” he asked tentatively.

Young mistress…

Actually, she was no longer the young mistress…

But Chang Yuncheng didn’t want to deny it.

He grunted and said no more.

Eunuch Wang was urging from outside again, and Chang Yuncheng let the guard fasten his belt.

“Be quick!” he instructed.

The guard nodded in acknowledgment and watched Chang Yuncheng stride out.

“Someone come,” the guard called, also walking out.

Two guards dropped their hands and responded.

“Send word to the Mobei steward: the young mistress is heading to Mobei, must meet and ensure her safety,” the guard said loudly.

Young mistress? The guards exchanged glances, acknowledged, and hurried to send the message.

Zhou Maochun came dejectedly to find the Emperor again.

The eunuch at the gate smiled and blocked him.

“His Majesty is currently listening to the Ministry of War discuss military affairs,” he said.

“They’ve been discussing military defense for several days? Still not finished?” Zhou Maochun said in a low voice, glaring. “I have urgent business here.”

What urgent business do you have? Nothing but looking for an old wife. You haven’t been anxious for decades, and now with half your body in the grave, you’re suddenly anxious. Being anxious won’t help you have children anymore.

The eunuch was thoroughly mocking and sarcastic in his heart, but his face remained smiling, saying nothing.

Zhou Maochun had no choice. He knew this emperor, though sometimes unreliable, was extremely willful. To put it harshly, he had a dog’s temper with a baby face – smiling one moment, the next he might have the eunuchs beat your bottom to pieces…

The door opened, and seven or eight people came out – both civil and military officials. Zhou Maochun was urgently pushing the eunuch to announce him when one of those coming out was also in a hurry and collided heavily with the eunuch.

“Aiya!” The eunuch, unable to withstand the impact of this burly man, cried out somewhat dazed.

Chang Yuncheng quickly reached out to steady him.

“Eunuch!” he apologized hurriedly.

Seeing it was Chang Yuncheng, the eunuch smiled and said it was nothing.

“I say, Prince, what are you rushing for,” he said with a laugh. “Every time it’s you rushing out like this.”

“To finish business early…” Chang Yuncheng said, his feet unable to stop moving, bowing repeatedly. “I’ll send some healing medicine for you later… I must go first…”

Only then did Zhou Maochun see clearly it was him and immediately reached out to grab him.

“How did you come here?” he shouted. “You’ve come at just the right time. I was about to ask you…”

Before he could finish, the eunuch urgently interrupted.

“Sir, please keep your voice down, don’t make noise here,” he said, stamping his foot.

Before the eunuch finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng had already broken free from Zhou Maochun.

“Master Zhou, I still have business. Whatever you want to say, we’ll talk next time. I must go first!” he said.

As soon as he finished speaking, he had already taken several steps. If running wasn’t forbidden in the palace, even so, his pace wasn’t much slower than running, and he quickly disappeared.

Zhou Maochun stamped his foot. He couldn’t catch up and didn’t dare shout loudly, so he could only watch helplessly as the young man vanished.

“The Prince is truly devoted to His Majesty’s assignments,” the eunuch also said with admiration, watching Chang Yuncheng’s retreating figure.

“Yes, yes, these past few days he’s been without food, drink, or sleep,” others said, also sighing. Then they walked away slowly with steady steps.

Zhou Maochun temporarily couldn’t worry about Chang Yuncheng and pushed the eunuch to hurry inside.

The eunuch had no choice but to go in. Zhou Maochun waited anxiously at the door, and the more anxious he became, the longer the eunuch took to come out.

In the distance, he saw a small sedan chair approaching. Two eunuchs standing by the wall ran over to meet it.

There weren’t many people in the palace who could ride in sedan chairs, though this one was rather shabby.

Zhou Maochun couldn’t help but look twice.

Inside the room, the Emperor was watching the eunuch tidy the desk when he heard Zhou Maochun’s strange cry from outside.

He pressed his forehead with his hand.

“It seems just that library of books isn’t enough to keep this old thing occupied…” he said to himself. “It’s good that Lady Qi has left. How about I just tell him some random place and send him off to search?”

Cai Zhong smiled.

The Emperor was getting serious and increasingly thought his idea was good.

“What do you think of Lingnan?” he said, sitting up straight.

“Oh my, Your Majesty,” Cai Zhong said with a laugh. “Imperial Physician Zhou is over seventy years old. His old bones can’t make it to Lingnan.”

Imperial Physician Zhou’s physical condition didn’t matter much to them, but the Emperor’s health was tied to their lives, wealth, and prosperity. If they drove Imperial Physician Zhou away and something happened, what would they do?

Zhou Maochun’s loud shouting outside didn’t diminish despite the eunuch’s obstruction.

“You… aren’t you supposed to be dead?”

The Emperor frowned.

“Who is he cursing now?” he asked, waving his hand. “Go, call him in. The noise is unbearable.”

Cai Zhong acknowledged and was about to have a young eunuch go when a eunuch came in from outside.

“Your Majesty, Grand Secretary Li requests an audience,” he said.

The Emperor was also surprised.

Grand Secretary Li?

“Summon him,” he said.

Wearing a bright red python robe, white-haired and bearded Grand Secretary Li was helped in by two eunuchs, trembling.

“Your subject kowtows…” he began to say as soon as he entered, about to kneel on the ground.

“Enough, enough,” the Emperor said. “You look like you’re about to break. Don’t kneel. When you’re better, there will be plenty of opportunities to kneel.”

Grand Secretary Li’s eyes filled with tears.

“Your subject thanks Your Majesty for your consideration,” he said in a trembling voice.

Cai Zhong had already understood and brought over a cushion for Grand Secretary Li to sit on.

Before Grand Secretary Li could walk over, Zhou Maochun grabbed him again.

“How are you not dead? Weren’t you supposed to die?” he shouted loudly, looking at Grand Secretary Li as if seeing a ghost.

Anyone who had just escaped from death’s door after a serious illness wouldn’t want to hear people talking about death.

Grand Secretary Li’s eyelids drooped.

“Sorry to disappoint Master Zhou, this old man is still alive,” he said blandly.

The Emperor laughed and didn’t pursue Zhou Maochun’s disrespectful entry without permission, watching them with amusement.

“This is impossible!” Zhou Maochun said, glaring. “How is it possible? I’ve seen your medical case – you were definitely going to die…”

Grand Secretary Li was so angry he was panting.

“But I did live. Does Master Zhou mean I should go die now?” he asked.

Zhou Maochun stared.

“Who cured you?” he suddenly asked.

Grand Secretary Li’s eyelids drooped.

“Not worth mentioning,” he said lightly. “A country doctor.”

You want to embarrass me? Zhou Maochun didn’t care. He never knew what embarrassment was, whether it was others to him or him to others.

“Who? From where?” he asked.

“Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture…” Grand Secretary Li slowly began.

“Lady Qi!”

These last words were spoken by two voices.

The Emperor, who had been watching the excitement, was also stunned upon hearing this.

Lady Qi?

Somehow, the image of the woman who had walked out the main gate that day floated before his eyes…

To walk out the main gate of the Li family, her status must be noble. There were only a few families with such noble status in the capital – one inquiry would reveal it.

But because of her obvious married woman’s attire, he absolutely wouldn’t inquire.

“When superiors have preferences, subordinates will exceed them” – this saying applied everywhere, especially to someone like him who most hated being led by the nose.

However, why would hearing “Lady Qi” make him think of that woman? How could there be such a young divine doctor?

The Emperor was lost in thought. Zhou Maochun here didn’t notice at all and threw Grand Secretary Li aside.

“Your Majesty, why is it that all these unrelated people have seen Lady Qi, but I haven’t…” This time he really cried, like a child throwing a tantrum.

Lady Qi, where on earth are you?

The wind howled and swept up dust. A’Hao raised her sleeve to turn her head but was too late, getting a mouthful of sand.

She angrily lowered her head, spitting repeatedly.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Look, look how clever I am. I told you not to be vain and refuse to wear it,” she said with a laugh, pointing to the veil covering her face, her bright eyes showing through the dim red haze.

Only then did A’Hao hurriedly climb into the carriage to find a face veil.

Several horses galloped from ahead.

“Lady Qi, three more li ahead and we’ll enter Gansu Town,” the leading man said, reining in his horse.

Finally arrived!

Qi Yue couldn’t help but sit up and look forward. Behind her face veil, a smile spread across her face.

What expression would that fool have when he saw her?

Chapter 342: Understanding
In the misty winter morning, powerful footsteps could be heard approaching.

“General!” The patrolling guards stopped and saluted respectfully, watching this man who was still wearing only his undergarments with his thick outer clothes draped over his arm run past them without a sideways glance.

“The General is really early,” everyone sighed, then continued their patrol.

Running quickly all the way to the official hall, Chang Yuncheng exhaled in relief. That was close, close – fortunately he hadn’t returned too late. If the sun had been high in the sky, it would have been terrible…

But just as he exhaled, he heard someone behind him call out “General.” He turned around to see four or five officers standing at the door with strange expressions.

“Is there urgent military business that requires me to personally investigate?” Chang Yuncheng asked after hearing what they said.

The officers bore the awkwardness of those unaccustomed to lying, but still nodded.

“Come in then,” Chang Yuncheng said. Seeing everyone’s gazes looking back and forth at the clothes on his arm, he instinctively concealed them behind his back. “You all sit for a moment. I ran several laps and worked up a sweat – let me go wash up, and we’ll leave immediately.”

Watching Chang Yuncheng go inside, the men outside exchanged glances.

“Ran several laps…” someone muttered in a low voice, “Don’t know if he was running on the ground or on top of a woman…”

The person beside him quickly kicked him, signaling him to keep his voice down.

The personal guard had already prepared water. Chang Yuncheng quickly undressed and poured water over himself, feeling an unprecedented comfort throughout his body. He couldn’t help but hum a little tune he’d heard from someone, while wiping himself down. When he touched his shoulder, it hurt slightly. Looking down, he saw a bright red bite mark.

This was what that woman had bitten…

At that moment of tender intimacy, sweet passion, and ultimate ecstasy…

As the thought flashed through his mind, the woman’s soft moans suddenly echoed in his ears, while before his eyes appeared the white, alluring female body pressed tightly beneath him. With his movements, her raven-black hair, white tender breasts rippled with soul-stirring spring waves.

Chang Yuncheng’s lower abdomen immediately tightened, his blood surging throughout his body. He grabbed a bucket of cold water nearby and poured it over himself.

They say the night is long and endless – what nonsense! Where was it long? It simply wasn’t enough!

When sunlight streamed into the room, A’Ru outside hesitated repeatedly before pushing the door open. At a glance, she saw Qi Yue still lying face down sleeping on the kang in the inner room.

The room still carried the lingering atmosphere of post-lovemaking intimacy. A’Ru couldn’t help but blush and lower her head, but then she saw the clothes scattered messily on the floor, some even torn, revealing how urgent that moment had been.

A’Ru had to raise her head again with a red face, seeing that Qi Yue on the kang was only covered by half the quilt, while the other half had slipped to the floor, exposing her shoulders covered with purple bruises.

Were these… these all from… that kind of thing?

Really too rough.

She stepped forward with a flushed face to pull the quilt up properly.

“What time is it?” Qi Yue asked groggily.

A’Ru was startled.

“It’s still early,” she hurriedly said. “Hot water is ready. Would you like to wash first before sleeping more?”

Qi Yue tried to get up but felt weak, reaching out to rub her lower back.

“That bastard…” she muttered, “Simply went crazy…”

Endless and without any restraint…

Weren’t men who had been abstinent for too long supposed to be very quick?

Liar!

A’Ru quickly reached out to help her massage gently.

The room was silent for a moment.

“What if Madam still won’t agree to let you enter the family?” A’Ru suddenly said in a low voice.

Qi Yue turned her head outward, glancing at her.

“Then I simply won’t enter,” she giggled, “I’ll have him marry into my family instead.”

A’Ru burst out laughing, raising her hand to pat her shoulder once.

Qi Yue immediately cried out in pain.

“A’Ru, don’t worry about me,” she laughed, sitting up to look at A’Ru. “I won’t let myself be sad, and I won’t let him be so troubled again. Life is short, fate is shallow. When we have the chance, let’s cherish it well.”

As she sat up, the quilt slipped down revealing her naked upper body. A’Ru saw similar marks on her chest and quickly averted her gaze, standing up to bring over her clothes.

“Miss, you and the Prince must be good to each other. As long as you two are united, you can get through any difficulty,” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue reached out to pinch her face.

“I’m older than you, I know,” she laughed.

A’Ru looked at her reproachfully and dodged away.

“Get up quickly, you shameless older woman,” she laughed.

Just as she finished dressing, they heard some commotion outside.

“Go to Songshan Fort?” Qi Yue asked.

Looking at the several military doctors and two officers who had been invited in.

“Yes, a unit there was ambushed by the enemy, and they’re requesting military doctors to go help,” one officer said with a stern face.

“Alright,” Qi Yue nodded in agreement. “I’ll pack up right away.”

The two officers exchanged glances, clearly somewhat surprised.

She actually agreed to go? Could she really bear to leave this place?

Never mind – though they couldn’t help their brother keep a woman’s heart, at least they could preserve some face.

Watching that woman and several military doctors drive out of the fort gates, the two officers breathed a sigh of relief.

At this time, at another fort gate, Chang Yuncheng and four or five officers with a unit of soldiers also rushed out.

Hopefully this time would be enough for the Defense Official to convince the Garrison Commander.

“What exactly do you want to say?”

The Garrison Commander finally impatiently tapped the table, looking at Pengshan Fort Defense Official Lü Baoshan who had been sitting there for a full half day.

This big burly man looking so aggrieved was really uncomfortable to watch.

“The merit rewards have been reported up. There’s a process for them to come down – they won’t come so quickly. You’re an old hand, you can’t not know this rule, right?” the Garrison Commander said irritably.

“No, no, Sir, I’m not here to ask about that,” Lü Baoshan hurriedly said. Gritting his teeth, he stood up. “Sir, please quickly transfer General Wulüe back, or someone will definitely die!”

Someone will die! The Garrison Commander was startled – General Wulüe’s life was quite valuable.

“What’s going on? What did that incomprehensible document you wrote last time mean?” he hurriedly asked. “How will someone die?”

Now that he had opened his mouth, Lü Baoshan poured everything out like beans from a bamboo tube.

“Sir, I admire the General’s martial skills and strategy, and he’s good to his brothers, but this time what he’s doing is really not right!” he finally said, feeling sad, wronged, and bitter – he couldn’t describe what he was feeling.

After finishing, he looked at the Garrison Commander again, only to see his expression was normal and even carried a smile.

Lü Baoshan couldn’t help but be stunned.

“Oh, this,” the Garrison Commander laughed, breathing a sigh of relief. “I thought it was something serious. You rough old men have nothing better to do than meddle in such matters?”

Lü Baoshan’s eyes widened as he stood up.

“Sir, this isn’t a serious matter?” he shouted.

“Enough! What Jiang Hai’s woman – even if she is Jiang Hai’s woman, the General gave her to him. Besides, she might have been the General’s former concubine,” the Garrison Commander said with some disdain. Wealthy families kept beautiful concubines not only for their own enjoyment but also to give as gifts to friends and rewards. What were these country bumpkins who’d never seen the world making a fuss about?

Lü Baoshan stared wide-eyed and stunned for a long while.

“Even, even if she was once the General’s woman, since he gave her to Jiang Hai, she belongs to Jiang Hai. He can’t, he can’t take advantage of the man’s absence to… to do that,” he stammered.

“It’s just a woman. What’s the big deal? Does the General lack women? He can just give Jiang Hai ten or eight more later,” the Garrison Commander waved his hand dismissively, showing some impatience.

“The Garrison Commander won’t intervene?” Lü Baoshan asked with wide eyes.

The Garrison Commander snorted and picked up his tea.

“If the Garrison Commander won’t intervene, I will,” Lü Baoshan said with wide eyes. “Anyway, they can’t expect to carry on under my nose!”

“How can you be so stupid?” The Garrison Commander put down his teacup in exasperation. “People can’t wait to curry favor by sending women, but you’re looking for trouble! Really idle! I’m telling you, don’t worry about it. When the Prince’s young madam arrives, even if you want to send women, you won’t have the chance…”

His words had barely finished when someone outside shouted loudly.

“Sir! Sir, they’re here, they’re here!”

They’re here? The Prince’s young madam has arrived?

The Garrison Commander hurriedly stood up, then saw a doorkeeper rush in. Before he could salute, someone behind him pushed him aside with a slap.

This was an old man who looked quite fierce.

“Where’s Chang Yuncheng?” he roared. “Tell him to get out here and see me!”

The Garrison Commander was startled. Who was this? So arrogant?

Before he could ask, he saw another group of people pour in from outside, all dusty from travel. Fortunately, he recognized some of them.

“General!” The Garrison Commander’s legs went weak and he almost knelt to greet him.

Not just a general – several officials below the Commander-in-Chief of the entire Northwest front had come.

What was happening? Why had they all suddenly arrived?

The Garrison Commander was dumbfounded, not knowing which one to greet first.

But these people had no time to acknowledge his courtesies. Everyone was smiling and surrounding the old man who had charged in first.

“Master Zhou, Master Zhou, please sit, sit. Whatever you have to say, please sit down first,” the General personally reached out to support the old man, his expression as respectful as if serving his own father.

“I have no time to sit! Quickly get Chang Yuncheng out here to see me!” Zhou Maochun shouted impatiently, unceremoniously shaking off the General’s hand.

At this point, the General and others finally had time to notice the Garrison Commander.

“General Wulüe, Chang Yuncheng – where is he? Quickly have him come see Master Zhou,” he said with a serious expression.

What kind of master was this? The Garrison Commander wondered but didn’t dare ask, hurriedly explaining Chang Yuncheng’s whereabouts.

Zhou Maochun immediately set off.

“Is my master also there?” an unremarkable-looking man grabbed Zhou Maochun’s arm and asked.

This attitude was much worse than the General’s, but Zhou Maochun didn’t shake off his hand.

“Is his wife also at Pengshan Fort?” Zhou Maochun asked, turning around.

The General immediately looked at the Garrison Commander again.

His wife?

“The Prince’s madam has been saying she would come, but hasn’t arrived yet,” the Garrison Commander hurriedly said.

“What are you talking about? My master came long ago…” the man said with wide eyes.

The Garrison Commander was even more confused.

You asked about the Prince’s madam, but who is your master? What’s the connection?

“The Prince’s madam is their master, who is also the owner of Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture, the divine physician Madam Qi…” the General hurriedly explained.

What what?

The Garrison Commander was stunned, not immediately understanding.

What did he say?

Who is who?

Why did it sound like he couldn’t understand?

But soon he understood, as a familiar person rushed in.

Outside there was another commotion.

“Master, Master, you’ve finally come!”

Hu San bounded in three steps at a time. Seeing the familiar face, he immediately rushed over with tears flowing.

“Master, you’ve finally come…”

Behind him, the two disciples who had gone to find him couldn’t help but laugh.

“Senior Brother already cried once when he saw us. Let’s meet with him one by one later and see how many more times he can cry,” they told others.

Liu Pucheng smiled and comforted Hu San.

Zhou Maochun had no time to watch these matters.

“Is Madam Qi at Pengshan Fort?” he shouted.

“Yes, yes,” Hu San nodded repeatedly.

Zhou Maochun said nothing and immediately left. When he left, everyone hurriedly followed.

The hall had been noisy with people coming, then noisy with people leaving.

The Garrison Commander stood dumbly in place as if he had dreamed.

The sound of chattering teeth echoed in his ears – it was Lü Baoshan’s voice, who had been stupefied for a long time.

“Sir… sir… sir… Madam… Madam Qi… is… is…” he stammered.

Before he finished speaking, the Garrison Commander suddenly slapped his thigh.

“My dear mother’s uncle’s grandfather!” he shouted, rushing outside. “This is going to be the death of me!”

Chapter 343: Declaration
A grand procession of carriages surged toward the city gates, just as when they had entered, causing lively crowds of people to gather and point.

The Garrison Commander naturally had to accompany them, but since there were far too many officials of higher rank than him, he couldn’t find an opportunity to step forward.

“How is this Madam Qi the Prince’s wife?” he was still somewhat confused, pulling aside a clerk from the Commander-in-Chief’s office to ask quietly.

Dear mother’s uncle, this was truly fatal! A group of people were hunting like wolves for this Prince’s wife, and she had quietly entered the city as a physician! And what was this about competing with military doctors! And what about going to the battlefield!

And this Jiang Hai! Sigh, how did this boy not know either? Wasn’t he the Prince’s subordinate? He had the gall to court the Prince’s woman! Wasn’t this seeking death?

Oh, that’s right – he was sent to Liaodong by the Prince with just one sentence when he returned…

No wonder he suddenly dispatched him there – it turns out he brought this upon himself!

The Garrison Commander slapped his thigh hard again!

Dear mother’s uncle! Would he be next?

He had done plenty of wrong things too!

Tell me, tell me, what exactly was going on here!

What were this husband and wife playing at?

They were playing with a whole group of people’s lives!

“You don’t know?” the clerk said quietly. “The Prince and his young madam have actually already divorced.”

The Garrison Commander’s eyes widened.

Divorced?

Right, of course they were divorced!

He slapped his forehead!

This was truly fatal! They had been wrong from the very beginning!

A divorced young madam naturally couldn’t come with the pomp of a young madam! Naturally she couldn’t actively reveal her identity either!

“It’s a long story, but basically it was all confused and nobody knows how it happened. However, these two still care for each other in their hearts,” the clerk stroked his beard and said. “So they are husband and wife yet not husband and wife – no one can say for sure. They can only continue in this confused state.”

So that Madam Qi didn’t dare say she was the Prince Consort of Marquis Dingxi’s wife.

So that Prince didn’t dare publicly acknowledge this Madam Qi as his wife either.

So they had trapped themselves!

“The pastries were well made, having a good cook – of course there was a good cook! She was the Prince’s wife all along!” he muttered, raising his hand to hit himself again. “This troublesome woman has been the death of me!”

The Garrison Commander sat dejectedly, unable to sit still.

“Oh right, what’s the background of that master?” he thought of something else and asked quietly, looking at the carriage surrounded by a group of officials ahead.

“That one? Do you know about the Founding Empress?” the clerk asked.

Wasn’t this insulting?

The Garrison Commander glared at the clerk – was he being looked down upon like this? Did everyone now think he was an idiot?

The clerk also realized his question was somewhat ridiculous and laughed.

“This is the Imperial Physician who once saved the Founding Empress’s life,” he said quietly. “Back then, the Founding Empress married the Founding Emperor when they were young and suffered many hardships along the way, leaving hidden ailments in her body. She had several dangerous episodes, each time relying on this Imperial Physician’s miraculous healing. So what do you think his background is? Now in the palace, no more than five people can be granted a seat in the Emperor’s presence. He is one of them.”

Dear mother’s uncle!

The Garrison Commander swallowed hard.

“So his relationship with the Prince is really good – he came specifically to see the Prince?” he asked in a trembling voice.

Actually, he had already guessed the answer, but didn’t dare believe it.

The clerk looked at him with some sympathy.

No wonder he had only reached the position of Garrison Commander at such an age – his mind really wasn’t sharp.

“Master Zhou came bearing the Emperor’s oral decree, requesting Divine Physician Madam Qi to enter the capital,” he said.

Divine Physician…

The Garrison Commander covered his face with his hands.

A Prince’s wife, a divine physician whom the Emperor wanted to see – he had sent her to the military medical camp, and moreover to the war front…

Mother’s uncle, save me.

At this moment, he wasn’t the only one calling for help. Lü Baoshan was riding hard, taking advantage of his familiarity with the terrain to take shortcuts and race non-stop to reach Pengshan Fort before this large group arrived.

As soon as he dismounted, several officers who had stayed behind joyfully came to meet him.

“Sir, what did the Garrison Commander say?” they asked urgently.

Lü Baoshan had no time for this, shouting with a voice about to smoke: “Where are they?”

Several people’s minds turned quickly this time.

“Don’t worry, Sir, we’ve already sent her to Songshan Fort,” they laughed smugly with some pride. “She agreed to go immediately – very easy to fool. It seems she hasn’t lost her mind yet, throwing her weight around…”

Lü Baoshan cried out and slapped his thigh hard, then lifted his foot to kick the nearest person, not even bothering to say a word before mounting his horse again.

Very easy to fool, not throwing her weight around…

What did she have to throw her weight around about!

That was her own man!

Whether she threw her weight around or not, he was still her own man!

Lü Baoshan rode off in a cloud of dust, leaving a group of people staring at each other wide-eyed, not knowing what was happening. Before they could recover, another cavalry unit came galloping up.

Leading them was Chang Yuncheng.

“General!” everyone hurried to greet him.

Chang Yuncheng’s horse galloped past, stirring up a cloud of dust.

“What’s wrong?”

Everyone coughed loudly and asked.

Behind Chang Yuncheng’s personal guards were Lü Baoshan’s men, their faces gloomy.

“The General saw through it, we couldn’t… couldn’t keep it hidden…” they said dejectedly.

Unable to hide their emotions on a normal day, let alone deliberately act to deceive someone.

There was no urgent military business at all. After a few sentences, Chang Yuncheng saw through it and questioned them with just a few words.

Chang Yuncheng was trembling with rage – first anger, then fear.

This was the frontier, a place with not only regular enemy armies but also scattered enemy cavalry.

This was winter, approaching New Year, when the enemy was most desperate and thus most likely to raid.

She was a woman, a beautiful woman, the kind who would draw extra glances even in a place like the capital.

These bastards! These bastards!

No, he was the bastard!

Chang Yuncheng almost ground his teeth to powder!

If not for him, how would she have come here!

If not for him, how would they have reached this point of being husband and wife yet not husband and wife, meeting but not daring to acknowledge each other!

If not for him, she would now be married to Wang Qian, living a warm and prosperous life in Jiangnan, respected by everyone with everything going smoothly!

If not for him, how would she be running around so disheveled, how would she be so ridiculously mixed in among a group of men, subjected to cold mockery and pointing fingers!

Chang Yuncheng raised his whip and lashed himself hard.

The personal guards following behind were startled, watching the fine cloak instantly tear open.

Chang Yuncheng’s horse went faster and faster, soon overtaking the horse ahead.

“Hey? Prince! Listen to my explanation…” Lü Baoshan saw the person and horse whoosh past like a gust of wind and hurriedly shouted.

Chang Yuncheng was already far away.

My goodness, this time I’m definitely dead!

Lü Baoshan spurred his horse harder.

Qi Yue knew nothing of what was happening here. She had no suspicions at all and happily followed several military doctors, escorted by guards in a carriage to Songshan Fort.

This place wasn’t far from Pengshan Fort – half a day’s journey by carriage. It had the same layout as Pengshan Fort and had also endured the last great battle. Being further northwest, it had suffered greater impact. The city walls were more broken and still hadn’t been repaired.

There were more wounded soldiers here, and their conditions were more serious. But like at Pengshan Fort, Qi Yue had no good solutions at the moment. She could only clean wounds properly, hoping these people could escape blood poisoning, tetanus, and other infections.

Having a woman among the military doctors surprised everyone at Songshan Fort, especially such a beautiful woman.

“This is one of our own brothers’ woman,” the accompanying soldiers privately introduced to everyone.

Qi Yue heard this and smiled.

Chang Yuncheng, as an officer, was naturally one of their comrades.

This wasn’t wrong.

She continued her busy work.

It was at this moment that Chang Yuncheng charged in.

“Qi Yueniang!” he shouted loudly, his gaze sweeping over this broken, smelly room. Not seeing that woman at first glance, his heart panicked and he couldn’t stand still.

Qi Yue stood up from the ground, still holding scissors, looking surprised.

How did he come here too?

Before she could respond, Chang Yuncheng had already seen her.

He strode over and, right in front of everyone, embraced her tightly like a lost treasure found again.

People inside and outside all stared wide-eyed.

Qi Yue was also startled, the scissors in her hand nearly stabbing him. She quickly stretched her hand away and dropped the scissors.

“What’s wrong?” she asked hurriedly.

Chang Yuncheng held her tightly, neither speaking nor letting go.

Qi Yue looked at the stunned people around them, wanting to laugh a little.

Though this kind of thing was nothing to her, she had to consider the tolerance of ancient people.

“Hey, it hasn’t even been a day – no need to act like we’ve been separated for years,” she laughed quietly. “Mind your image as a general.”

Chang Yuncheng straightened up suddenly but didn’t release her, instead holding her close.

“Let me introduce – this is my woman, Chang Yuncheng’s woman. She is a physician, a divine physician,” he swept his gaze over everyone, speaking word by word. “Having her treat you, everyone can be at ease.”

Inside and outside, it seemed like the sound of jaws dropping could be heard.

This was their own brother’s woman…

But wasn’t this brother a bit too big…

Who Chang Yuncheng was – probably more than half the people in Gansu territory knew.

The General Wulüe stationed in Zhangye Garrison City!

General Wulüe’s woman was treating them…

Was it because the enemy had retreated and everyone had drunk too much at the victory feast and still hadn’t sobered up?

Noisy footsteps and horse hooves sounded outside.

“Sir, Sir!” Lü Baoshan stumbled in, “Madam, Madam, are you alright?”

He shouted as he rushed toward the man and woman standing together and dropped to his knees with a thud.

“General Sir, this subordinate was blind and didn’t know this was Madam!” he shouted, his voice hoarse. “This subordinate deserves death ten thousand times!”

Chang Yuncheng exhaled heavily.

He tightened his embrace of the woman before him again.

That’s right, she was his woman. Wherever he went, he would say this and dare to say this. This was decided for life and would never change.

“So that’s how it was.”

Qi Yue understood and couldn’t help laughing.

These people were really…

“That boy Jiang Hai actually dared to say such things!” she laughed again, shaking her head.

When she said this, they had already returned to Pengshan Fort. It was already midnight.

This trip back and forth had brought earth-shaking changes.

Qi Yue didn’t return to her own shabby little room but was in Chang Yuncheng’s spacious and bright official hall, with warm heated floors, soft red curtains hanging, and two pots of blooming narcissus.

Qi Yue looked at every corner one by one. She had often come here these past few days, but as a physician, it wasn’t proper to look around in someone else’s room. Besides, with limited time, she barely had enough time to examine people. Now it was good – she had plenty of time to look.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to pull her into his arms.

“Those who don’t know aren’t to blame. It’s also our fault for not explaining clearly to everyone,” Qi Yue laughed.

“These bastards!” Chang Yuncheng cursed angrily again, looking down to see Qi Yue’s somewhat teasing smile and thinking of something. “I don’t have any hobby of… other men’s women! Never have!”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“So is this protesting too much or something else?” she laughed, reaching out to pinch Chang Yuncheng’s face.

“Something else, something else,” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly said. To avoid this clever person saying something that would trip him up, he lowered his head and kissed the woman’s lips.

No need to worry about being discovered, no need to worry about insufficient time, no need to worry about anyone disturbing them.

This was his room. This was his woman, announced to everyone.

This was something he had every right to do.

This was a long kiss that went from passionate to tender and back to passionate.

When they separated, gasping for breath, Qi Yue could no longer stand, hanging limply like water against Chang Yuncheng.

“Well, well, rapid progress,” she didn’t forget to laugh, rubbing her face against Chang Yuncheng’s chest.

Chang Yuncheng’s laughter rumbled dully from his chest.

“Only this has rapid progress? Aren’t there other things?” he said, looking down, his hands already dishonestly slipping into Qi Yue’s clothes.

“Ah, what are you talking about? I don’t understand,” Qi Yue giggled, looking up at him with blinking eyes.

These words combined with this expression could drive someone mad.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to lift this woman horizontally.

“No need to understand by hearing, understanding by seeing is enough,” he laughed. “We have all night – enough time for you to understand.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Will the Prince still go running for exercise tomorrow morning?” she giggled.

“To hell with running – I just want to run enough on top of you,” Chang Yuncheng growled roughly in a low voice.

These crude words instantly ignited passion, both their breathing becoming rapid.

Qi Yue looked at him, reached out to embrace his neck, pressing her head against his chest, docile as a little white lamb.

Chang Yuncheng’s whole body was burning. Without further hesitation, he carried her and strode toward the inner room. Just as he was about to turn, he heard noisy sounds outside.

“Sir, Sir, this won’t do – better to meet tomorrow…”

“Prince, Prince, there’s a guest…”

The guard’s loud shout clearly indicated they couldn’t stop the visitor.

Chang Yuncheng was furious.

Who was so bold!

Who was so blind!

To disturb him at this moment!

“Get lost!” he roared toward the outside.

With these words, the door was also heavily knocked open.

A small figure rushed in.

Qi Yue was frightened and struggled to get down, dodging to the side. Chang Yuncheng was enraged and lifted his foot to kick the visitor out.

“Ha, ha.” The visitor made a strange laugh that was neither quite a laugh nor not a laugh, walking out from the dim lamplight.

Seeing who it was, Qi Yue stopped hiding and instead cried out in joyful surprise.

“Doctor Zhou! How did you come here?” she called out.

Zhou Maochun looked at her.

“How did I come here?” his voice trembled, seeming very excited, then he looked at Chang Yuncheng and spread his arms wide. “Chang Yuncheng! Prince! I really missed you to death!”

Chapter 344: Gathering
The room was brightly lit and bustling with voices. Personal guards and servant women busily went in and out serving tea and water, making it even livelier than the busiest time of day.

“We just arrived and were planning to rest, intending to visit tomorrow, but Master Zhou was worried about Miss and couldn’t wait,” Liu Pucheng said somewhat embarrassedly.

After Zhou Maochun entered and shouted that greeting, he said nothing more. When told to sit, he sat; when told to drink tea, he drank tea. He just stared at Chang Yuncheng with a strange, mocking smile.

Chang Yuncheng remained calm in expression, acting as if he didn’t see his attitude at all.

Though Qi Yue found it strange, she couldn’t dwell on it. Seeing Liu Pucheng enter afterward, she cried out joyfully.

“That Hu San actually called you all here!” she said, both happy and worried. “Coming such a long way – I hope it doesn’t delay your important matters, Teacher.”

“What important matters do I have? Ever since learning you weren’t in the capital but had come this way, we all had the thought to follow. Halfway to the capital, we received Hu San’s letter saying you had some trouble here, so we were even more determined to come,” Liu Pucheng said.

“Teacher, I didn’t deliberately hide this from you all. I was afraid you’d worry,” Qi Yue laughed.

Hu San nodded vigorously beside them.

“Master, you came so quickly! I calculated it would take until after New Year at least,” he said.

“We have Master Zhou to thank for that,” Liu Pucheng smiled. “With him along, officials welcomed and escorted us all the way, fast horses cleared the road, we traveled day and night without stopping. Every post station had carriages prepared to take over in relay, with proper meals and lodging. It really saved a great deal of time.”

Everyone looked at Zhou Maochun, truly opening their eyes to see how official assistance could make an entire journey flow as smoothly and quickly as water, without exhaustion.

Zhou Maochun listened but continued staring at Chang Yuncheng.

“Don’t thank me. If you want to thank someone, thank the Prince,” he said with neither warmth nor coldness.

Qi Yue looked at Liu Pucheng, who shook his head.

“He’s been like this the whole way,” Zhang Tong said quietly.

Qi Yue looked at Zhou Maochun again, then at Chang Yuncheng, inquiring with her eyes.

Chang Yuncheng gave her a slight smile.

Flirting in public?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but give him a reproachful glance.

“It’s getting late. Whatever we have to say can wait until tomorrow,” Liu Pucheng said hurriedly.

Originally, this wasn’t the proper time to visit.

But who knew what was wrong with Zhou Maochun? After getting off the carriage, he wouldn’t listen to anyone and charged straight in. They thought he was urgent to announce an imperial edict, but after coming in for half the night, he just sat there without saying much.

What a strange person.

But thinking how this old man was sometimes so eccentric that even the Emperor couldn’t handle him, everyone felt relieved.

“Yes, the journey must have been tiring. You should rest quickly,” Qi Yue said, standing up.

Seeing them say this, the accompanying General and other officials also stood up hastily.

“Accommodations have all been arranged,” the Garrison Commander finally got a chance to show off and said hurriedly.

Since this was the case, everyone was about to leave, but Zhou Maochun remained seated without moving.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Lü Baoshan also hurried to show off, having a sudden inspiration to add a polite phrase. “It’s just that this small place is crude, with shabby accommodations. Please forgive us.”

“Well, since they’re shabby, I won’t go stay there,” Zhou Maochun picked up the conversation. Looking around, “This place is nice. I’ll stay here with the Prince.”

The lamps were withdrawn again, and the courtyard returned to nighttime tranquility.

Qi Yue watched A’Ru and A’Hao arrange bedding in this temporarily prepared room while looking at Chang Yuncheng.

“Did you offend him?” she asked.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng said without changing expression. “He’s just like that. Who knows what’s wrong.”

Qi Yue looked at him suspiciously.

“It’s ready,” A’Ru and A’Hao came over to say, hesitating somewhat as they glanced at Chang Yuncheng, wanting to speak but stopping.

“Your room was given to Master Zhou. Is your guest room ready?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng snorted, not answering, and strode toward the inner room.

A’Hao couldn’t help giggling.

A’Ru glared at her.

“Then we’ll go downstairs,” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

Just as they were about to leave, Zhou Maochun’s voice came from outside.

“Chang Yuncheng, Chang Yuncheng,” he called. “Do you have chess here? I need to use it!”

Hearing this voice, Chang Yuncheng, who was already sitting on the bed in the inner room, looked grim.

He didn’t answer, so Zhou Maochun’s voice outside continued incessantly.

“Go quickly. If you don’t agree, I don’t think he plans to sleep,” Qi Yue laughed, walking over to push him.

Chang Yuncheng got up and went out.

“There’s no chess.”

“No chess? Then do you have books?”

“Go find them in the study yourself.”

“…I’m seventy or eighty years old. You want me to search alone in the dark? What if I die?”

“Sir really overthinks things. If I die, Sir will definitely die too.”

“Hehe, Prince, you’re really modest. With your abilities, everyone else could die but you never would.”

The back-and-forth conversation with its gunpowder smell gradually faded away.

Qi Yue shook her head and smiled helplessly.

“It seems Chang Yuncheng has formed a great enmity with Master Zhou,” she said thoughtfully, stroking her chin.

“Should Miss leave the door open?” A’Ru asked quietly.

“No need,” Qi Yue laughed, lowering the bed curtain herself and blowing out the lamp.

The east was already growing bright.

Though she’d slept late, Qi Yue woke early due to excitement over Liu Pucheng and the others’ arrival.

Before she could get up, Chang Yuncheng came in.

“It’s still early, sleep a bit more,” he sat on the bedside, his hands caressing as he spoke.

Qi Yue smiled and kissed his face.

Chang Yuncheng leaned over accordingly. Just as his exploring hand slipped under her soft undergarment and was about to grasp that soft fullness, Zhou Maochun’s shouts came from outside again.

This time he wasn’t calling Chang Yuncheng.

“Madam Qi, Madam Qi.”

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath. Qi Yue laughed quietly and pushed him.

“I don’t believe he dares come in!” Chang Yuncheng said through gritted teeth in a low voice.

Qi Yue laughed and patted his head.

“He doesn’t dare come in, but do you think having accompaniment would make you happy?” she laughed quietly against his chest.

Chang Yuncheng!

This scene suddenly rang in Chang Yuncheng’s ears.

When he reached his peak, this woman calling out “Chang Yuncheng” made him feel like dying of ecstasy, but if another man were calling…

He shuddered, his desire instantly vanishing.

“Inviting me back to the capital?” Qi Yue was very surprised after hearing Zhou Maochun’s words. “The Emperor is inviting me?”

Chang Yuncheng was obviously hearing this for the first time too, looking at Zhou Maochun with some suspicion.

Falsifying imperial edicts was a grave crime that no one dared commit, but that didn’t mean this old man wouldn’t dare.

“It’s true. Originally the invitation came long ago,” Zhou Maochun said. Speaking of this, he felt full of grievance and bitterness, but since this missed opportunity was purely caused by his own actions, saying it would only invite ridicule without benefit, so he didn’t elaborate. “Later I was busy and didn’t get around to it.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment.

“When I wasn’t busy anymore and thought to invite Madam Qi, I couldn’t find you again. Even more hateful…” Zhou Maochun continued, and this part had to be said. He looked at Chang Yuncheng angrily. “Some bastard actually deceived me!”

Qi Yue looked back and forth between him and Chang Yuncheng with sudden understanding.

So this was where the hatred lay.

“I didn’t deceive you,” Chang Yuncheng said flatly.

“You still dare to say that! Do you really think I’m stupid?” Zhou Maochun shouted.

After shouting, he became even angrier. Looking back, he really had been stupid…

Actually being fooled by this boy’s single sentence.

“How much I trusted you, Chang Yuncheng! Chang Yuncheng, treating me like this, don’t you feel guilty at all?”

Zhou Maochun beat his chest and stamped his feet, crying out in anguish.

Chang Yuncheng snorted.

Not guilty at all!

Wanting to take away his woman! Why should he feel guilty!

After letting Zhou Maochun vent his anger, Qi Yue personally poured him tea.

“We’ll leave now,” Zhou Maochun was also tired and said breathlessly. Chang Yuncheng was like a ball of cotton – no matter how he jumped and scolded, there was no reaction. It was truly infuriating.

“The thing is,” Qi Yue said, looking at Zhou Maochun, “I can’t go right now.”

Zhou Maochun was stunned, then became furious, looking at Chang Yuncheng.

“You little bastard! Are you actually teaching her to resist the imperial decree?” he shouted.

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

“It has nothing to do with him,” Qi Yue said with a laugh. “It’s my business.”

Zhou Maochun looked at her suspiciously.

“I have something here that I haven’t finished,” Qi Yue said. “Previously there was no way to do it, but now that Teacher and the others have come, it’s the perfect opportunity with favorable timing, location, and people.”

“What thing?” Zhou Maochun asked with great curiosity.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Creating hope,” she said.

The news that Madam Qi was actually the Prince’s wife whom the garrison city officials had prepared to welcome, causing chaos while being unable to find her, quickly spread everywhere, including the military medical camp.

Although Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue repeatedly said publicly that ignorance was no crime and no one should take past events to heart, no one believed such words.

After learning this, everyone’s only thought was to cry out “My dear mother!”

“I don’t think I was ever disrespectful to her…”

A group of military doctors gathered together, discussing quietly, recalling whether they had said anything inappropriate to that Madam Qi.

“You’re dead meat – you were always staring at her lecherously…”

“Don’t talk nonsense! My eyes are blurry and I can’t see clearly. I squint at everything. Look, aren’t I squinting at you right now?”

The noisy conversation here had no effect on Qiao Minghua nearby, who continued sorting and dispensing medicine.

“Speaking of bad luck, when the sky falls, the tall ones get crushed first.”

Someone gestured toward Qiao Minghua.

Everyone looked over with knowing expressions.

If Qiao Minghua hadn’t taken the lead back then, how would Madam Qi have come to the military medical camp?

So all of this was caused by Qiao Minghua.

“Looks like he can’t stay here anymore,” everyone shook their heads and sighed, feeling both pity and helplessness.

But they waited and waited without hearing news of Qiao Minghua leaving. Instead, Madam Qi and Chang Yuncheng left.

Yes, they should have left long ago.

Qiao Minghua stood on the earthen slope, watching the lively procession being seen off by crowds as it drove out the fort gates.

Coming and going – wasn’t life just this kind of repetition? No meaning, no hope. Whatever fate you were meant to have, that’s what you’d have.

He turned and walked toward the wounded soldiers’ camp, his figure stretched long by the setting sun.

Chapter 345: Good Deed
There was some disagreement when the carriage entered the garrison city.

“This way,” Chang Yuncheng saw the carriage turning and hurriedly urged his horse over to say.

“The house I rented is over there,” Qi Yue lifted the carriage curtain and said with a smile, pointing in another direction.

Zhou Maochun also poked his head out from inside the carriage.

“That’s right, that’s right,” he agreed.

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath.

“Yueniang, let’s still go to the official hall,” he said.

“No, it’s more convenient at my own place,” Qi Yue laughed.

“That’s right, that’s right,” Zhou Maochun agreed again.

Because he had stopped, the entire procession stopped, looking over with confusion and curiosity, temporarily blocking the main street at the city gate.

“You go ahead first. After you’ve settled in, come over for dinner,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng was helpless, glancing at Zhou Maochun.

Zhou Maochun raised his chin and glared back at him fiercely.

“I’ll come over later,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

Learning they wouldn’t go to the official hall, the General and other officials couldn’t help but come to request – naturally requesting Zhou Maochun.

“Don’t bother me. You all go do whatever you need to do,” Zhou Maochun dismissed everyone cleanly and efficiently.

Qi Yue’s carriage took the Qianjin Hall disciples and headed in the other direction.

“Madam Qi, I’m so happy that you listened to what I said,” Zhou Maochun said with a gratified expression. “This boy, this family – they drove you out originally, and now they want you back? It’s not that easy. Can saying a few nice words do it? The most worthless and useless things in this world are nice words!”

Qi Yue smiled at him and sincerely thanked him.

“You don’t have parents or brothers either, but don’t be afraid. I’ll back you up,” Zhou Maochun said, patting his chest.

Qi Yue smiled and thanked him again.

“So about what I mentioned regarding taking me as your master – you agree, right?” Zhou Maochun scooted forward and asked.

Qi Yue hurriedly waved her hands.

“Master Zhou, please don’t mock me,” she laughed.

This old master had pestered her the entire journey, insisting on becoming her disciple. What kind of master could she be? She knew her own abilities. Having a predecessor from a thousand years ago take her as master would shorten her lifespan!

Zhou Maochun slumped back dejectedly, his eyes rolling as he sighed.

“Speaking of which, we’re the same kind of people,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him uncomprehendingly.

“I wouldn’t dare compare myself to you,” she said hurriedly.

“You can compare to me. I also lost my parents as a child and was about to starve to death when I met my master, which saved my life. When I grew up, though I was handsome and charming, I was too focused on medicine to think about marriage. When I finally wanted to marry, my original wife had run off with someone else. At my age, I have no children. No disciples either…” Zhou Maochun said.

Qi Yue wanted to laugh at first, but by the end felt sad.

“Madam Qi, I see that we’re both lonely people, and both are rare intelligent people in this world,” Zhou Maochun continued.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

This was clearly a very sad matter – why did listening to the old master speak about it make her want to laugh?

“Madam Qi, if I take you as my master, we’ll be family. This way we’ll have someone to rely on. That’s what I mean – I don’t necessarily want to learn your medical skills,” Zhou Maochun said with an aggrieved expression.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Then I’ll take you as my master instead,” she said. “I really can’t be worthy of being your master.”

Zhou Maochun waved his hands hastily.

“You have such divine skills – I’m not worthy either,” he insisted.

This was difficult.

Qi Yue tilted her head, looking at Zhou Maochun’s graying whiskers and wrinkled face.

This old man was probably seventy or eighty years old.

No sons, no daughters, not even a disciple…

This imperial summons was probably his doing, wasn’t it?

Though the old man wouldn’t elaborate on the specifics, to find her, he had traveled many wasted miles. At such an advanced age, it really wasn’t easy.

Even if it was for her unprecedented medical skills, wasn’t this obsession with learning admirable?

Her medical skills were shocking, and anyone who saw them would question them, but this old man had no doubt whatsoever. Instead, he praised them endlessly. The saying goes that “scholars look down on each other” – wasn’t this true in every profession?

Once you’ve mastered something, you don’t easily believe in anything new.

To be able to humbly face unseen medical techniques with a child’s heart – this was extremely rare.

Such an old man deserved respect.

“Master Zhou, if you don’t mind, how about you take me as your adopted daughter?” Qi Yue said.

When Liu Pucheng and the others arrived, Hu San had already cleverly rented the adjacent courtyard, so when they came this time, they could move in directly without the trouble of finding a place.

“Senior Brother, you’re no good at making medicine or treating patients, but you’re quite capable at these things,” the disciples patted Hu San and joked.

Hu San grinned. The helplessness of the past few days had nearly crushed him, but hearing these words now finally made him feel alive again.

“Don’t think this remote city is poor and lacking. I tell you, everything that should be here is here, and things that shouldn’t be here can also be obtained,” he said, proudly showing the disciples around the rooms.

Though Zhou Maochun refused to go to the official hall, the officials couldn’t really ignore him. They sent servants, maids, and cooks to clean, arrange, boil water, cook meals, and provide thoughtful service, making the small residence quite lively.

Three tables were set up in the room, and everyone sat down merrily.

“Yueniang, since you won’t go back now, what exactly do you want to do here?” Zhou Maochun asked impatiently as soon as he sat down.

Liu Pucheng and the others also looked over.

“Hu San mentioned making medicine or something? Is it penicillin? We brought quite a lot,” Zhang Tong said.

Qi Yue shook her head then nodded.

“Medicine is part of it, but more importantly, it’s about people. The emergency medicine I once told everyone about can be put to great use this time,” she said.

The disciples understood and began discussing.

Zhou Maochun was somewhat disappointed. Having seen throat cutting and chest opening, this emergency medicine must be nothing interesting.

“Come, come, let’s not talk about this today. Everyone eat well and rest to recover from the journey,” Qi Yue laughed, raising her wine cup.

“Come, come, try the special good wine here,” Hu San also chimed in.

Just as he finished speaking, there was commotion outside, and Chang Yuncheng walked in.

As soon as Zhou Maochun saw him, he perked up.

“Right, right, let’s not talk about that today. I have something important to announce,” he called out hastily.

Everyone who was about to greet Chang Yuncheng turned their attention back to Zhou Maochun.

Chang Yuncheng, who had just entered and was removing his cloak, looked at Zhou Maochun upon hearing this. Zhou Maochun was also looking at him, grinning.

When everyone was looking at him and the lively room became quiet, Zhou Maochun coughed proudly.

“I have a daughter now,” he announced loudly.

The room remained quiet, everyone staring at him wide-eyed.

“Sir, you’re really amazing!” Hu San couldn’t help saying. “At such an advanced age, you can still give birth…”

Several people spat out their wine with pfft sounds.

The originally solemn atmosphere suddenly became comical.

“No, no,” Zhou Maochun glared and shouted. “I said I have a daughter, not that I gave birth to a daughter.”

Everyone stared at him wide-eyed.

Poor thing, so happy he’s gone silly…

“It’s me. I acknowledged Master Zhou as my adoptive father,” Qi Yue said, suppressing her laughter.

Only then did everyone understand, and the atmosphere became lively again.

“This is good news. This is good news,” Liu Pucheng said repeatedly.

Chang Yuncheng frowned. This probably wasn’t good news for him.

After just one carriage ride with this woman, Zhou Maochun had made her unwilling to stay at the official hall with him. If they now became adoptive father and daughter…

Chang Yuncheng took a deep breath.

He should have insisted on riding in the carriage together no matter what!

Because everyone’s attention had turned to this matter, no one bothered to invite him to sit. Chang Yuncheng saw that people were sitting next to Qi Yue, and those people had no sense to make room.

He had to walk forward himself and cough heavily.

Hu San, who had positioned himself as the eldest disciple, was laughing like a blooming flower and didn’t hear at all.

It was A’Ru who kicked him from behind. Only then did Hu San see Chang Yuncheng and hurriedly stand up to give up his seat.

Before Chang Yuncheng could sit, Zhou Maochun spoke up with a smile.

“Prince, come, come, how can you sit there? Come to the head seat,” he said with a smile, pointing to the seat beside himself.

Liu Pucheng immediately moved aside, and the seats shifted accordingly.

“I’ll sit here,” Chang Yuncheng said, lifting his robes and sitting down.

Zhou Maochun wasn’t in a hurry either, looking at Qi Yue.

“Daughter, today is the first time we meet as father and daughter,” he said with an excited expression.

Hu San couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

“The first time meeting as father and daughter!” Zhou Maochun repeated, glaring at Hu San.

“Great-grandfather, your wine,” Hu San hurriedly held up the wine pot to pour for Zhou Maochun.

Great-grandfather! This title made the other disciples’ eyes widen.

This Hu San really knew how to climb up the ladder!

What kind of person was Zhou Maochun? If they had no concept at first, the status of this old man they’d witnessed along the way was enough to make them understand completely.

Divine physician – could save lives.

Close minister to the Emperor – could save fortunes.

One hand held life, one hand held fortune. In this world, weren’t these the two things people sought?

And this unremarkable-looking old man could control both. One could imagine his status!

Great-grandfather!

Having such a person as great-grandfather…

“What are you standing around for?” Hu San shouted at everyone while holding the wine pot. “Quickly toast Great-grandfather!”

That’s right – he was their master’s father, so naturally he was their great-grandfather too!

The disciples stood up in a commotion, their hands shaking as they held their wine cups, chaotically calling out “Great-grandfather.”

My dear grandfather! They actually had such a great-grandfather. How should they walk when they went out in the future?

Sideways or straight?

The calls of “grandfather” made Zhou Maochun laugh heartily as he raised his wine cup and drained it in one gulp.

“Come, daughter, sit beside your father,” he then said, pointing to the seat beside him that Liu Pucheng had vacated.

Originally, the seating was Qi Yue and Hu San on the left, Liu Pucheng and Zhang Tong on the right. Now it had become Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng, with an empty seat on the other side, then Liu Pucheng and Zhang Tong.

Wasn’t sitting like this the same?

“It’s the same, but your father just wants you to sit on this side,” Zhou Maochun said boldly.

With an expression of “she’s my daughter, I make the decisions, what can you do about it?”

Qi Yue understood and couldn’t help smiling.

Chang Yuncheng gripped his wine cup with a dark expression.

Sure enough, this old man – everything was aimed at him.

Qi Yue moved over as requested.

Zhou Maochun was very gratified.

Originally wanting to become her disciple, he had the purpose of “once a teacher, forever a father.”

Having acknowledged a master, as a disciple he would naturally think of his master’s interests. Those people or things that might be harmful to his master, he would naturally have to manage. Now it was even better – instead of becoming a disciple, he had directly become an adoptive father. There was even less to say about this.

“Father,” Qi Yue raised her wine cup toward Zhou Maochun.

Father – such a close yet distant word.

She thought she would never have the chance to call out this title again.

“I have a father now, I have family now. I toast to Father,” she said, her nose tingling slightly as she drained the cup.

Sensing this woman’s emotions, the atmosphere became somewhat quiet.

Everyone knew this woman had no father or mother, born a beggar. Those who had never known parental love were the ones who most longed for it.

Zhou Maochun’s proud expression faded as he looked at Qi Yue. What had originally been a playful thought suddenly felt like perhaps the most worthwhile decision of his life.

“Good, I have a daughter now, I have family now,” he said, draining his cup.

Chang Yuncheng’s dark expression had long disappeared, replaced by gentleness. His gaze swept over Zhou Maochun and Qi Yue, a slight smile at the corner of his mouth.

This way, it was actually good for both of them, even if it was deliberately aimed at himself – this was still a good thing.

Chapter 346: Busy New Year
When the night grew deep, the banquet finally ended. The disciples, drunk and unsteady, helped each other along as they departed with laughter and noise.

“The sobering soup is here,” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue extended her hand to take it.

“Aren’t there servants for this? Why should you do such work?” Zhou Maochun said from the side.

Qi Yue smiled with pursed lips, responded with agreement, and indeed handed the sobering soup to a servant.

Chang Yuncheng was quite drunk, eyes and mouth closed, refusing to drink.

The servant was somewhat at a loss.

“Ha! Not being able to open one’s mouth is common for us,” Zhou Maochun stood up from his chair, rolling up his sleeves with excitement. “Bring a long-spouted pot to pour it in.”

Chang Yuncheng’s eyebrows twitched, and Qi Yue quickly laughed while stopping him.

“If he’s drunk, then he’s drunk. It’s no matter if he doesn’t drink this. Father, you should go rest,” she said.

“How can that be proper? There’s still a guest here, I cannot be too discourteous,” Zhou Maochun said.

Discourteous? You old man probably don’t know what discourteous means in your entire life…

Here Zhou Maochun began shouting for people again, wanting to have Chang Yuncheng carried to a carriage and sent away.

“Old Master, the Prince is so drunk, why not let him stay at our home? There’s no one to attend to him if he goes back, and if something happens…” A’Hao said.

“This drunk? Oh, you silly girl, this is what you call drunk for him? He’s been much more drunk than this before, and he was still alone, didn’t see him die,” Zhou Maochun glared and shouted.

Chang Yuncheng opened his eyes, stood up from the chair, said nothing, and lifted his feet to walk.

The people in the room were startled and didn’t react immediately.

“Look, look, isn’t he perfectly fine?” Zhou Maochun shouted, waving his sleeve with a snort. “Playing this game in front of me – I’m not some foolish eighteen-year-old girl!”

Qi Yue hurriedly followed to see him out, couldn’t help but laugh behind him, and reminded him to walk slowly since he got up so suddenly.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t turn around or stop, but reached out to grab her hand and led her outside.

“Don’t be angry with him either,” Qi Yue laughed, quickening her pace to catch up and walk beside him. “You’ve given him quite a hard time, let him vent his anger.”

Chang Yuncheng made a muffled grunt.

“Why did you deceive him for no reason?” Qi Yue laughed again.

“Who told him to say he’d arrange a marriage for you,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue laughed and reached up to touch his eyebrows.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to embrace her.

Heavy coughing sounds came from the house.

Qi Yue laughed and pushed him away.

“Go back quickly,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng let out a heavy sigh, but finally kissed her on the face before reluctantly leaving.

Seeing Qi Yue return, Zhou Maochun nodded with satisfaction, thinking it was indeed good to have acknowledged a daughter who was easy to talk to – otherwise he really would have had no way to handle things. Now it was good, he had that scoundrel boy firmly in his grasp. He went to sleep happily, already somewhat eagerly anticipating seeing Chang Yuncheng again to continue tormenting and troubling him.

The Guard Commander’s wife had been restless at home, unable to sleep day and night. When she finally learned that Miss Qi had returned, she hurriedly prepared and came early in the morning to pay respects and apologize.

“The mistress has gone out,” A’Hao, who was guarding the door, said.

This early?

Had she really gone out or was she deliberately avoiding the visit?

The Guard Commander’s wife was somewhat suspicious and couldn’t help but peer inside.

She saw many people in the courtyard busy moving or carrying things.

“…Senior Brother, where should this be placed?”

“…Senior Brother, that room won’t work, it needs to be cleaned again, the mold won’t cultivate properly…”

It was chaotic and lively – were they preparing for the New Year?

“Hey, she’s really not here. My mistress is very busy,” A’Hao was displeased with this lady’s prying and said.

The Guard Commander’s wife hurriedly withdrew her gaze.

“Then I wonder what I could help with?” Though she was frustrated that she, a dignified Guard Commander’s wife, couldn’t even enter the door, thinking that this woman had received an imperial edict and would have an audience with the emperor, she still smiled and said, “The mistress is unfamiliar with people and places here.”

A’Hao looked at her and giggled.

“Then are you familiar with medicine?” she asked.

Medicine?

The Guard Commander’s wife’s eyes widened.

“You’re looking for hemostatic medicine?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded. At this time, they were already standing in front of a medicine shop.

“Besides the anesthetic that master can make, the penicillin that I can make, there’s also a hemostatic medicine – these are the three treasures of battlefield first aid,” she said.

“What medicine?” Zhou Maochun asked hurriedly, with some nervousness, excitement, and curiosity.

“Panax notoginseng,” Qi Yue said.

Zhou Maochun couldn’t help but look deflated, and Liu Pucheng also laughed.

“I thought it was something precious,” Zhou Maochun waved his hand dismissively with lost interest. “Why look for a medicine shop? The military physicians have plenty of it.”

This time it was Qi Yue’s turn to be surprised.

Ah, it seemed she wouldn’t be showing off this time…

“That’s right, the hemostatic medicine used now is panax notoginseng,” Liu Pucheng also said.

“You mean those medicinal powders the military medical camp uses?” Qi Yue asked.

Having personally participated in battlefield rear medical assistance for the wounded, she had naturally seen them.

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“But, but the effect is too poor,” Qi Yue shook her head in surprise. “It’s completely not displaying the effect it should have.”

“What effect should it have?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Zhou Maochun had already lost interest and wandered off to one side.

“The supreme effect of Yunnan Baiyao,” Qi Yue said. “It can even stop major arterial bleeding.”

Liu Pucheng had seen arterial bleeding and naturally understood what kind of danger that was. Hearing her say this, he was immediately astonished.

Such an effect!

“But I don’t know how its components are developed to this extreme,” Qi Yue frowned and sighed again.

“But such medicine does exist, doesn’t it?” Liu Pucheng asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Then that’s fine,” Liu Pucheng nodded. “We’ll search for it one by one.”

“I know several of the ingredients. As for how to combine them, the proportions and such, I’ll have to trouble you, teacher,” Qi Yue said, then hurriedly reminded him, “But you’re not allowed to experiment on yourself again. We can use animal experiments.”

Liu Pucheng laughed, knowing this woman still remembered the anesthetic incident from before, and nodded in agreement.

The two entered the medicine shop.

The Guard Commander’s wife went for several days in a row, all returning disappointed.

“They say she went looking for medicine. Is she sick?” she said to the Guard Commander. “But if she’s sick, how can she still run around outside all day?”

The more she spoke, the more uneasy she became.

“Sir, is she still holding a grudge against us and won’t see us?”

The Guard Commander stroked his beard thoughtfully, also somewhat uncertain.

“I don’t think so. She seems genuinely busy,” he said.

“Busy with what? She’s a… a… woman, and she’s the Prince’s beloved. She should just enjoy peace and happiness. What could she be busy with?” the Guard Commander’s wife asked in confusion.

“I heard the Prince say she’s busy preparing to save lives,” the Guard Commander said.

“Save lives?” The Guard Commander’s wife was even more confused.

“From what I heard, it seems she’s still concerned about the military medical camp,” the Guard Commander said, lowering his voice.

The matter of Miss Qi and the military physicians was now known to everyone. After all, a woman who, though not currently dignified but had been and would certainly be dignified as a Prince’s wife, was mocked and ridiculed by a group of military physicians and taken to the military medical camp, even serving wounded soldiers at the battlefield rear – anyone who heard this would be shocked. This was truly a rare occurrence in a hundred years, something even opera writers couldn’t imagine.

Compared to such an incident, his own failure to sell a cook and consequent coldness toward her was completely insignificant.

The Guard Commander’s wife breathed a sigh of relief.

That was wonderful. Whether others were unlucky or not didn’t concern her, as long as she wasn’t unlucky herself.

The Guard Commander’s wife later had people quietly investigate, and indeed heard that the woman was still very busy, going out early and returning late, and had bought many things to send home – strange items like wooden cabinets, earthenware pots, iron woks, all sorts of miscellaneous things, almost making more than half the merchants in the garrison city earn a great deal of money before the New Year. As a result, the whole city thanked heaven for sending them a wealth-bringing lady during the New Year season.

The New Year arrived in this strange yet joyful atmosphere. Though rejected many times, the Guard Commander’s wife still came to deliver New Year gifts, and this time she finally saw Miss Qi.

Looking at the woman standing in the main hall, the Guard Commander’s wife couldn’t help but be dazzled, and understood why the Prince still couldn’t forget this woman after the divorce. Who could forget such a beauty?

“Thank you, Madam. I’ve truly been very busy, please forgive any discourtesy,” Qi Yue said, while having A’Ru present the return gifts.

She speaks quite reasonably, though one couldn’t tell how much was genuine and how much was false. The Guard Commander’s wife hurriedly smiled and returned the courtesy, casually glancing at the return gift list handed over, and was immediately shocked.

This… this return gift list was much more lavish than her own gift list!

This woman, so wealthy?

It must be from the Prince, right?

Really quite generous!

“I don’t know what you might like, Madam. Our border area is poor, and we don’t have anything good. If you want anything, please don’t hesitate to ask,” the Guard Commander’s wife said anxiously.

Qi Yue looked at her and nodded.

“Then, if Madam has any moldy, rotten things, please send them to me,” she said. “The more the better.”

Moldy, rotten things?!

The Guard Commander’s wife immediately widened her eyes, too astonished to speak.

Although the Guard Commander’s wife was very surprised, this woman was clearly not joking. As the New Year gradually approached, the strange items sent to that woman’s house didn’t stop, but increased, and eventually even included live animals like pigs, sheep, cats, dogs, and rabbits, arousing great curiosity throughout the city. The New Year atmosphere became even more lively because of this, since opportunities to see strange things were too rare in this border region.

At this time, the New Year atmosphere in the capital was even more intense, and even the imperial palace was no exception.

The emperor was also trying on new clothes in the great hall, with plump eunuchs bustling about.

“Oh my, Your Majesty, you look so good in this red,” they said with smiles. “From now on, don’t always wear those azure and blue ones.”

The emperor smiled without speaking, looking at himself in the mirror and raising his eyebrows.

Clothes should complement the person, not the person complement the clothes.

Some people could display authority no matter what they wore, just like that woman who walked out from Elder Li’s doorway.

The emperor smiled at his sudden thought.

During the New Year, the court ladies would all enter the palace, perhaps there would be a chance to see her.

For the first time, the emperor felt some interest in the New Year.

“Oh right, Zhou Maochun ran off to Gansu, saying he found that Miss Qi?” he asked, remembering something.

The eunuchs hurriedly nodded.

“Yes, Your Majesty, they say he’s very happy there…” they said one after another.

This news naturally wasn’t asked about personally by the emperor, but was information these eunuchs obtained through spy networks.

The emperor sat down and accepted the hot tea presented by a palace maid.

“Then he’s gotten his wish. No wonder he won’t even come back for the New Year,” he said, while drinking tea.

“Yes, they say he even has a daughter now,” a eunuch said.

The emperor spat out a mouthful of tea.

Chapter 347: Joyful Events
As the music resumed, it announced the end of the New Year greeting ceremony for the Empress Dowager and Empress.

The first day of the New Year in the imperial palace passed just like this.

Watching the swarms of court ladies in various colored robes laughing and chatting while maintaining proper decorum as they disappeared outside the palace hall, the emperor behind the great hall turned around.

“Your Majesty isn’t going in?” Cai Zhong asked with some surprise.

“Not going in. I’ll dine at the Empress Dowager’s quarters later,” the emperor said.

Not with the consorts, but only with the Empress Dowager and Empress – the Empress Dowager and Empress would surely be happier.

Cai Zhong cheerfully led the way.

The emperor walked leisurely.

That woman wasn’t there…

The court ladies all entered and exited according to their ranks. Those who could exit through the main gate of the Li family would naturally not be of low rank, but looking over them all…

He smiled and shook his head.

Quite amusing…

The emperor had something on his mind, and Cai Zhong could see it at a glance, but what was it? This time he couldn’t guess, and he didn’t dare to guess.

The emperor was a person who most detested others knowing his thoughts, and most detested being led by the nose. In the past, rather than saying he understood the imperial will, it was more accurate to say the emperor allowed him to understand the imperial will. Once he understood imperial will that the emperor didn’t want understood, then his life would be over.

Cai Zhong lowered his head and asked the emperor about trivial matters with a smile.

“…Old Master Zhou can’t go on like this. At his age, he might really cause some trouble. Your Majesty should call him back,” he said.

The emperor indeed laughed, and the more he thought about it, the more he wanted to laugh, finally bursting into hearty laughter. In the solemn place of the imperial palace, the sudden clear laughter made the eunuchs and palace maids hurrying past with lowered heads look over in surprise.

At this time in the northern desert region, laughter also rang out, though compared to the emperor’s supreme dignity, they were as lowly as dust.

The vast training ground was surrounded by soldiers, some standing, some sitting, all laughing so hard they were falling over.

In the middle of the training ground, several soldiers lay scattered about in disorder.

“…I have a leg injury!” A soldier lying on the ground saw the sweating man in azure robes wrapping white bandages around his arm and quickly opened his eyes to remind him.

The man glared.

“Then why did you sprinkle the dye on your arm?” he asked, holding the bandage somewhat at a loss.

“I sprinkled it wrong,” the soldier also glared back. “Can’t you diagnose? If my arm is bleeding, can’t my leg be injured too?”

Diagnose! You’re really getting into character!

“You’re unconscious but you can still talk?” the disciple also glared back in retort.

The two stared at each other with wide eyes, while people beside them stamped their feet.

“Are you carrying him or not?” they shouted.

The man finally made up his mind and still bound the bandage around the soldier’s arm.

“Then we can’t use a wooden board to carry him. We need a soft cloth stretcher,” the stretcher bearers reminded.

Sweat poured layer by layer from the man’s head as he began shouting for a cloth stretcher.

Other places were equally chaotic.

Suddenly another burst of laughter erupted – a soldier had fallen off the stretcher halfway and climbed back on himself.

The surrounding laughter grew louder and louder. Everyone was laughing until tears came out.

This sound carried far, making passing civilians look over curiously.

“What are they doing in the training ground? So lively?”

Those in the know shared their information with everyone.

“They say it’s a performance,” he said.

A theatrical performance? That was too much! If it was theater, why wasn’t it at the Horse King Temple?

Why could only the soldiers watch?

Too unfair!

Because the border regions were especially careful and vigilant during New Year. It had been two years since they’d invited theater troupes to perform. They’d actually secretly invited a theater troupe only for the soldiers to watch!

They wouldn’t stand for it!

Finally, with the sound of a gong, the drill ended.

Although the surrounding people had laughed until they fell to the ground and couldn’t get up, Qi Yue, Liu Pucheng, Zhang Tong, and seven others who served as judges still maintained serious expressions.

“…Failed…”

“…Failed…”

“…No injury severity classification strips… delayed treatment… points deducted…”

One by one, the judgments came down. The disciples of Qianjin Hall hung their heads in dejection, while the soldiers playing wounded were laughing happily.

“Alright, write summary analyses when you return. Today’s drill ends here.”

Watching these people pack up various strange tools, the people in the training ground hadn’t dispersed yet. Everyone still gathered together, laughing and asking when the next performance would be.

“It’s not a performance, it’s a drill,” Hu San glared at a soldier to correct him.

This was a very serious matter!

“Isn’t it just playing wounded soldiers? That’s just acting,” the soldiers said with laughter, patting Hu San’s shoulder. “Find me next time. Being carried around is quite fun. It’s New Year and we’re idle anyway. This is much more interesting than drinking after training.”

Hu San was slapped until he grimaced and walked away angrily.

The Guard Commander standing on the high platform was also struggling to hold back his laughter. If not for Chang Yuncheng standing beside him, he would have burst into laughter long ago.

When he heard that this former Prince’s wife wanted to borrow some soldiers, he thought it was to have them do manual labor, since this Miss Qi’s house had been clanging and banging with activity that hadn’t stopped even during New Year. But he hadn’t expected it to be for acting – oh no, drilling. During New Year when everyone was idle anyway, he was happy to watch the excitement and show his attention and support. He hadn’t expected it to be truly entertaining. Next time he’d bring his wife and children too.

Chang Yuncheng’s gaze had been fixed on that woman the entire time. Now seeing people beginning to disperse, he bid farewell to the Guard Commander.

“When shall we invite Old Master Zhou and Miss Qi for a meal? No matter how busy, one must celebrate New Year,” the Guard Commander said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and shook his head.

“Thank you for your thoughtfulness, but let’s forget it,” he said.

With such an important figure celebrating New Year here, all the civil and military officials along the Gansu line wished they could visit daily, but none had been able to invite Old Master Zhou for a meal. Even getting to see him was good fortune.

Never mind them – even he, after so many days, hadn’t had the chance. Of course, there were opportunities to dine, but no opportunities to dine and spend time alone.

Chang Yuncheng watched as they finally finished their work there. The disciples loaded their carts and drove away from the training ground. Qi Yue and A’Ru and others had a separate cart. Best of all, Zhou Maochun wasn’t there! This was truly a rare opportunity! He again bowed farewell to the Guard Commander and hurried away.

As head manager, Hu San’s cart always brought up the rear. Suddenly he saw Qi Yue’s cart ahead turn a corner and hurriedly shouted for his master.

“Master, where are you going?” He was about to spur his horse to follow when Zhang Tong slapped him on the head.

“Senior Brother, why did you hit me?” he turned back to say pitifully.

Zhang Tong glared at him.

“You claim to be so capable at business, but you really have no perception,” Zhang Tong said.

Hu San stared in confusion.

“But it’s always unsafe for Master to go out alone…” he said.

“There’s no place safer than here,” Liu Pucheng said with a smile from inside the cart.

Why?

Hu San was somewhat confused.

When she discovered the cart was taking the wrong route, Qi Yue was also confused.

She and A’Ru had been discussing the emergency drill in the cart. When she felt they should have arrived home but hadn’t, she came to her senses and lifted the cart curtain to see they had already reached outside the city.

It had snowed heavily on New Year’s Eve, and now everything around was white. On the morning of the first day, there were no pedestrians in sight.

“Where are we going?” A’Ru was startled, looking at the driver. “Who told you to go the wrong way?”

The driver turned back somewhat awkwardly. Before he could speak, Qi Yue was already laughing.

A horse galloped out from around a bend ahead. Seeing their cart, Chang Yuncheng reined in his horse.

“The Prince instructed to go this way…” the driver said in a low voice.

A’Ru looked at him angrily.

“Just because he told you to go, you went? Whose wages do you eat?” she scolded, while looking up to see Qi Yue had already gotten off the cart and was walking toward Chang Yuncheng.

“Where are we going? On the first day of New Year…” A’Ru muttered.

Qi Yue was also looking up at Chang Yuncheng with a smile, asking this question.

Chang Yuncheng extended his hand.

“Ride the horse?” Qi Yue was delighted, reaching out to grasp Chang Yuncheng’s hand while stepping up according to his guidance.

The skirt was inconvenient. Chang Yuncheng pulled hard and seated her sideways in his arms.

“It’s too cold, better take the cart,” A’Ru quickly called out.

But it was too late. Chang Yuncheng had already wrapped Qi Yue in his large cloak and spurred the horse into a gallop.

“Are you cold?” Chang Yuncheng asked loudly.

Qi Yue held tightly to his waist, pressed against his warm chest, her face emerging from beneath the thick cloak as she smiled at him.

“Not cold,” she said loudly.

Chang Yuncheng looked down at her and also smiled, then raised his head and continued spurring the horse.

After riding another stretch, the horse slowed down.

“We’re here,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Because of the strong wind, Qi Yue had kept her eyes half-closed, leaning against Chang Yuncheng’s chest and not paying attention to the scenery along the way. Hearing this, she looked up.

“Wow!” she couldn’t help exclaiming, throwing off the cloak.

They were now standing on a gentle slope. What lay before them was a large plum garden in brilliant red bloom, strikingly beautiful against the white snow scene all around.

Seeing Qi Yue’s delighted expression, Chang Yuncheng smiled somewhat proudly.

“Hey, I know!” Qi Yue grabbed his arm and laughed. “This is the plum garden Jianghai mentioned! He even said he’d bring me to see it!”

Chang Yuncheng’s face immediately darkened. He again wrapped her in the cloak and spurred the horse down the slope.

Although the plum garden wasn’t a residence, it was still enclosed by a circle of walls, obviously meant to indicate that the garden had an owner, just like those orchards.

The wall was somewhat damaged, with several places bearing obvious signs of new repairs, and another place still had a gap. Chang Yuncheng’s horse went straight around and leaped through.

“Isn’t anyone managing this place? Does it belong to some family?” Qi Yue couldn’t help asking.

“So what if it belongs to a family? Does that mean we can’t look at plum blossoms?” Chang Yuncheng snorted.

That familiar domineering and unreasonable expression appeared again. Qi Yue laughed and pinched his chest.

Chang Yuncheng unceremoniously lowered his head and kissed her between the eyebrows.

The horse continued without stopping toward the depths of the plum garden.

The several tenant farmers who hurriedly ran over at the sound only saw hoofprints on the ground.

“Damn it, those soldiers are here again!”

“They’re going to ruin these trees again!”

“Not this time. If they dare cut down trees again, I’ll fight them…”

Chapter 348: Criticism
Feet stepping on thick snow made crunching sounds.

“Are you cold?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

This was already the fifth time he had asked this question since they dismounted.

“Yes, I’m cold.” Qi Yue rolled her eyes and replied, looking back at him.

Chang Yuncheng hurriedly untied his cloak and wrapped it around her.

The cloak enveloped Qi Yue, almost completely covering her entire body and dragging on the ground.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh.

“What are you laughing at?” Qi Yue glared at him while lifting her skirt and taking a few crunching steps.

Chang Yuncheng’s laughter grew louder.

“You look like a mouse dragging a cloth bag,” he said with great amusement.

Qi Yue was both angry and amused. She really had to hand it to him for coming up with that comparison. Ignoring him, she quickened her pace and walked among the plum grove.

Chang Yuncheng laughed as he followed her.

“This place is really quite nice,” Qi Yue said admiringly.

Chang Yuncheng stood beside her, smiling.

“No wonder Jiang Hai wanted to invite me here to see it,” Qi Yue nodded.

Chang Yuncheng reached out and took her hand.

“I thought of it first,” he said, emphasizing loudly.

Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

“How did you think of it? At that time, you and I had nothing to do with each other anymore,” she said with a half-smile.

Chang Yuncheng gripped her hand tightly, his gaze looking at the plum branches before them.

“I was always thinking about it,” he said slowly, holding her hand as they walked forward slowly. “I promised you I would accompany you shopping and sightseeing, play the qin for you. Later, although you weren’t there, I remembered it all. Wherever I went, I would think of these things. Every place I visited, I would think about what was fun or beautiful to see there, so that if you came, I could take you there. Here in winter, we can admire the plum blossoms. In Zhangjiakou, in summer we could ride horses on the grasslands…”

Chang Yuncheng’s mind seemed to conjure up that wall separation at the Great Buddha Temple, that feeling of being so close yet so far away. He had thought he would live like this forever.

He stopped speaking and turned around. Qi Yue also stopped and looked up at him with a smile.

He hadn’t expected there would still be such an opportunity.

Chang Yuncheng gripped her hand tightly once more.

Qi Yue sensed the change in his emotions. Although she didn’t quite understand what was happening, she still smiled and squeezed back.

“When it gets warmer, there are several lakes around here. They’re also particularly beautiful,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

As they spoke, they walked hand in hand slowly, leaving two sets of footprints in the snow.

Qi Yue deliberately stepped in Chang Yuncheng’s footprints, walking crookedly, so Chang Yuncheng had to grip her hand firmly.

Chang Yuncheng’s horse quietly followed its master, occasionally lowering its head to snort in the snow.

When they returned home, Zhou Maochun had been waiting with a long face for quite some time. Seeing Chang Yuncheng escorting Qi Yue back, his expression improved slightly.

“If you dare take Yueniang to your place, I’ll dare to tear down your official hall,” he snorted, efficiently driving away Chang Yuncheng, who still wanted to enter the door.

Qi Yue simply washed and changed her clothes and shoes. A’Ru had already brought over a large pile of notebooks and papers.

“Tourniquets, stretchers, first aid kits – everything has been prepared. Only Physician Liu’s hemostatic medicine still isn’t working,” A’Ru said.

Seeing that they were about to begin these boring writing and drawing activities again, Zhou Maochun hurriedly stood up with a bitter expression.

“Yueniang, let’s go back to the capital,” he said pitifully. “If you want to play these exercises, I’ll find people for you to play with back in the capital too.”

Qi Yue put down the book in her hands.

“This isn’t playing,” she smiled.

“If this isn’t playing, what is it?” Zhou Maochun glared.

“This is practicing. Adapting, testing, preparing,” Qi Yue said seriously, looking at him.

“Preparing for what?” Zhou Maochun asked.

“Saving lives,” Qi Yue said, her eyes bright.

Saving lives?

Laughter rang out in the military medical camp.

“You’ve all heard about it?” one military physician laughed.

Around him stood seven or eight dusty military physicians who were removing medicine boxes from their bodies.

“With all this commotion, it would be hard not to hear about it.”

“Right during New Year’s, tormenting those soldiers…”

“Exactly, making people pretend to be injured and dead – isn’t that cursing people? Really inauspicious…”

Everyone chattered away.

“Hey, that Prince’s wife went with you all. Do you think she’s really a divine physician?” those military physicians who hadn’t gone to Pengshan Fort asked curiously.

Someone coughed heavily.

“Is that something we can discuss?” Qiao Minghua walked in, removing the medicine box from his body.

The military physicians were startled and remembered.

They said even the Emperor wanted to summon this divine physician. If the Emperor called her a divine physician, how was it their turn to question anything? Wouldn’t that be seeking death?

Everyone hurriedly patted their chests.

“Well, if that’s the case, let her play however she wants,” everyone said, shaking their heads. Who could argue with someone of that status?

The Prince’s former wife was still a wife, and moreover, she had backing from that imperial physician from the palace. Never mind pretending to be dead or injured – even if she really made you get injured or die, what would be difficult about that?

So these people never treated lives as lives.

Qiao Minghua’s hand gripping the medicine box clenched tightly.

When this woman dared to stay behind during wartime, not only staying but daring to personally treat wounded soldiers, he had thought she was at least different from those physicians who only paid lip service to healing and saving people. But now it seemed she was no different – she just sought greater and more honor, so naturally she had to pay more for it.

Saving lives?

Qiao Minghua gave a cold laugh.

“Sir, sir, someone’s come from above,” an auxiliary soldier rushed in shouting.

The noisy room fell quiet.

A military officer strutted in with his belly out and chest puffed, looking up arrogantly.

“Lady Qi wants to bring people to see the wounded soldiers. You’d better serve her well,” he said loudly.

At these words, the entire room erupted in an uproar.

What?

From far away outside the wounded soldiers’ courtyard, one could smell the putrid odor – partly from injuries and illness, partly because they were all men, so sanitary conditions were not worth mentioning.

“Lady Qi, please,” a military physician said flatly, walking into the courtyard and casually pushing open a room door.

Cursing and shouting immediately came from inside the room.

“Scared me to death!”

Qi Yue looked back at her disciples.

“These people are all very irritable due to their physical disabilities and pain,” she said in a low voice. “Basically, once they’re carried down, this outcome is predetermined, so they won’t be like the patients you usually encounter who show you reverence and plead with you, because they no longer have hope or expectations.”

The disciples responded solemnly, their expressions becoming even more serious.

The military physician beside them curled his lips.

Nobles sure knew how to talk – otherwise they wouldn’t be nobles. These people really couldn’t learn it.

Unfortunately, knowing how to talk was useless here.

Coming to observe these wounded soldiers’ injuries – they really had some nerve to think of that.

“This one was wounded in the legs by a blade. The blade was contaminated with horse manure and other filth, so the toxicity easily penetrates the internal organs. We could only amputate the leg to save his life,” the military physician said, pointing to a wounded soldier.

As he spoke, he reached to lift the soldier’s blanket.

The wounded soldier grabbed the blanket, looking at these people defensively.

He recognized Qi Yue and knew she had cured one of his fellow wounded soldiers, so he refrained from cursing.

With the wounded soldier uncooperative, the military physician said nothing.

“Let us see your wound,” Qi Yue said.

“Look at my wound – can you cure me?” the wounded soldier asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“We cannot cure you,” she said. “But perhaps we can prevent more people from suffering the torment of injuries like yours.”

The wounded soldier looked at her with surprise.

No one had ever said such words before.

Could soldiers avoid the torment of injury and pain?

Someone actually dared to say such words!

Outside the door, Qiao Minghua gave a cold laugh and walked away.

Because of Qi Yue’s words and her previous prestige in saving that near-death wounded soldier, the Qianjin Hall disciples’ observation of the wounded soldiers’ camp went smoothly.

After observing the wounded soldiers’ camp and letting the disciples initially understand what kinds of injuries were caused on the battlefield, they conducted another exercise.

This exercise, because news had spread early, attracted not only soldiers but many civilians to watch. Naturally, everyone from the military medical camp came too. Seeing that strange and chaotic scene, everyone laughed until they doubled over.

“What kind of spectacle is this?”

“I heard she’s the wife of General Wu Lue.”

“No, she’s the former wife.”

“Ha, no wonder – what man would want such a crazy wife?”

“This is too outrageous. How can she torment the soldiers like this? They still have to fight battles.”

“Exactly, the period from New Year’s to early spring is the most dangerous time each year. What if something happens to the soldiers after all this commotion?”

Although no one dared to speak openly due to Chang Yuncheng and Zhou Maochun’s status, such discussions grew more frequent in private.

The garrison commander couldn’t help but tactfully remind Chang Yuncheng.

He had thought this Lady Qi was just playing around and would get tired and stop after once or twice. He hadn’t expected her to become addicted to it. This was a border fortress after all – if something went wrong, these nobles would just pat their bottoms and leave, while he would be left to clean up the mess and face the consequences.

“I heard Lord Zhou is eager to leave. Why don’t you also persuade Lady Qi? After all, the Emperor has issued an edict – don’t delay important matters,” the garrison general said.

Eager to leave? Chang Yuncheng hated hearing this most of all. He never wanted Qi Yue to leave.

“Then let’s send Lord Zhou away first,” he said happily.

The garrison commander looked helpless.

Send him away? That Lord Zhou was guarding Lady Qi like a hawk. Never mind leaving – he wouldn’t even agree to visit other people’s homes. They all understood clearly that unless this Lady Qi said she was leaving, that Lord Zhou would absolutely never leave.

“By the way, they’ve prepared some tourniquets. Commander, please distribute them to each soldier. When they receive them, Yueniang and her people will explain how to use them,” Chang Yuncheng added.

The garrison commander deeply regretted making this trip.

Tourniquets – what ghostly things were those?

How unlucky to encounter this troublesome deity. It seemed he couldn’t escape disaster this time.

It was all his fault for not intercepting this Prince’s wife at the city gate from the beginning and properly hosting her with good food and drink. Then there wouldn’t have been all this messy business of treating patients, meeting military physicians, getting into disputes, and competing out of spite!

The garrison commander walked away dejectedly and full of worry.

The Qianjin Hall disciples naturally knew about this gossip. Along with those exercises, they too had become celebrities in Wei City, with people pointing and laughing wherever they went. They also noticed the coldness of the military physicians at the medical camp, but they didn’t care, because their master didn’t care. Since their master didn’t care, what did they have to care about?

“Do you really think that with all your commotion, you can save people and save lives?” a military physician couldn’t help asking several disciples.

The disciples looked at him strangely.

“Of course,” one of them said.

“Why?” the military physician asked with a laugh.

“Because we’re Qianjin Hall,” they replied in unison.

What kind of ridiculous reason was that? The military physician was dumbfounded.

Qi Yue and her people didn’t care about this gossip, but someone did care, and cared very much.

Although Zhou Maochun was keeping watch, these controversial matters were still written up in documents and sent by express horse to the capital.

Chapter 349: Waiting
Dong Lin had only recently learned that his grand-niece was in the northern desert. It wasn’t that he was particularly well-informed – he had learned it from Zhou Maochun.

The story of Zhou Maochun rushing straight to the northern desert to find Lady Qi, reportedly even having a daughter now, had become a laughing stock.

Dong Lin put down the letter in his hand.

For him, what he most loved to see was those people being criticized.

He exhaled contentedly.

For him, this was simply the best opportunity possible.

Perfect – without him having to lift a finger, this woman was naturally a troublemaker. Even better was that Liu Pucheng had also gone there. Now not one of them could escape.

This woman actually dared to cause trouble at the border, and what was involved was military affairs that the Emperor valued most.

Dong Lin looked down at the letter again.

“…treating soldiers as playthings…”

Just this one phrase alone was enough to give this woman and those people from Qianjin Hall quite a lot of trouble.

“Come, come,” he shouted loudly.

The servant outside immediately came in.

“Grind ink,” Dong Lin said.

At this time, night was gradually falling, and the night market of the capital in the first month was slowly opening. Almost every street was lit up with lamps of red, yellow, blue, and green in various colors. With the Lantern Festival approaching, the streets were even more lively and prosperous.

This kind of liveliness was essential for Fan Yilin, especially for him now.

“…it’s really not easy to see you…”

“…Red Fragrance Tower recently got some new girls, I’ll be the host, let’s go take a look…”

A large group of people crowded around Fan Yilin, surging toward the best restaurant. Laughter and lights shone together, flattery and hawking calls rang out in unison.

Compared to Li Tong’s calm and carefree smile beside him, Fan Yilin was still as annoyingly smug as ever, making one want to kick him.

“…I’ve been busy lately…” he said loudly, as if he couldn’t wait for the entire world to know about it.

With so many people coming and going, and them being such a large group, they instantly blocked the restaurant’s entrance.

Someone coming out from inside accidentally bumped into them.

“What are you doing? Are you blind?” that person’s servant said irritably.

This stirred up trouble – this line was usually said by Fan Yilin and his group, but now someone had stolen their script. Naturally, everyone was displeased and started making a commotion, while also looking to see who this blind fool was.

It was a young gentleman dressed in fur, with handsome features and refined elegance.

He smiled slightly at these people, nodded in greeting, then turned to scold his own servant.

Seeing him being so sensible, Fan Yilin, who now had status, didn’t bother to argue with him and waved his hand to let him pass.

“Look clearly – this is Young Master Fan from the Ministry of Personnel,” someone reminded the young gentleman.

The young gentleman who had already stepped away stopped and turned back upon hearing this.

“Young Master Fan, what a pleasure to meet you,” he said with a slight smile. “How have you been lately?”

“Very well,” Fan Yilin replied casually. Only after answering did he realize – who was this person? “How have you been lately?” – speaking as if they knew each other before.

Who was this? Just as he was about to ask, the young gentleman had already walked into the street.

Well, more and more people were getting to know him lately anyway. No helping it – he was too popular.

Fan Yilin chuckled twice and stopped caring, following everyone inside.

“Third Young Master, clearly they bumped into you first,” the servant said aggrievedly.

“How many times have I told you? In the capital, under the feet of the Son of Heaven, be humble in all things,” the young gentleman said calmly. “That person is Young Master Fan from the Fan family. Now that he’s attached himself to Elder Li, he’s in his prime.”

“So what? Does our Marquis Dingxi’s mansion compare unfavorably to their Fan family? Never mind the Fan family – with our Prince around, even Elder Li has to show some respect,” the servant snorted indignantly.

Chang Yunqi stopped walking.

The servant, not understanding why, also stopped.

“That’s the Prince, not me,” Chang Yunqi said slowly.

The servant realized his mistake and felt embarrassed.

“Well, Young Master, after the spring palace examination, once you pass as the top scholar, you’ll be impressive. Even if the Prince has military merit, he can’t compare to you,” he hurriedly tried to remedy.

Chang Yunqi looked at him and shook his head.

“We’re brothers, one family. What’s there to compete about?” he said.

The servant stuck out his tongue and simply stopped talking.

Chang Yunqi turned and continued walking. Although it was already night, the streets were still bustling with activity. There were many more women dressed elegantly and expensively than usual, and the air was filled with the fragrance of powder and rouge.

Several women in colorful cloaks were walking toward them, laughing and chatting. One of them looked gloomy, quite different from those around her, making her particularly eye-catching. Chang Yunqi couldn’t help but take another look. The women quickly passed by.

“Miss Rao,” Chang Yunqi suddenly stopped and called out instinctively.

Although the voices were loud and laughter was boisterous, the woman who had just passed by heard clearly. She paused, stopped, and looked around for the source of the voice.

Under the brilliant night lights, the young gentleman nodded at her with a slight smile.

The discussions about Qi Yue leading Qianjin Hall disciples to cause trouble and create chaos were becoming more and more numerous – so much so that even the Qianjin Hall disciples were somewhat affected.

After all, although their previous actions had faced criticism, they had immediately shown results, shattering those criticisms. But now they were ineffective in treating the wounded soldiers in the camp, and they had also refused to see ordinary people who came for consultations. Apart from constantly repeating these simple first aid methods, they had done nothing.

Moreover, these first aid techniques weren’t particularly technical – just stopping bleeding and bandaging, which any physician could do. Could this really save lives?

Gradually, the disciples began to have some doubts in their hearts.

Qi Yue had always ignored external questioning, but when her own disciples had doubts, she had to explain. After all, how could they do well at something they didn’t even believe in themselves? This was also why she wanted to use her own disciples rather than train those military physicians, even though technically speaking, the military physicians were more skilled and experienced than her disciples.

In the lecture hall, after finishing the lesson, Qi Yue didn’t immediately dismiss everyone for simulation practice as usual. Instead, she tapped the whiteboard, signaling for everyone to quiet down.

“Let me tell you all some casual talk,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The disciples were all somewhat surprised. These days, preparing medicine and various equipment, teaching and practicing – every time slot was scheduled tightly. Apart from eating and sleeping, even going to the bathroom was timed. Where was there opportunity for casual talk?

“I know that from the first day everyone came here until now, it’s been a month, and everyone has been busy every day. But to outsiders, we’ve done nothing – we’ve purely come here to act,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The disciples all smiled bitterly upon hearing this.

“However, I can tell everyone that we haven’t done nothing. Everything we’re doing now is paving the way – paving the way for battlefield first aid,” Qi Yue continued. “Battlefield first aid is very simple, because injuries caused on the battlefield are injuries that can be seen at a glance without diagnosis. But it’s also not simple, because the environment is vastly different from what we’re used to daily. This environment can be described with one word: dangerous…”

At this point, Hu San couldn’t help but raise his hand.

“Master, that’s five words…” he reminded.

At this, some people couldn’t help but laugh, but thinking of something, they quickly held it back.

Qi Yue laughed heartily and even held up her hand.

“That is dangerous,” she said again, even counting.

The room burst into laughter, sweeping away the tense and oppressive atmosphere. Everyone seemed to laugh out the accumulated depression in their hearts.

“Dangerous,” Qi Yue continued, the smile gradually fading from her face. “We are in danger, the wounded soldiers are in danger. Are you all afraid of danger?”

“Master, my grandfather died in bed while sleeping. When I was little, I didn’t dare to sleep or go to bed. My father almost kicked me to death, saying that a person’s fate is determined by heaven – however you’re supposed to die, that’s how you’ll die. What’s the point of hiding! Living is not easy, and since we’re alive, we should live happily and freely. What’s the point of living in fear of this and that, guarding against everything!” A disciple suddenly stood up and said loudly.

“Right, Master, since we chose the profession of physician, this is our fate!”

“Physicians face danger – what doesn’t have danger? My second uncle is a fisherman – doesn’t that risk drowning?”

“…Isn’t plague dangerous? Who among us has been afraid?”

With these words, the atmosphere in the room became heated. Qi Yue looked at everyone and smiled.

“Of course, we’re not afraid, but everyone also can’t deliberately seek out danger,” she laughed. “This kind of danger is still much less than the danger faced by the soldiers charging at the front.”

Chance encounters in the wilderness were very rare nowadays. After all, the Eastern barbarian cavalry was formidable and had to be avoided at their peak. The Eastern barbarians’ purpose was only to plunder wealth, and there was nothing to plunder in the wilderness, so attacking and defending cities was the main combat mode now.

“We have the protection of city walls, layer upon layer of soldiers protecting us. As physicians, we’re still quite safe in the rear. Furthermore, dealing with these injuries requires one…” Qi Yue said. When she reached this point, she looked down and counted, “One word: fast.”

Fast?

“This is why we’re so strict about timing during exercises,” Qi Yue continued. “Stop bleeding fast, bandage fast, immobilize and transport fast, classify injuries fast. Fast – this is the same as on the battlefield. Whoever is faster by one minute has one more chance of winning. Although these exercises seem chaotic, I want to tell everyone that your speed is getting faster and faster, and your coordination with each other is becoming more and more smooth. This shows that everyone is on the right path. As long as you strictly continue, the results will be astonishing.”

The disciples, being in the midst of the exercises, didn’t know the overall situation. They only heard laughter getting louder and louder around them, making them panic. They hadn’t expected their master to give such a satisfactory evaluation. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief and felt much more energetic.

“Although I really don’t want to witness this effect,” Qi Yue sighed again.

The excited disciples all calmed down again.

Yes, when they as physicians showed their prowess, that was also when people suffered from illness and pain. This was really…

“However, doesn’t that saying go: hope for the best, prepare for the worst,” Qi Yue said. After finishing, she sighed and looked out the window.

The first month was about to pass, and spring’s footsteps were slowly approaching.

The river water was almost ready to thaw. From the thick ice surface, one could see the flowing water underneath.

Behind the dense withered grass, something moved a few times, as if blown by the wind.

Then a figure slid down from the earth slope. Three or four people were crouching in the earthen ditch, with four horses beside them.

“Er’Dan, how many?” they hurriedly asked.

The one who had slid down from the hillside was a thin, small man, probably only seventeen or eighteen years old, with a circle of thatch wrapped around his head.

“Five,” he said with excitement in his eyes.

Everyone’s eyes lit up.

“Shall we do it?” one of them said in a low voice.

“Five against five still has risks,” an older one said thoughtfully.

“But the battle map is on those few Tartars. We’ve chased them for so long and finally got them down to just these few. If we get it, that’s a great achievement,” someone couldn’t help but say.

These words excited everyone. After a moment of silence:

“Let’s do it,” the older one spat out the withered grass in his mouth and said fiercely.

Hearing this, everyone hurriedly went to their horses to organize their equipment. As scouts, they were very well-equipped with knives, axes, javelins, flying ropes, hand crossbows, and so on.

“Should we still take this?” a small man pulled out a white cloth and asked.

Everyone looked over and saw it was something distributed from above some time ago, said to be some kind of life-saving tourniquet.

“What use is this piece of white cloth? Probably some supplier trying to make money,” the older one shook his head, threw down the white cloth, and tied a flying shuttle to his body.

Seeing him do this, everyone also threw theirs down. Only the thin young man hesitated for a moment and tucked the white cloth into his waist.

Young people were always a bit more afraid of death. Everyone smiled and didn’t think it strange.

“Alright, you flank from left and right, you and I go straight up the middle,” the older one pointed and arranged, while extending his hand. “Kill these Tartars, seize the battle map, and we brothers will have a great achievement. Even if we die in battle, our families won’t need to worry. Let’s fight!”

“Let’s fight!” everyone said quietly, slapped their hands together forcefully, and scattered.

Chapter 350: Playing with Life
“Kill!”

Accompanied by battle cries, a Tartar’s blade and axe cleaved squarely through a scout’s shoulder. The force was so great that it split the man in two.

A spear thrust from behind, and the man screamed as he fell to the ground.

“Er’Dan! Go!” The older scout was already covered in blood. Seeing the youth crawling out from under a Tartar’s body ahead, he threw the leather pouch in his hand over.

The youth was also covered in blood, both his own and the Tartars’. He reached out to catch it.

By now, whether Tartars or scouts, all lay on the ground – some dead on the spot, others still gasping their last breaths.

The youth frantically went to help a nearby companion. This companion’s thigh had been struck by a blade and axe, spurting fresh blood. A flying spear was also embedded in his chest, his pupils were dilated, and though he was still convulsing, he was beyond saving.

The battle was brief but brutal. In the blink of an eye, only the two of them remained alive.

Urgent hoofbeats accompanied by howling came from the distance.

The older scout quickly scrambled up. His legs and arms clearly bore wounds.

“Quickly, into the mountains, into the mountains,” he shouted.

The horses were scattered around. The two climbed onto their mounts and galloped away.

Behind them came the sound of arrows cutting through the air.

Thud, thud – both man and horse were struck. The man pitched forward onto the horse’s back, and the horse, stimulated by the wounds, galloped even faster, soon plunging into a dense forest.

The sounds of pursuit were quickly left behind.

After an unknown amount of time, they had passed through the forest and returned to the wilderness.

The youth felt his whole body growing cold. He reached down to touch his thigh, and the dull ache became more intense.

“Er’Dan, how are you?” the older man asked weakly from beside him.

Only then did the youth see that his companion was struggling to sit up from his horse’s back, with an arrow embedded in his shoulder.

“Uncle, how are you?” he asked in panic.

“I’m fine, just took an arrow in the shoulder. What about you?” the older man asked.

His face was slightly pale, and his speech was weak.

The youth withdrew his hand from his thigh.

“I’m fine,” he said.

The older man breathed a sigh of relief.

“Then let’s hurry. We have too many wounds. If we don’t get back quickly, we’ll die from blood loss,” he said.

The youth nodded and spurred his horse fiercely again.

After running for an unknown duration, the youth felt his body growing colder and colder, his consciousness becoming more and more blurred. He lay sprawled on the horse’s back, his hand covering his leg.

That sticky, slippery feeling…

He could even feel the gap of the wound and the blood gushing out more and more violently…

A thud brought his scattered consciousness back together. Looking to the side, he saw only one horse. And the person on the horse…

The youth suddenly sat up and looked back, seeing the older man had already fallen to the ground, motionless.

“Uncle!” he cried out, turned his horse around, jumped down, and rushed over.

The older man lay motionless, his face pale, lips blue-purple, his body already cold.

The youth burst into tears.

How could he just die…

He touched the wound on his leg, and because of this movement, the blood seemed to flow even faster.

At this rate, he would die from blood loss before making it back…

He sat on the ground in bewilderment.

Dead?

All dead…

His gaze unconsciously swept over his waist. Something white…

The tourniquet…

The youth reached out and pulled it out.

This thing, could it save lives?

“…everyone watch me, use it like this…”

A man’s voice rang in his ears. Blurry scenes also appeared before his eyes, with noisy companions all around.

“…above the wound…use this stick to twist it tight…”

The youth vaguely tied it on based on his remaining impressions, then instinctively climbed onto his horse, lay on its back, and galloped across the wilderness.

“Er’Dan. Er’Dan.”

Voices, sometimes distant, sometimes near, kept ringing in his ears.

“Give him medicine…”

The choking sensation of liquid pouring in made the youth cough, and his scattered consciousness also cleared up. He slowly opened his eyes.

Still alive…

“He’s alive! Sir, he’s alive!”

Joyful shouts rose one after another, and heads big and small peered down at him.

“Er’Dan!” The officer pushed everyone aside and shouted with joy.

Alive!

The youth suddenly raised his hand, then heavily placed it on his chest.

“…battle map…” he murmured. Having said this, as if he had completed his mission, his head tilted to one side again and he fainted.

Someone took the leather pouch from his chest.

“Sir!” The man opened it, saw what was inside, and his hands trembled with excitement.

“We got it! We got it!” the officer shouted with great joy.

Amid the cheering, they didn’t forget about this scout.

“Can he still be saved?” he turned and asked.

A military physician was carefully examining the scout’s wound. He cut open the clothing, revealing the wound on the thigh.

“My heavens, it’s massive bleeding…” the military physician cried out in alarm at the width of the wound. “But, but how could this be?”

How could he not be dead? With such a wide wound, even immediate stuffing with cotton cloth wouldn’t guarantee saving his life! Not to mention this scout had run for so long…

His gaze fell on the white cloth above the wound, tightly bound with a wooden stick.

“Is this…that thing called a tourniquet?” the military physician murmured, his hands trembling with disbelief as he touched it.

Qi Yue learned about the impending battle while at the wounded soldiers’ camp.

This time, no military physician accompanied them to the wounded soldiers’ camp.

“Accompany what? Everyone’s gone to the front. This time it’s going to be a major battle,” the remaining auxiliary soldier said irritably, looking at Qi Yue and the others with an unfriendly expression. “Not like you people who have so much free time.”

These nobles watched them like monkeys for entertainment, completely useless. Even though they knew this woman’s status was not to be trifled with, the auxiliary soldiers no longer had pleasant faces.

What was there to fear?

At worst, they’d die.

Their lives were cheap as grass anyway.

Qi Yue was greatly shocked.

This was the first time Qi Yue had come to the official hall since returning to Wei City.

However, Chang Yuncheng, who learned of the news, didn’t feel surprised. He didn’t need to guess what this woman had come for.

“Perfect timing for a meal,” he said with a smile, extending his hand.

Qi Yue placed her hand in his.

The personal guards in the room were startled and hurriedly withdrew.

This time Qi Yue had come alone, not even bringing A’Ru.

“Good,” she laughed. “I don’t know how skilled the cooks here are. Let me cook personally instead.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Good,” he said, not releasing her hand but pulling her outside. “I’ll watch how you do it.”

“You can pick the vegetables,” Qi Yue laughed.

The official hall’s kitchen witnessed a rare sight today. Two cooks stood trembling outside the door, attracting curious glances from passersby.

“Old Deng, have you been kicked out of your job?”

Everyone asked with laughter.

The two cooks didn’t dare speak carelessly, mumbling and pretending not to hear, occasionally stealing glances through the door crack.

Qi Yue reached out and dabbed flour on Chang Yuncheng’s face, then burst into laughter. Before she finished laughing, Chang Yuncheng had already casually smeared black ash from the fire poker onto her face.

“Hey, this is very hard to wash off,” Qi Yue protested.

“I don’t mind if you’re ugly,” Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

The laughter and play didn’t affect Qi Yue’s cooking skills. Soon four dishes and a soup were served on the table.

To save trouble, they didn’t go to the dining hall specifically. They simply set up a small table in the room next to the kitchen, sitting close together to eat.

Chang Yuncheng ate happily, his chopsticks never stopping.

“Slow down,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

“I don’t dare slow down. Who knows if someone will come to steal my food,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue paused, then remembered which incident that was.

She looked at Chang Yuncheng eating in big mouthfuls, his expression focused as if he were doing something extremely important and serious. Her heart felt both happy and bitter.

“Eat slowly. This time, if anyone dares to steal your food, I’ll beat them away,” she said seriously.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh, his face showing some mischief.

“Really?” he asked indistinctly.

“Of course it’s real,” Qi Yue answered.

Chang Yuncheng then shushed her and nodded his head toward the outside.

Qi Yue paused, then heard a familiar voice from outside.

“Where’s Chang Yuncheng? Have you seen him?”

Zhou Maochun asked with glaring eyes.

The two cooks timidly looked at this furious old man.

“No…” they shook their heads.

Zhou Maochun stared at them as if trying to see through their hearts and lungs.

“They said he went to eat…where’s the best restaurant around here?” he asked.

With these words, the two cooks breathed a sigh of relief, and so did Qi Yue inside the room. She also removed the hand covering Chang Yuncheng’s mouth.

Chang Yuncheng was already bent over with laughter, unable to hold his chopsticks.

“So you only know sweet words…” he laughed.

Qi Yue reached out to pinch him.

“Making fun of me, you scared me to death,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng laughed and held her in his arms, saying nothing, just holding her.

Qi Yue also said nothing, letting him hold her, looking at him with a smile.

The two just stayed quietly embraced for a moment like this.

“Alright, we’ve eaten and drunk our fill. We should set off now,” Chang Yuncheng patted her and said.

Qi Yue nodded and looked up at him with a smile.

“But there’s one thing,” Chang Yuncheng extended his hand again, his expression serious. “You must stay with me.”

This already surprised Qi Yue greatly. She nodded without hesitation and stood on tiptoe to kiss Chang Yuncheng’s chin.

When they saw that several carts had been added to the army formation, especially when they saw that woman, all the officers and soldiers were terrified.

“You’re crazy!” The garrison commander looked incredulous. “You’re actually letting your wife go to the battlefield!”

Before, not knowing her identity, this woman being strong-willed and unable to back down for face’s sake was understandable. But what was this about now?

“Chang Yuncheng, this is too outrageous! Playing around in daily life is one thing, but how can you still be playing at a time like this!” he shouted loudly, jumping with rage.

Chang Yuncheng sat on his horse, looking at the woman at the back of the formation still instructing her disciples about something, and smiled.

“Playing?” he looked at the garrison commander. “Have you ever seen anyone play with their life?”

The garrison commander was stunned.

“Anyone who dares go to the battlefield – which one is playing?” Chang Yuncheng’s expression was serious, his gaze sweeping over the soldiers marching at quick pace. “Commander, are you playing?”

Playing your mother’s head! The garrison commander stamped his feet.

How the hell could this be playing!

This was real!

He paused and also looked toward the woman in the direction of the supply convoy. A disciple was hanging up a large banner with the prominent character “医” (Medicine) written on it.

Once could be called acting in a fit of pique, but twice meant it was for real.

Really risking their lives?

The problem was, could this group of people who had been making a daily spectacle of acting and playing around really do it?

Lives weren’t something to play with!

Chapter 351: You Look
Although the night was deep within the Imperial Palace, it remained brightly lit with lanterns and candles.

Li Tong hurriedly retreated from the great hall, and the four or five officials standing under the gallery stopped their conversation.

“Lord Li, His Majesty…” an elderly official asked in a low voice.

Li Tong waved his hand and shook his head.

Everyone understood—this meant His Majesty was not in a good mood.

“Lord Li, you’ve worked hard.” Everyone said in low voices, thanking him for the reminder.

Only by accurately gauging His Majesty’s mood at this moment could they know what words were appropriate to say and what words must not be said, lest one wrong word ruin their entire lives.

So sometimes, one must not underestimate even the reminder of a single glance.

Once, a high-ranking official offended an inner court attendant and was misled by him into saying something inappropriate, causing the Emperor to literally kick this Third Rank official out of the capital.

Li Tong hurriedly bowed respectfully and took his leave.

Watching him depart, everyone’s faces showed both admiration and envy.

The old Li family truly had good fortune—this young man, honest and straightforward despite his youth, had actually gained His Majesty’s favor.

Several coughs came from within the doors.

Everyone quickly straightened their expressions.

Immediately after, the palace doors opened again.

“Honorable officials, please enter,” said a eunuch walking out.

Compared to his attitude toward Li Tong, his demeanor was much more indifferent.

Everyone filed in orderly.

On the high dragon throne, the Emperor appeared calm, with even a faint smile at the corners of his mouth, looking at the documents in his hands, seemingly not noticing or hearing these people enter.

Everyone already knew His Majesty was in a poor mood, so none dared speak, standing respectfully with lowered heads.

“You look, all of you look—Bailiu Pass has actually fallen… Are all these people I’ve raised nothing but waste?”

After a long while, the Emperor’s voice drifted down from above.

Though the voice was light, everyone present felt as if a heavy weight pressed down upon them.

“Your subjects deserve ten thousand deaths…” Everyone hurriedly bowed and said.

Before they could finish speaking, there was a sharp “plop” sound.

The document had already been thrown by the Emperor onto the ground, sliding to their feet.

“Don’t rush. And don’t scramble. Those who failed in their duties, those who were defeated in battle—all deserve death, one by one.”

The Emperor said coldly.

The officials below immediately broke into cold sweat.

The border warfare and the Emperor’s fury quickly spread throughout, causing all departmental officials to become trembling with fear, avoiding touching His Majesty’s ill temper at this time.

Dong Lin gleefully poured himself a cup of wine.

“Sir, why are you so happy?” Wu Shan asked carefully.

Dong Lin immediately darkened his face.

“Who said I’m happy? Where did I look happy!” he scolded with a stern face.

This boy really had no sense—the Emperor was currently unhappy, yet you say I’m happy? Aren’t you trying to bring me bad luck?

Wu Shan was startled, knowing he had said the wrong thing, and quickly retreated with his head lowered, mumbling submissively.

It was time to send this boy away, Dong Lin thought irritably as he spit out a breath, his gaze falling on several memorial reports on the table.

In a few more days, when these reports are submitted…

You look. You look—isn’t this Heaven itself unable to bear watching anymore?

Dong Lin couldn’t help but reveal a trace of a smile, but quickly restrained it, picking up his wine cup and draining it in one gulp.

Looking at the rolling dust clouds outside the city gate, the soldiers on the city wall all burst into cheers.

“General Chang’s reinforcements have arrived!”

The defending soldiers came out to welcome them, seeing the entering army along with the heavily loaded supply wagons. Everyone was extremely excited.

Chang Yuncheng galloped forward surrounded by his personal guards, his armor dull, his handsome face haggard. Seeing the crowd bowing before him, he quickly dismounted.

“Spare the idle talk. Quickly raise the command tent,” he said straightforwardly.

The men and horses in the street dispersed in surging waves. The soldiers who came to receive them noticed that besides the grain and supply wagons, there were actually four carriages following behind. These people were not wearing military uniforms but white robes, looking quite strange. As they watched, they saw the front carriage’s curtain lift as a person jumped down, also wearing white robes, but clearly a woman in form.

A woman!

The city’s civilians had all retreated, leaving only soldiers here with no other people, let alone women!

Before everyone could express surprise or inquire, gongs and drums sounded.

“The Tartars are coming!”

Everyone surged away, no longer paying attention to them.

“Set up the tents!” Qi Yue shouted loudly.

Amid the chaotic responses, several support soldiers quickly pulled stakes, ropes, and tent cloth from the carriages. Through several rounds of coordination, from initial confusion to now being able to work busily but orderly, in what seemed like the blink of an eye, three camp tents were erected on the city’s open ground—white tents with large red characters, particularly conspicuous.

At the same time, other support soldiers rushed into the houses on both sides of the street.

“Wounded soldier placement requisition!” they shouted loudly.

While planting flags marked with the character for “medicine” at the doorways.

As the tents were being set up, fifteen disciples had already shouldered their medicine boxes, their arms and waists densely wrapped with various colored cloth strips. Behind them, another dozen support soldiers lifted stretchers.

“Quickly, quickly,” Hu San shouted loudly.

“Pay attention to safety!” Qi Yue shouted loudly.

The disciples responded in unison and marched toward the city gate in formation.

“Operating room preparation complete,” A’Hao called out in a raised voice.

Qi Yue withdrew her gaze from the direction the disciples had departed, raising her hand.

“Prepare for surgery,” she said, entering a tent marked with a large red character for “medicine.”

Zhang Tong and Liu Pucheng had already put on gloves and masks.

“Master, let me handle the second-level injuries this time,” Zhang Tong called out.

Liu Pucheng glanced at him, nodded, and entered the tent marked with a green character for “medicine.”

Crossbow bolts fell like rain.

Four or five support soldiers rushed forward with shields raised, pulling down two wounded soldiers.

Qiao Minghua rushed over, skillfully cutting open the wounded soldier’s clothing. These arrow wounds were all too familiar to him—large and heavy, with multi-grooved arrowheads deeply embedded in the soldier’s body. Such large wounds couldn’t even be sutured. He quickly sprinkled medicinal powder, but the blood immediately washed it away. Qiao Minghua picked up a knife and in two or three strokes opened the wounded soldier’s wound wider. Accompanied by heart-rending screams, the wounded soldier rolled on the ground.

This pain was a hundred times worse than the arrow wound.

The support soldiers and military doctors were all busy, with no extra hands to restrain the wounded soldier. Qiao Minghua’s treatment was interrupted, but he was accustomed to this. Without hesitation, he pounced forward again, pulled out the arrowhead, and wrapped the wound with cloth.

Blood still gushed out.

“Carry him down,” Qiao Minghua said.

Because more wounded soldiers were being brought in.

As for this wounded soldier who was still bleeding—this counted as completed treatment. Whether he could save his life after being carried away depended on his fortune.

Just then, something seemed to change nearby.

A wounded soldier was dragged down, and when Qiao Minghua was about to get up, someone rushed over ahead of him.

Qiao Minghua turned his head to look and was stunned.

This was not a familiar comrade, but a strange young man.

Wearing conspicuous white robes with red bands on his arms, his mouth and nose covered with white cloth. His eyes were focused at this moment, his movements efficient.

He was doing the same thing as himself, but also different.

He was also stopping bleeding and bandaging, but didn’t pull out the arrowhead. Instead, he took out a spouted vessel to spray water, skillfully binding the wound. The bandaging white cloth was wide and dense, and finally there was a strange wooden stick that he twisted hard twice. The gushing blood immediately lessened.

The young man finally pulled off a yellow cloth strip from his waist, tied it to the wounded soldier’s arm, and then rushed toward the next one.

Support soldiers followed behind, lifting the wounded soldier and carrying him away.

This was…

Qiao Minghua was stunned.

“Sir, who are these people?” a military doctor asked in surprise. “Are they requisitioned physicians?”

Qiao Minghua didn’t speak. He thought of something, his eyes showing surprise. He slowly stood up, then saw that along the long city wall, somehow many such men had surged around them.

They were too easy to identify—all wearing white robes with red cloth bands.

“Lord Zhou, Lord Zhou, you look, you look,” a soldier shouted loudly.

Zhou Maochun, also fitted with armor, was in no good mood.

“Look at what? Look at how my daughter was killed by that bastard?” he shouted loudly, then glared at the soldier, “You go down right now and bring my daughter up!”

The soldier ignored him, only looking below the city wall.

“Sir, they look so good saving people,” the soldier murmured.

Zhou Maochun’s anger flared even more.

Good-looking?!

When did saving people become good-looking?

What was there to see? Having watched this several times along the way, he was about to die of anger.

Chickens flying and dogs jumping, chaotic and noisy—where were they any better than those military doctors! Simply embarrassing! And useless! What was so special about these battlefield wounds! Any doctor—no, any person could do this!

Wasting time! And wasting lives!

Zhou Maochun angrily looked down, then slowly became stunned.

One by one, white figures—their movements were swift, bandaging was fast, carrying away was fast, so fast it was somewhat dizzying, somewhat suffocating.

How was this different from the previous times?

How could it be so fast!

How was it possible to be so fast!

How did it become so fast?!

The city wall’s defending general also noticed.

“Who are those people?” he rarely allowed himself to be distracted to ask.

“They’re doctors brought by General Chang,” his personal guards answered.

“Doctors?” the defending general frowned, “Why do they look so strange…”

As he spoke, his gaze cast downward. Looking down from the high city wall, his expression gradually became surprised.

How did these doctors’ actions look so…

Familiar…

It was as if they had received deliberate training, just like military formations—appearing chaotic but extremely orderly…

Others might not be able to tell, but as a general, he could see it at a glance.

Doctors? He had never seen military doctors treat patients like this…

Could it be that they weren’t actually treating these wounded soldiers at all? Just passing them through their hands before carrying them away?

But when those support soldiers ran by carrying stretchers, everyone still noticed that the wounded soldiers on the stretchers had been bandaged. Looking further into the distance, they could see these stretchers flowing like water toward one direction, where there were clearly three camp tents. These stretchers, though appearing chaotic, were entering different tents in an orderly fashion.

The busy soldiers and doctors in the midst of it couldn’t see clearly, but standing on the city wall, looking down from above, they could clearly see what kind of scene these white-robed people were creating.

They didn’t look like people! They looked like flowing water! Continuously flowing water! Omnipresent flowing water! Rapidly flowing water!

White water flowing behind the battlefield! Continuously flowing! Carrying those wounded, fading lives toward the hope of survival!

“Sir, sir, look!” Several military doctors were dumbfounded. They forgot what they were supposed to be doing, staring blankly at these white figures around them, unable to help shouting.

Qiao Minghua was also staring blankly at these people.

When had those seemingly chaotic drills actually become like this?

Or rather, those seemingly ridiculous drills, on the battlefield, were actually like this…

Dazzling and mesmerizing!

That rhythm, that coordination, that fluidity!

It seemed that no matter how many wounded soldiers there were, they could easily handle the treatment!

At this bloody, cruel moment, in Qiao Minghua’s rationally numb mind, a strange word that shouldn’t have appeared suddenly surfaced.

Like floating clouds and flowing water!

Qiao Minghua’s body trembled, his pores opening wide.

You look!

You look!

All of you look!

Chapter 352: Shock
The sounds of battle thundered in their ears.

Casualties were never something that concerned the generals, and they quickly shifted their gaze away, but Qiao Minghua and Zhou Maochun did not, nor did the other military doctors.

They continued staring blankly at everything happening before them.

It wasn’t that they had forgotten their duties, but rather that they were completely unable to help, even vaguely feeling like they would be getting in the way.

Look at these doctors, look at how smoothly they coordinated with each other, like a perfect, flawless pearl necklace. If they joined in, it would be like destroying this beauty.

Without them, the treatment wasn’t affected in any way. As the battle progressed and the wounded increased, these doctors’ treatment never became chaotic or stagnant.

What a shocking and shameful feeling!

How was this possible!

These doctors daring to come to the battlefield was already shocking enough! Yet they could actually do better than them!

What was going on here!

How did they suddenly appear!

How did all this happen!

They just stood there dumbly, no longer knowing what to do or think.

The wounded were continuously given initial bandaging and then carried away.

A soldier had his leg pierced through by a spear. If this were in the hands of Qiao Minghua and the others, they wouldn’t bother with it anymore. Of course, it wasn’t that they didn’t want to save him, but that they couldn’t.

But with several “crack” sounds, the doctor in white robes—no, at this point they could no longer be called white robes, but flowered clothes stained with blood and mud—cut through the spear shaft. Again there was that tourniquet binding, a red cloth strip tied on, and then he swiftly departed.

Behind him, the constantly running stretcher bearers surged forward in a batch, lifted this person, and rushed toward the rear.

A figure suddenly chased after them.

This brought the doctors back to their senses.

“Sir…” they couldn’t help calling out.

Qiao Minghua heard nothing else, only watching this stretcher, staring intently at this wounded soldier.

How to save him?

Could he really be saved?

This was impossible! This was absolutely impossible!

Everyone was running, no one was talking. No one communicated or introduced the wounded soldiers’ conditions, yet each intuitively entered different tents.

Qiao Minghua glanced around. The tent before him was marked with large red characters, and compared to the two beside it, there were fewer wounded here.

The stretcher went in. Inside were two strange, high beds, both with wounded soldiers lying on them.

“Move the bed!” Qi Yue shouted.

Accompanied by the sounds of “one, two, three,” the wounded soldier on one bed was supported by four people with a white sheet and moved to the stretcher. Without stopping, they rushed out.

Qiao Minghua stepped aside to let them pass, watching this wounded soldier whose head and face were wrapped in layers of white cloth, with a strange tube inserted into his arm. The other end of the tube was connected to a porcelain bottle, held by one of the support soldiers. They rushed out and ran toward a nearby room.

The sound of rustling made Qiao Minghua turn his gaze again. He saw the girl who always accompanied Lady Qi spread a white sheet on the now-empty bed.

The wounded soldier from the stretcher with the pierced thigh was lifted onto it.

During this entire process, no one even said a word. Everyone seemed to have telepathic understanding, every movement coordinated seamlessly.

Like floating clouds and flowing water…

Qiao Minghua again had this phrase flash through his mind. He watched as that woman didn’t come over, but remained at the other wounded soldier’s bedside, busy with her head lowered, using strange scissors and needle and thread, her needle flying at the wounded soldier’s chest.

Was she alone?

So there was no way to save them all…

Qiao Minghua’s gaze turned to the wounded soldier just placed on the bed. The girl was using scissors to cut away his clothing, then picked up a strange tool and inserted the gleaming needle point into the wounded soldier’s thigh.

Acupuncture?

But how had that yellow liquid disappeared?

After doing this, A’Ru began using large amounts of water and high-concentration alcohol to repeatedly wash the wounded soldier’s thigh wound and every wound on his body. Large clumps of white cotton quickly turned blood-colored and accumulated on the ground.

A support soldier quickly put those contaminated cotton balls into a bag.

Was this why this place looked so clean?

At a time like this, they still cared about this?!

Qiao Minghua stared in shock, eyes wide.

“Move the bed!”

The woman shouted again. The four support soldiers who had been standing around moved just as before, transferring the wounded soldier from this bed to a stretcher and rushing toward the door.

At the same time, the stretcher that had been waiting outside came in.

The woman quickly removed the deerskin gloves that reached her elbows, turned to rinse her hands in a nearby jar, pulled out gloves from the rack above and put them on, then stood ready at this side’s wounded soldier.

This series of movements flowed seamlessly. The placement of items had been practiced until it couldn’t be more familiar, every step without a single unnecessary movement.

As Qi Yue moved over, the wounded soldier from the newly entered stretcher was placed on the just-vacated bed, and the girl began the same actions as before—cutting open clothing, inserting the strange needle, cleaning wounds.

Fast! Fast! Fast enough to be dizzying!

Qiao Minghua felt like he was suffocating. His gaze turned to Qi Yue again.

Qi Yue was cutting open the wounded soldier’s thigh wound. She worked alone—pulling, tugging, her needle flying. Dense beads of sweat dripped down. Qiao Minghua saw her blink once, her hands steadily manipulating the instruments, completely motionless.

This wound was too severe! There was no way to treat it! Once the spear was pulled out, massive bleeding and death would be inevitable. Not pulling it out would also mean slowly dying!

This woman! Could she possibly…

Qiao Minghua’s thought had barely formed when he saw the woman slowly pull out the spear point from the lower thigh. His breathing involuntarily stopped.

No massive bleeding…

The woman had already begun her flying needle work.

The torn flesh before his eyes closed layer by layer.

Qiao Minghua felt his vision darkening. He suddenly realized and began breathing deeply in great gulps, preventing himself from passing out.

“Move the bed.”

Again, those two words.

The four support soldiers who had just brought in the wounded soldier came over here, and with a repeated set of movements, carried this person out. Another immediately came in from outside.

In this brief moment, the woman had completed treatment of two severely wounded soldiers. From beginning to end, she had only said two words.

Move the bed!

Move the bed!

Too terrifying! Too terrifying!

How could one person possibly do this!

If this were during peacetime, that would be one thing, but this was during battle! Outside were the thunderous sounds of combat! City gates that could be breached at any moment! The danger of death at any time!

They—how could they possibly remain so calm!

Qiao Minghua looked around. These people’s expressions were also numb, as if they couldn’t see, hear, or know what the current situation was. They just repeated their movements, repeated their coming and going. But this numbness was different from what he knew—these people’s eyes were all bright and sparkling.

No unnecessary words, no crying, no sadness. Just determined gazes as they moved back and forth, as if nothing could stop them.

Qiao Minghua slowly retreated from the tent, watching the support soldiers around him who seemed like they would never stop, never know fatigue.

How did they do it?

How was this possible?

Qiao Minghua felt his entire body trembling, as if he had lost all strength. He stood there stunned, looking around.

None of the people running back and forth spared him a glance. Everyone seemed to have only one purpose, one firm belief.

The sky gradually darkened, the sounds of battle seemed to lessen, but these people didn’t rest in the slightest.

“Rest in place, replenish your strength.”

Someone shouted loudly. Along with this shout, more people shouted loudly, while four or five people carrying large baskets came running.

Those people who had been running back and forth—whether carrying wounded soldiers or empty stretchers—all stopped, set down their stretchers, then sat on the ground, breathing heavily. Those four or five people ran over and threw down water pouches. These people picked them up and drank deeply.

Qiao Minghua also picked up one. He turned his head to look toward the tent. Inside, torches had been lit, casting bright light.

The woman was tilting her head back, also holding a water pouch and drinking deeply.

Qiao Minghua opened the pouch and tilted his head back to taste it.

Salty…

What kind of water was this?

Soon these people threw down their pouches and began their repetitive running again.

Dawn gradually brightened, and a pungent smell brought Qiao Minghua back to his senses.

The surroundings were unprecedentedly quiet.

No more fighting, no more screaming.

This quiet was too terrifying. Qiao Minghua suddenly stood up from the wall corner, then saw soldiers lying or sitting all over the street.

Heavy footsteps came, breaking the silence.

Two teams of support soldiers carrying strange buckets passed along the street, spraying water mist wherever they went.

This was the source of that pungent smell.

Qiao Minghua suddenly understood.

“What are you doing?” he couldn’t help shouting loudly.

“Disinfecting,” someone shouted back loudly, then continued past without stopping.

Qiao Minghua took a deep breath, finally gradually focusing his mind. When it got dark yesterday, the battle had ended, the Tartars had retreated, they had held the city. The soldiers’ and generals’ task was complete, but the military doctors’ battle was far from over. The military doctors who had recovered from their shock all threw themselves into treatment, staying busy until dawn. Qiao Minghua had leaned against the wall to take a nap and unexpectedly fell asleep.

Those wounded soldiers…

He turned to rush into the building, when sudden sounds of half-crying, half-laughing arose.

“This is impossible! This is impossible!”

Zhou Maochun was shouting frantically like a madman in the room full of wounded soldiers, his expression also half-crying, half-laughing.

“How are they not dead! How could they possibly not be dead! How could so many people be saved!”

This made the conscious wounded soldiers angry, looking over with unfriendly gazes.

Zhou Maochun was completely oblivious, and even if he noticed, he wouldn’t care.

“This is impossible!” he repeated over and over, his eyes wild.

This was impossible!

It was just the simplest treatment!

How could it have such great effect!

“Father.” A hoarse voice called out, temporarily bringing Zhou Maochun’s frenzied mind back to some clarity.

“Yueniang, Yueniang, you’re an immortal, aren’t you?” Zhou Maochun rushed over in one step, grabbing the woman who had just stood up from a wounded soldier and shaking her.

Qi Yue nearly fell from the shaking.

“I’m not an immortal,” she laughed.

“Then how did you do it!” Zhou Maochun shouted loudly. “This is impossible, this is impossible!”

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Nothing is impossible,” she said. “Everything is possible, as long as you want it.”

So that was it—hope?

Qiao Minghua stood outside the door, looking at the woman inside the room.

His gaze surveyed the room. Those soldiers were either awake or unconscious, but without exception, they were all still alive.

Tears slid down from his eyes.

Master, Master, did you see? There really is hope in this world!

Master, Master, did you see? There actually is hope in this world!

Master, Master, I! Actually! Saw it!

Chapter 353: Fortune Strikes
After one night of warfare subsided, with confirmation that the Eastern slave army had indeed retreated, everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Being able to defend the pass and block the Eastern slaves from entering through here was truly a great achievement.

The atmosphere in the room became much more cheerful, with everyone engaging in low conversations, sweeping away yesterday’s tension.

“How are the casualties?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

This question made everyone quiet down again.

“Over six hundred wounded, over two hundred killed in action,” an officer hurriedly replied.

This number was hastily tallied overnight and might not be accurate, but the final count would certainly only be higher, not lower.

In just one day, the casualties were so severe. Chang Yuncheng sighed softly, while the others appeared relaxed.

After every battle, there were casualty statistics. For these officers, this was nothing strange—they had even grown accustomed to it, numb to the point where those numbers were merely numbers.

This wasn’t because they were heartless, but because there was no choice. On the battlefield, life and death happened in the blink of an eye, and post-battle deaths from severe wounds or disabilities were unavoidable reality. Reality was just this cruel and merciless. What else could they do but become numb?

“Let’s go see the wounded,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Everyone was somewhat surprised but immediately stood up to follow.

“The soldiers fought valiantly; we should visit and comfort them,” everyone agreed.

When Chang Yuncheng and the others came along the street for their inspection, they saw several large pots set up on the main street, with water boiling inside.

Sitting or standing under the eaves along the street were lightly wounded soldiers, with white-clad physicians carrying medical kits examining them and changing their dressings.

The officials who had come with Chang Yuncheng grew increasingly surprised by what they saw along the way.

There was none of the chaotic, wailing scenes typical of post-battle situations. Though there were many people on the street, it wasn’t noisy or disorderly. The air carried strange medicinal scents that greatly reduced the piercing smell of blood.

Most importantly, everywhere they looked seemed somehow… clean?

Clean—this word appearing in a place where wounded soldiers gathered after battle was truly strange…

“Are these pots of water for cooking?” someone couldn’t help but ask.

“No, they’re for disinfection,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Disinfection?

The officers exchanged glances, then understood.

The military strategist general, born a prince, was indeed different from them—well-traveled and knowledgeable.

They couldn’t help but stop to watch a soldier with an arm injury being treated against the wall.

“Can you bear the pain?” the physician asked.

Since anesthetics were limited and mainly used for severe cases, this type of injury would be treated without anesthesia if possible.

The soldier nodded and picked up his blade, biting down on the handle.

The physician then took cotton from his medical kit and poured some liquid from a porcelain bottle onto it. The cotton immediately became soaked.

Standing close, they could smell the strong alcohol scent.

These were all heavy drinkers, so they naturally recognized it. They watched as the physician repeatedly cleaned the soldier’s wound with the cotton, calculating that just the cotton alone used up a large amount, not to mention all that alcohol…

Soon the physician stopped cleaning, and the officers present sighed with relief.

That should be enough.

But then they saw the physician take out another bottle…

It’s not over yet?

The officers couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed.

They watched as the physician sprinkled medicinal powder from the bottle onto the soldier’s wound, then took out cloth bandages and wrapped it layer by layer.

The officers sighed with relief again.

Good heavens, this was so meticulous…

Just as they relaxed, they saw the physician take out yet another bottle…

Still not finished!

“These are oral pills. Take twice daily,” the physician said.

The soldier received them with trembling hands.

They even had to take medicine?

For these external wounds, no one had ever treated them this way before. In the past, a rinse and bandage would have been considered good treatment.

And now there was medicine to take?

“Someone will change your dressing in three days,” the physician said again, only then standing up to quickly move to the next soldier.

My goodness.

Seeing these officers standing motionless, Chang Yuncheng grew somewhat impatient. His gaze searched urgently, scanning the houses along the street. By habit, that woman was usually in…

“External wounds one… external wounds two… external wounds three… critical one…”

An officer also looked toward the adjacent house, curiously reading the red-background, white-text wooden signs hanging in front of the house, which were particularly conspicuous.

What was this?

Chang Yuncheng had already lifted his feet toward the house marked “Critical.”

The officers, not understanding, hurried to follow.

“Critical one, dispensing medicine.”

Two people in the house were calling out, with a large medical kit placed before them.

Hearing this, three physicians who had been busy in the house came over.

“Critical one, thirty-eight people, thirty-eight penicillin doses, eighteen saline bottles,” the first person to speak said, holding a paper and looking at it, then handing it over. “Please verify.”

One physician took the paper while the other two bent down to count the medicines in the kit. They quickly nodded, and the physician wrote on the paper with his brush.

“Thank you for your hard work,” both sides bowed to each other politely, then separated to continue their respective tasks.

These physicians were brought by Chang Yuncheng with his army. Though everyone didn’t recognize them personally, they recognized their clothing, which was completely different from their own army doctors.

It was already generous enough for them to come support the army, and they even brought physicians to help—truly embarrassing.

“Three people caring for thirty-eight patients?” an officer standing at the door asked in surprise, his expression somewhat serious. “Isn’t this nonsense?”

“Right, don’t we have thirty army doctors? What are they doing?” someone immediately demanded.

Another hot-tempered officer began cursing, basically calling them cowards and useless while the soldiers fought to the death.

Chang Yuncheng frowned but said nothing. The physician who had delivered the medicine didn’t appreciate this.

“Don’t make noise here. Your army doctors are all busy with the lightly wounded. They’re not needed here,” one said irritably.

This statement left the officers speechless.

Not needed…

This single sentence was harsher than the ten sentences of cursing they had just uttered.

“Where is Yueniang Qi?” Chang Yuncheng, who had been silent, asked.

The two physicians hurriedly bowed respectfully.

“Lord Prince, Master is still in surgery and will be finished shortly,” they said.

Chang Yuncheng frowned again, looking toward the three tents in the middle of the street not far away.

It had already been a day and night, and this woman…

He strode quickly in that direction.

The officers, not understanding, hurried to follow.

Just as they reached the tent, they heard a commotion.

“Master, Master!” “Yueniang!” “Let me carry her down!”

These voices made Chang Yuncheng feel his heart stop. He rushed forward abruptly.

Someone was carrying a stretcher out of the tent.

“How is she?” Chang Yuncheng looked at the woman on the stretcher—pale-faced with dry, cracked lips—and shouted loudly while grasping Qi Yue’s hand.

No one came out of the tent. Liu Pucheng had already taken over from Qi Yue, bent over suturing. Zhang Tong and A’Ru were treating the patient’s other wounds. Their expressions were resolute, showing no panic.

“Exhaustion from overwork. IV saline,” Liu Pucheng said. “Use Solid Qi Decoction.”

The other officers had also followed, watching with some curiosity.

“So why do women come to the battlefield?”

“Exactly, isn’t this just causing trouble?”

Someone couldn’t help but comment.

Before they could finish speaking, Chang Yuncheng had already followed the stretcher into the adjacent house.

“Hey? General?” they called out in surprise. “What are you doing?”

Looking around, no one answered them, and all eyes seemed somewhat angry.

These physicians, relying on being from the Military Strategist General’s camp, were being so rude, right?

“They’re out! They’re out!”

Excited voices came from the distance. Everyone looked in bewilderment and saw an old man jumping and running toward them, with two or three people following behind.

“Yueniang, Yueniang, they’re out!” Zhou Maochun shouted loudly, his voice trembling.

What was out?

The officers frowned in confusion at this disheveled old man. The general had brought some truly strange people.

The people behind the old man caught up, breathing heavily. The officers were familiar with this person.

“Doctor Qiao, what are you doing? There are so many wounded soldiers to care for, why are you running around?” an officer frowned.

Qiao Minghua’s face was flushed with excitement, and there were traces of what seemed to be either sweat or tears on his face.

Of course, the officer hoped it was sweat.

“Sir, they’re out!” Qiao Minghua also shouted, his voice hoarse and trembling.

“What’s out?” the officer demanded sternly.

Crazy nonsense!

“Sir, this time there were six hundred thirty-seven wounded. The count is now complete. These wounded, these wounded…” Qiao Minghua began trembling, too excited to control his shaking body, until he finally couldn’t continue speaking.

Zhou Maochun pushed him aside and waved the paper in his shaking hands.

“Six hundred thirty-seven wounded! Three hundred ninety-two lightly wounded can all be completely healed! Of the remaining severely wounded, half can be saved!” he shouted loudly.

Upon hearing this, everyone was stunned. Even Liu Pucheng and the others, who had been focused on surgery inside, looked up, seemingly not understanding what he meant.

“What do you mean?” an officer asked in a daze.

Zhou Maochun jumped in front of him, eyes wide, face flushed red.

“What do you mean? What do you mean? Damn it, six hundred thirty-seven people, six hundred thirty-seven wounded, over five hundred can be saved, over five hundred can be completely healed, over five hundred people! Over five hundred lives! Over five hundred lives can be recovered! Over five hundred lives that the King of Hell can’t take! Five hundred! Human lives! Human lives! Do you damn well know what this means now?” he shouted wildly, waving the paper in his hand, spittle flying.

The officer was sprayed in the face but didn’t notice, completely stunned by the shouting.

Five hundred… human lives…

What is a person? What is a human life? How many years does it take to go from crying at birth to toddling to gaining wisdom? How much food must be consumed?

What is a person? What is a human life? How many years does it take to go from an ordinary person to a soldier who can wield sword and spear? How much training? How much effort and energy?

What is a human life? Decades of sustenance, decades of worldly tempering, decades of weathering storms and rain to forge a person! To count as one life!

This life, forged by decades of heaven and earth’s tempering, could vanish in the blink of an eye on the battlefield.

Heaven and earth are heartless, treating all things as straw dogs.

Now, this life that could have been easily crushed like a straw dog had escaped!

From the Eastern slaves’ blades and spears, from the battlefield’s slaughter, from the gates of the King of Hell’s palace, they had walked a bloody circle and lived!

A soldier who had died once was a true soldier!

What did it mean?

It meant they would soon have five hundred fierce warriors! No, these five hundred warriors would no longer be just five hundred—their fighting power would far exceed five hundred!

What did it mean? It meant…

“I’ve struck it rich…” this officer murmured, then his face twitched. As if infected by Zhou Maochun, he suddenly raised his hand and waved it fiercely.

I’ve struck it rich!

Chapter 354: Shared Joy
This was even more worthy of celebration than the merits and rewards they were about to receive!

Money could be earned again if lost!

But people weren’t something you could just have when they were gone! Especially veterans!

On the frontier, official positions sometimes meant nothing, but troops were always the most important thing.

Without strong troops, you were nothing!

They’d struck it rich! This time they’d really struck it rich!

The shocked weren’t just these officers—Liu Pucheng and the disciples of Qianjin Hall were also stunned.

They had participated in three rescue operations along the way, but this was the first time they’d heard such results.

The previous times hadn’t had such effects, and during the first time, they’d even caused trouble.

But Yueniang Qi had told them not to think about anything, just to keep doing and running as instructed.

And unexpectedly, they could, actually, achieve this much?

How was this possible? Had they really done this?

“How did you do it?” Zhou Maochun shouted loudly, grabbing the nearest Qianjin Hall disciple.

This disciple was still in shock himself.

“Yeah, how did you do it?” he asked in a daze.

Zhou Maochun released him and grabbed the next one.

But no one answered him, because everyone was asking the same question.

How did you do it?

How did you just do it!

The officers were also inquiring, but their questions were different from those of Zhou Maochun and the other experts.

“You did this? You did this?” they grabbed disciple after disciple asking, eyes shining as if seeing gold and silver treasures.

“It wasn’t us,” all the Qianjin Hall disciples replied.

How modest!

With such real skills, yet still so modest. Looking at their own army doctors they’d been using, comparing people would make you die, comparing goods would make you throw them away.

This wasn’t fair—such good army doctors should have been shared with them too.

“Someone come, someone come!” the officers decisively shouted, especially seeing white-robed physicians running down the street carrying wooden buckets.

How could they let these treasures do such work?!

What they should do was treat the wounded!

Personal guards hurried to relay orders, mobilizing the laborers to carry stretchers, transport the wounded, sweep, and deliver things.

“And, and,” another officer thought of something and shouted, “Deploy a team to guard these physicians well—they can’t be allowed to get hurt!”

The personal guards hurried to arrange this too.

Only then did the officers breathe a little easier, and they began looking for Chang Yuncheng. The matter of merit and reward statistics could be set aside for now—first they needed to discuss the allocation of army doctors.

But they discovered Chang Yuncheng was nowhere to be seen.

“Where is the General?” they asked.

“He seemed to follow that woman who fainted earlier,” someone remembered and said hurriedly.

Such a femme fatale…

The officers exchanged glances and shook their heads.

It seemed this woman had an unusual relationship with the general.

But no matter how unusual, at this time it was purely causing trouble.

Causing trouble? This was the second time these officers had said this.

The Qianjin Hall disciples’ expressions showed displeasure again.

Before they could speak, Qiao Minghua stepped forward.

“Causing trouble?” He looked at the officers and said, “Sir, do you know who this woman is?”

Who?

The officers looked at him.

“She is the master of these people,” Qiao Minghua said, pointing at the white-robed disciples still running around busily.

“She is the savior of these wounded soldiers,” he said, pointing at the wounded soldiers scattered and sitting on the street, pointing at those houses with different signs hanging.

“This is what she brought…” he pointed all around.

She brought the scene that remained busy but not chaotic after battle.

She brought the scene where wounded soldiers didn’t panic, cry, despair, or curse, but waited quietly for treatment.

She brought the tents where the most severely wounded, once carried inside, had hope of survival.

She brought the incredible result that all lightly wounded could be completely healed, and half of the severely wounded could be saved.

Tears flowed down Qiao Minghua’s face again.

The officers stared at him blankly.

Oh, so the traces on his face were indeed tears, not sweat…

Everyone shook their heads heavily.

“It was this woman?” they asked in surprise.

That really wasn’t causing trouble!

Thinking of their earlier words, the officers felt somewhat ashamed. No wonder these disciples looked at them with such dissatisfied eyes.

They couldn’t offend such a person—they needed to win her over.

What kind of person was this, to be so capable? How had they never heard of such an army doctor before?

Maybe she wasn’t an army doctor?

“Also,” Qiao Minghua stepped forward to leave, but stopped and turned back to look at the officers, “she is the General’s wife.”

There seemed to be the sound of a jaw dropping.

The General’s wife…

You must be joking!

When Qi Yue woke up, she immediately heard the commotion outside.

“What’s happening?” She was about to get up.

Chang Yuncheng pressed her down with his hand.

“Lie down!” he roared.

Only then did Qi Yue see him, and then she saw that she was in a temporarily arranged small room with an IV drip in her arm and the lingering taste of medicine in her mouth.

She immediately understood what had happened, thinking of the moment she collapsed and Liu Pucheng taking over the surgical knife.

She breathed a sigh of relief.

“You scared me to death, what are you shouting for?” She smiled with pursed lips and obediently lay down.

“Who scared who to death?” Chang Yuncheng glared and roared.

Qi Yue smiled again and even pointed at her own nose.

“Me, I scared you to death,” she said sincerely.

Chang Yuncheng held his breath, sat down angrily, and looked at the IV drip.

“I’m fine, I’m fine, I’m really fine, don’t worry,” Qi Yue said again, reaching out with her other hand to pull him.

Chang Yuncheng angrily dodged, not letting her reach him.

“What did you promise me?” he said with a dark face.

“Yes, yes, I was wrong, I shouldn’t have failed to rest in time,” Qi Yue smiled and reached out to pull him again.

Seeing her leaning forward, Chang Yuncheng was ultimately afraid she couldn’t reach and something would happen, so this time he didn’t dodge.

Qi Yue grabbed his hand.

“You’re exhausted too, go rest early,” she said, emphasizing again, “I’m fine. Just a little dehydrated, I’ll be better soon.”

“For this half day, you’ll lie here obediently,” Chang Yuncheng saw through her thoughts and said decisively, “Don’t think about going outside again!”

“Will you stay with me?” Qi Yue smiled.

“Stay,” Chang Yuncheng answered without hesitation.

Qi Yue smiled.

“You haven’t rested well these past days either. Come, it’s rare that I’m resting,” she smiled, patting the empty space beside her, “Come, let’s sleep together.”

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh out loud. He looked at the narrow space beside her.

“Come on,” Qi Yue smiled, shaking his hand and even winking at him flirtatiously.

Chang Yuncheng laughed again and indeed got up to walk over. He removed his cloak, and Qi Yue happily moved aside, but Chang Yuncheng quickly stopped her.

He lay down, his large frame making the small bed seem even smaller.

He carefully positioned this woman’s arm to avoid disturbing the needle, then raised his hand to stroke Qi Yue’s head, letting her rest on his arm, turning on his side so he could carefully protect Qi Yue against his chest.

Qi Yue smiled and let him arrange her. When he stopped moving, she nuzzled against his chest and closed her eyes.

Chang Yuncheng kissed her hair.

He seemed to have many things to say in his heart, but also felt there was nothing to say.

“…You haven’t eaten either, have you?” he finally said.

Qi Yue hummed in agreement.

“…When you wake up, what do you want to eat?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“…Chicken, duck, fish, meat, noodles, buns…” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng laughed quietly.

“Good,” he said.

“What do you want to eat?” Qi Yue asked back.

“…Radish and tofu soup, braised pork ribs, boiled fish…” Chang Yuncheng said.

These were all things Qi Yue had cooked for him. Qi Yue smiled.

After half a month, this was the first time they’d had such intimate contact. First because of Zhou Maochun’s vigilant guarding, then because of the urgent battle situation—being able to say a word when they met was already difficult, let alone lying together like this with their heads touching. They hadn’t expected that lying together like this, what they’d talk about was food.

How amusing.

Qi Yue smiled.

When apart, she hadn’t felt she missed him much, probably because she knew he was nearby. When together, she didn’t feel she missed him much either—perhaps this was the feeling of being an old married couple.

Qi Yue rested her head against his chest, listening to his strong heartbeat.

“…The cook here is actually not bad. If you tell him, maybe he can make it…” Chang Yuncheng said, and at this point looked down to kiss Qi Yue, only to discover this woman had actually fallen asleep.

She slept very peacefully, pressed tightly against his chest.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but smile.

This woman…

She was too tired…

He lowered his head to nuzzle this woman’s hair, held her steadily in his arms, and slowly closed his eyes too.

A’Ru was responsible for surgical assistance, while A’Hao took over her nursing duties. Of course, the most important task A’Ru gave her was to take good care of Qi Yue.

A’Hao carried the medicine bottle and first knocked on the door. She knew the Prince was inside accompanying her, but no one answered.

A’Hao then pushed the door open, unexpectedly seeing the two embracing on the bed at first glance, startling her into crying out and quickly turning around.

This sound woke Chang Yuncheng.

He then realized he had also fallen asleep.

“Keep it down, she’s sleeping,” he said somewhat displeasedly, quickly looking down at Qi Yue in his arms.

Qi Yue still had her eyes closed, making soft snoring sounds.

Only then did A’Hao turn around.

“The saline is finished, I’m here to remove the needle,” she said with lowered head.

Chang Yuncheng hummed and said nothing more.

A’Hao hurried over, seeing Qi Yue sleeping soundly leaning against Chang Yuncheng’s chest while Chang Yuncheng carefully stroked Qi Yue’s hair.

“Madam still sleeps most peacefully when with the Prince,” A’Hao couldn’t help but say with a low giggle.

This girl was different from A’Ru—somewhat shameless, daring to say anything.

But these words sounded quite nice…

Chang Yuncheng wanted to maintain a stern face but couldn’t help wanting to grin.

Did she feel at ease only when with him?

Did she sleep so peacefully only when with him?

A’Hao suppressed her laughter as she removed the needle, took her things, and withdrew.

Chang Yuncheng sighed with relief and looked down at the woman still sleeping peacefully in his arms.

All this movement hadn’t woken her up, showing how exhausted she was…

He sighed and pulled her closer against him.

On the small, simply constructed bed, two figures pressed tightly together.

Chapter 355: Understanding
The steaming hot large basins were brought up, and the meaty aroma immediately permeated the air.

“Please, please.” The officers warmly greeted everyone.

The officers seated around the large table formed by four tables pushed together all looked eagerly at the meat on the table, but no one made a move.

Chang Yuncheng, sitting in the center, smiled and reached out to pick up a piece of meat.

“Everyone has worked hard!” he said loudly.

“The general has worked hard,” everyone replied in unison.

Then with a rush, they all reached out to grab meat and began eating heartily.

Though it was past the first lunar month, the entire northern frontier was still bitterly cold, and the hot meat going down their throats immediately made all the officers break into a sweat.

“If only we had wine,” someone laughed.

Drinking alcohol was forbidden during military campaigns.

“Ah, when I came in, I saw a large cart of wine passing by…” someone couldn’t help but say.

They had thought it was a special reward from the commander.

As it turned out, on the dining table now there was only meat, soup, and plain water – not even a wine cup was to be seen.

“That’s all for the military physicians,” a nearby soldier serving food quickly explained when he heard.

Military physicians!

The officers at the table immediately brightened up.

Commander and Military General Chang Yuncheng had come to supervise the northern frontier campaign, bringing not only four thousand reinforcement troops but also a team of miraculous military physicians.

These physicians numbered only about twenty, yet their effectiveness was equivalent to a hundred physicians in their regular army.

This time everyone had come not only to regroup and report on the current battle situation, but mainly to borrow people – to borrow military physicians.

Sure enough, someone couldn’t wait to speak up despite still chewing meat.

“…Sir, my unit has suffered heavy casualties, with only ten military physicians – we simply cannot manage…” this officer said.

As soon as he finished speaking, more people rushed to voice their hardships.

The room became even livelier than when the meat and rice were served.

Chang Yuncheng merely smiled faintly, slowly drinking his meat soup.

What is that woman doing now?

Qi Yue put down the cotton swab in her hand. A’Ru smoothly took it from her, and she turned to look at Zhou Maochun, who was following closely behind her without taking a single step away.

“Father, there really is no special trick,” she said helplessly.

“Then how do you manage to do it?” Zhou Maochun said.

These days, Zhou Maochun seemed to only know how to say this one phrase.

Standing nearby, Qiao Minghua also looked at Qi Yue with burning eyes.

Qi Yue turned her head and glanced at the wounded soldier on the bed.

This was a severe bone injury case from someone who had fallen from the city wall.

“Arrange a second surgery for him,” Qi Yue said.

A nearby disciple quickly responded affirmatively and noted it down.

“Haven’t you all seen what we do? It’s just what we usually do,” Qi Yue continued to Zhou Maochun.

“Just that bandaging and applying medicine?” Zhou Maochun asked.

He naturally knew what Qi Yue had been teaching those disciples in Wei City. In his view, those were all the most ordinary skills, or rather, couldn’t even be called skills.

“Is it just your acting, Miss Qi?” Qiao Minghua also asked.

“It’s drill training,” Qi Yue emphasized.

She continued speaking while her feet never stopped moving, examining the wounded soldiers on the beds one by one.

“Yes, those seemingly simple skills. But battlefield wounds are also simple.” she continued, “Blades, spears, arrows, axes – skin, flesh, and bone injuries.”

“Miss Qi, that’s not the key point,” Qiao Minghua said.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Your medicine,” Qiao Minghua looked at her with eager eyes. “What kind of medicine do you use?”

He pointed at these wounded soldiers.

“Why don’t they wail and writhe when being treated?”

“Why don’t the wounds of those who have been bandaged rot and develop high fever?”

“Why can the wounds you bandage stop bleeding immediately?”

Over these past few days of observation, everything he had seen amazed him – it was all different from what he had known before. The biggest difference was the absence of those tragic scenes.

The suffering these wounded soldiers endured during treatment should be no less than when they were injured.

Yet here, when that woman cut flesh and opened chests, there was actually no wailing.

“That’s right. Don’t they say that when you military physicians treat illness, it’s like slaughtering cattle and pigs?” Zhou Maochun also remembered and quickly asked.

Qi Yue stopped walking and looked at Qiao Minghua with a smile.

“Very good. It seems that after following me these past few days, Physician Qiao has observed quite clearly,” she laughed.

Qiao Minghua was stunned.

Qiao Minghua walked out of the wounded soldiers’ camp. The military physicians immediately surrounded him.

“How was it?”

“Did she explain how she does it?”

“Is she willing to tell us?”

These past few days, Qi Yue had been busy with her disciples, and regarding these military physicians like Qiao Minghua, she seemed to completely ignore them. She didn’t avoid or exclude them, but she never actively greeted them, let alone explained or taught them.

This made these military physicians feel very awkward.

“If she won’t teach, then she won’t teach. We couldn’t learn those methods of hers anyway.”

“Exactly. Look at the things they use – what they use in one day equals what we use in half a year.”

“That wine, all wine, jars and jars of it disappear in the blink of an eye…”

“And cotton – dear heavens, even wealthy families wouldn’t dare use it like that…”

“…For one wounded soldier, even a light injury, the cost is frightening…”

“We should be grateful if our superiors can provide full rations and pay, let alone these things – who can afford them?”

“…And every day they spray those herbal decoctions on the streets and in houses – that’s all money…”

Everyone discussed among themselves, with mixed feelings.

Qiao Minghua seemed not to hear, leaving the crowd and walking away.

Night gradually fell. This entire street had been converted into a wounded soldiers’ camp, with door plaques and lanterns hanging at the entrances. The air carried a different scent from elsewhere – a pungent medicinal smell, but without the familiar stench of blood and decay.

A team of civilian workers was passing by, pushing carts loaded with large wooden buckets. Two people held large ladles, scooping from the buckets and sprinkling the contents along the street.

Qiao Minghua stepped aside to let them pass, but still got splashed by some of the liquid.

This was the source of that pungent medicinal smell.

He watched the cart slowly pass by.

Three white-robed men approached, walking slowly.

“…Your night shift?”

“…Yes, there’s a wounded soldier with high fever – must be careful tonight…”

They conversed as they passed by Qiao Minghua.

Lights were lit in the houses, dim and flickering. Shadows were cast on the window frames, from light injuries to severe ones. The human silhouettes gradually decreased in number.

Qiao Minghua walked step by step, observing as he went, stopping in front of a window marked “Severe Injuries.”

Despite the cold weather, the windows here were still half-open, allowing a view inside where beds were densely arranged with wounded soldiers lying on them. A white-robed man was holding a lamp, leaning close to a wounded soldier, carefully observing the unconscious man’s face with a furrowed brow and focused expression. Soon he stood up and moved to the next patient.

Apart from occasional intermittent soft groans, there were no other sounds.

Qiao Minghua had walked to the end of the street. He turned back to look.

Peaceful and tranquil…

These words could actually be used to describe a wounded soldiers’ camp one day.

It was because there was hope that it could be so peaceful and tranquil.

He turned and strode away.

“Are you deliberately not teaching them?” A’Ru asked.

At this moment, they were also walking out of the wounded soldiers’ camp.

Qi Yue turned to look at her.

“Am I that kind of person?” she said with feigned hurt.

A’Ru couldn’t help but laugh.

“A’Ru, this matter isn’t easy to handle,” Qi Yue said, stepping forward. “We concentrated all our human resources, material resources, and financial resources to achieve today’s results.”

A’Ru nodded and followed her.

“Not everyone can achieve such conditions,” Qi Yue said. “I also cannot make it so that all military physicians and all troops can have the same configuration as mine.”

A’Ru remained silent and sighed softly.

If the expenses used these past few days were reported, it would probably frighten many people.

“What we’re doing is simple in one sense, because there are no special techniques. It’s immediate work that they could learn right away. But it’s also difficult, because it’s not something you can have immediately just by wanting it,” Qi Yue continued, looking at the street ahead. “So whether I speak or teach or not, there’s nothing much to explain. I’ve exerted all my strength to show them a hope – this is what I can do. And it’s the most meaningful.”

Also the most precious.

A’Ru looked at her and smiled.

Was there anything more precious in this world than hope?

Just like being trapped in darkness, but always having a lamp ahead, guiding, warming, and calling out.

Qi Yue quickened her pace. A’Ru was startled, then saw the man standing by the street. She smiled slightly and slowed her pace.

Chang Yuncheng watched the woman walking quickly toward him, and the smile at the corner of his mouth couldn’t help but spread. He extended his hand.

Qi Yue placed her hand in his large palm.

“Late night snack?” he asked.

Qi Yue shook their joined hands as she walked with him.

“Sure, what good food did you get?” she asked with a laugh.

“Nothing. Didn’t you say that even eating chaff and vegetables with me would be like delicacies?” Chang Yuncheng laughed. “So I prepared some chaff and vegetables.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and hit him with her other hand.

The laughter spread through the cold night air, as the scattered stars in the sky illuminated these two figures walking side by side.

When the morning light first appeared, there were still undispersed stars dotting the sky.

The winter cold made the entire capital seem veiled in white gauze.

The urgent footsteps emerging from the palace gates scattered the morning mist. Watching the officials filing out with gloomy expressions, Dong Lin, passing by the palace gates, couldn’t help but tighten his robes.

“It seems the war situation ahead is not good,” he said in a low voice, while serving a cup of hot tea to a man in official robes reading a medical book. “Lord Cai, please try this tea.”

This person was none other than the current head of the Imperial Medical Academy, the fifth-rank Medical Director.

He gave a bland “hmm,” put down the book in his hand, took the tea and slowly sipped it, then nodded.

“Indeed it is. Last night’s urgent report stated that the eastern barbarians invaded with fifty thousand men, resulting in the loss of three passes. Gansu, Ningxia, and Xuanda suffered heavy losses. Though I haven’t witnessed it personally, from the documents sent back from the front, one can imagine that the border regions are still scenes of devastation,” he said with a sigh and worried expression.

Dong Lin sighed along with him.

“His Majesty must be furious?” he asked.

Lord Cai glanced at him, seeming to find such a stupid question quite distasteful.

“Sir, I have something to confess to you,” Dong Lin suddenly said, while pulling out a document from his sleeve and handing it over.

Lord Cai frowned.

“Did you boast again and kill someone?” he said blandly, reaching out to take it. “Lucky your master died early, otherwise you would have angered him to death…”

Dong Lin pretended not to hear.

Lord Cai lowered his head to casually glance at the document, his expression changed dramatically, and he suddenly sat up straight.

“What? Are you certain of this news?” he asked. “This is no joking matter!”

“Sir, because Lord Zhou is there, no one along the route dared to report it. This news was delivered at the risk of death by one of my former subordinates,” Dong Lin said quickly.

Lord Cai leaned back in his chair, holding the document with an expression of changing emotions.

Dong Lin knew what he was concerned about.

“Sir, what Lord Zhou has done this time is truly absurd. Other matters would be fine – His Majesty wouldn’t mind – but this involves military and political affairs, border fortifications. As a Medical Judge, not only did he fail to stop it, but he actually encouraged it. This truly disappoints His Majesty…” he said in a low voice.

That’s right. His Majesty’s moods were unpredictable, but one thing was certain – his authority could not be challenged, especially regarding military and political matters.

This Zhou Maochun, though acting absurdly, had always been clever, only discussing medical matters and never state affairs. That’s why His Majesty had been so indulgent with him. Who would have thought that this time he would actually…

Lord Cai couldn’t help but grip the document tighter.

Clearly just a Medical Judge, yet more influential than him, the Medical Director, to the point where everyone knew of the Medical Judge but not the Medical Director.

This old man had lived too long… He had been feeling like he could never outlast him.

Now the opportunity had finally come!

“How truly absurd!” Lord Cai suddenly slammed the document on the table. “Dong Lin, what exactly are your master’s disciples doing! You must immediately submit a memorial to His Majesty asking for forgiveness!”

Dong Lin bowed respectfully, his expression filled with self-reproach and panic.

“This subordinate is guilty! Ten thousand deaths cannot absolve me!” he said in a trembling voice.

Ten thousand deaths indeed! To encounter such a time when border losses were severe and His Majesty was furious!

You people have really caused big trouble this time!

Dong Lin couldn’t help but feel secretly delighted.

Chapter 356: Teaching Through Words
When dawn was breaking, Elder Li entered the palace duty room. Two officials quickly stood up to bow, enthusiastically adding tea and pouring water, while Li Tong handed over a hand warmer.

Elder Li showed no excessive enthusiasm toward him, treating him the same as other officials, sitting down and leaning back in his chair with eyes closed to rest.

The room was silent and soundless.

It seemed like a long time had passed when footsteps were heard outside the door.

“Sir, His Majesty wishes to see the memorials,” a soft voice said.

Li Tong, who was pouring tea nearby, paused his hand slightly.

The other two officials were already smiling as they opened the door, speaking warmly to the red-robed eunuch. Both parties tacitly understood not to enter the room, instead closing the door.

Only the grandfather and grandson remained in the room.

“Send them over,” Elder Li said.

Li Tong looked somewhat worried, his gaze falling on the pile of memorials over there.

“Sir, they’ve already been sent by express horse. Perhaps we should wait another two days – Lord Zhou will surely have a response,” he couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

Elder Li opened his eyes and shook his head.

“Don’t you know His Majesty’s temperament yet?” he asked with some severity.

Li Tong naturally knew. He gritted his teeth.

“But these impeachment memorials are false accusations. Miss Qi would never do such…” he couldn’t help but say.

Before he finished speaking, he was interrupted by a loud thump.

The conversation between the officials and eunuch outside also stopped, but soon they resumed their enthusiastic discussion as if nothing had happened.

Li Tong lowered his head.

“Whether it’s false accusation or not, it’s not your place to say. Don’t mention a small duty official like you – even the Cabinet wouldn’t dare speak on such impeachment memorials. I see you’ve had it too smooth and no longer know who you are,” Elder Li said sternly.

“It’s precisely because of this smooth sailing that your grandson remembers who he is,” Li Tong said with lowered head.

Elder Li looked at him somewhat helplessly.

He naturally understood Li Tong’s meaning. A small matter of internal strife in the Imperial Medical Academy was completely negligible to court officials, especially when labeled as “making light of military affairs.” At this time, who would still court bad luck?

“This time it’s mainly targeting Zhou Maochun. Miss Qi and others are neither officials nor hold positions – at most they’ll receive some scolding and won’t face serious consequences,” Elder Li shook his head and reminded him.

Li Tong just kept his mouth shut and said nothing.

This boy was too honest for the political arena that emphasized flexibility and accommodation. Perhaps he wasn’t suitable for it.

Perhaps the Li family’s troubles would very likely start from him.

Elder Li squinted his eyes slightly.

“Go ahead. Good people have their own fortune. Isn’t Miss Qi a divine physician? Since she’s divine, she can naturally turn misfortune into blessing,” he said blandly, then slowly picked up the hand warmer again. “Don’t try to be too clever. Your actions will backfire instead. Do you think His Majesty doesn’t know?”

Li Tong couldn’t help but shiver.

When Li Tong entered with two eunuchs carrying the memorials, the Emperor was lying on the dragon bed resting with closed eyes. Hearing them enter, he lifted his eyes for a glance.

“Bringing so many at once. Do you think I’m too idle?” he said blandly.

If it were before, Li Tong wouldn’t have found anything wrong with these words, but after Elder Li’s reminder just now, his heart couldn’t help but race.

His Majesty was saying there were too many accumulated memorials.

His Majesty knew these were accumulated…

He didn’t dare speak, lowering his head to arrange the memorials on the dragon desk.

The Emperor didn’t get up either. He reached out to grab one and slowly began reading.

The room was quiet and silent, with attendants standing carefully and cautiously.

The Emperor’s mood had been poor these days, becoming increasingly unpredictable. Several people had already suffered.

Only the sound of slapping echoed in the room – that was the Emperor casually throwing finished memorials on the floor. Though he said nothing, everyone’s hearts were raised, because the Emperor’s sound of throwing memorials grew louder and louder, and everyone’s hearts gradually rose higher and higher, until finally…

With a sharp slap, a memorial was violently thrown out, landing at Li Tong’s feet.

The eunuchs immediately knelt down with a thud, and Li Tong also bent over in a bow.

“I think you don’t need to wait for that old thing to write any explanatory memorial. Have him personally roll over here to explain,” the Emperor’s voice fell coldly from above.

The Emperor indeed knew!

Li Tong’s legs went weak and he knelt down.

“He’s old, so his legs and feet are naturally inconvenient. You send people to escort him back,” the Emperor continued.

This “escorting” was definitely not real escorting!

Li Tong was sweating profusely and was about to speak.

“And you, aren’t you also in a hurry?” the Emperor said coldly. “I permit you to go to the city gates to receive them, lest you wait anxiously.”

Dong Lin had been watching the palace gates all along. The memorial had been submitted five days ago, but there had been no movement, so he guessed someone was playing tricks.

“Sir, Miss Qi is the Li family’s lifesaver. Going through the Cabinet would be inconvenient for submission… and they would certainly tip them off…” Dong Lin couldn’t restrain himself from saying.

Medical Director Cai’s expression was calm.

“That’s exactly why these memorials were sent to the Cabinet,” he said.

Dong Lin was confused.

“People who value loyalty and righteousness are rare in this world – the more the better,” Medical Director Cai said with a smile, with some sentiment.

Dong Lin was even more confused.

But now he understood. Watching a team of factory guards charging out like wolves and tigers, heading directly northwest, and seeing at the city gates that the Li family’s bastard son who had struck lucky was already wearing the clothes of a gate clerk, he couldn’t help but want to laugh heartily.

When someone insists on seeking death, even the King of Hell can’t stop them.

At a lone grave in the suburbs, Dong Lin arranged the wine and food, then sat down himself, first pouring a cup of wine before the grave.

“Master, oh master,” he sighed heavily, looking at the tombstone before him.

It was a simple white jade tombstone with only three characters “Meng Xianglin” carved on it, with the names Liu Pucheng and Dong Lin side by side in the lower corner.

“You insisted on driving me away back then, saying I was more trouble than help, not appreciating how I served you like a filial son and grandson for so many years, truly heartless and ungrateful to want to drive me out of the capital. Instead, you recommended Liu Pucheng to stay at the Imperial Medical Academy. Tell me, what did he do better than me? I’m truly heartbroken,” Dong Lin said to the tombstone while pouring another cup of wine. “You said I needed to hone my medical skills to avoid ruining the master’s reputation in the future. Look now – who’s more trouble than help, and who can preserve the master’s reputation?”

He drank the wine in one gulp with a satisfied expression, then poured another cup.

“You said the capital was full of trouble, that Liu Pucheng was honest and could seek peace, that I was slick and would surely bring disaster,” he continued, holding the wine cup and looking at the tombstone with a mocking shake of his head. “Master, you can see how ridiculously wrong you were. That Liu Pucheng has hidden outside the capital, yet trouble still finds him, while I’m in the capital about to become Medical Judge. Don’t you want to gouge out your own eyes?”

He laughed heartily at this, tilting the wine cup to pour, but stopped after pouring half and looked at his own cup.

“Master, you probably wouldn’t appreciate the wine I brought. How about this – when senior brother comes down to accompany you, I’ll have him bring more wine so you master and disciple can drink to your hearts’ content,” he laughed loudly and drank the remaining wine in one gulp.

At this time in Zhangye Wei City, Zhou Maochun was also drinking wine with great satisfaction.

The door was pushed open with a bang, and Qi Yue rushed in with a body full of cold air.

“Ah, daughter, you’re back just in time! Quickly go to the kitchen and cook me some dishes to go with wine!” he said happily.

Qi Yue had rushed back on horseback with Chang Yuncheng. Despite having a cloak and hood for protection, she couldn’t withstand the northwest wind after all. It had blown her face nearly to cracking, and for a moment she couldn’t speak.

“Where’s Chang Yuncheng? That boy didn’t come, did he? Even if he came, I wouldn’t let him in to eat. Daring to secretly entice you to cook for him…” Zhou Maochun was still talking while looking behind Qi Yue.

“He went to the General’s residence to see if he could intercept those people, whether the memorial could still be stopped,” Qi Yue said while rubbing her face. “Father, such a big matter – why didn’t you say anything? Why aren’t you hurrying back? Even if you can’t go back, you should at least write a situation report or something. You’re still here drinking…”

Zhou Maochun looked at her and chuckled.

“You found out so quickly too? Good news doesn’t travel far, but bad news spreads a thousand li,” he laughed.

Qi Yue couldn’t laugh. Although the fighting had stopped, treating the wounded was still far from over. She was determined to let Qiao Minghua and others witness miracles, devoting all her energy to caring for those wounded soldiers. When Zhou Maochun left to return to Wei City, she hadn’t paid attention, thinking he had lost interest after the novelty wore off in a few days. She hadn’t expected to just learn from Chang Yuncheng that he had actually caused big trouble.

How could this be called causing trouble?

Although the scope of treating wounded soldiers was limited, and treating wounded soldiers was basically negligible in battle reports, there was merit even without achievement. How did something good suddenly become trouble? And get impeached?

“I’ve implicated you all,” Chang Yuncheng said apologetically. “The eastern barbarians came fiercely this time. Although we ultimately resisted their main force, the losses were still heavy – it’s been many years since losses this severe. It’s normal for the court to be furious.”

When there’s nothing wrong, nothing is wrong; when there’s something wrong, everything is wrong.

This was clearly someone deliberately taking advantage of the situation to cause trouble.

Qi Yue naturally understood and sighed.

“I wonder whether it’s you or me who offended someone,” she muttered, sitting down and taking the wine pot herself.

“Of course it’s me,” Zhou Maochun laughed. “For someone as brilliantly intelligent and rare in the world as me, it would be strange if I didn’t attract envy.”

Qi Yue was drinking from the wine pot with her head tilted back when she choked after just one sip.

She felt somewhat between laughter and tears.

“This kind of joke isn’t funny at all right now,” she said with a bitter smile.

Whether funny or not, the guards from the capital arrived with wind and storm.

For a time, all routes in the northern frontier were filled with alarm and everyone was silent as cicadas in winter. Far from speaking up for Zhou Maochun, no one dared even to come see him. This formed a stark contrast to when Zhou Maochun had arrived to crowds of people clustering around to curry favor.

Most outrageous was that they had brought a prison cart. Qi Yue was furious.

“He hasn’t even been convicted yet! He’s so old, yet you’re making him ride in a prison cart!” she was angry, shocked, and furious.

The factory guards had no good attitude toward this woman. For them, even the Gansu General wouldn’t dare speak loudly when seeing them.

“This is His Majesty’s decree,” they said coldly.

Qi Yue was about to say more when Zhou Maochun cheerfully climbed in.

“I’ve ridden in all kinds of vehicles, but never this one,” he laughed.

This made Qi Yue both heartbroken and anxious. She simply wanted to climb in too, but was stopped by Chang Yuncheng.

The factory guards were amused.

“This lady, don’t be anxious. For now you can only be inconvenienced to follow the cart on foot. When we reach the capital and crimes are determined, you’ll have your turn to ride,” they laughed.

Everything had its hierarchy, and this was no exception – first deal with the big fish, then clean up the small fry.

At this point, Chang Yuncheng’s personal guards ran in.

“Sir, everything is prepared and we can depart immediately,” they said.

Everyone was somewhat surprised and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

The garrison commander who had been hiding also couldn’t help but step forward and pull Chang Yuncheng’s sleeve.

“Don’t be reckless. Without His Majesty’s decree, how can you enter the capital? Now we don’t dare seek merit, only to avoid mistakes. You mustn’t anger His Majesty,” he advised in a low voice.

Chang Yuncheng just smiled.

“Don’t they say relatives should protect each other? My father-in-law and wife are suspected of crimes and going to the capital – naturally I should follow,” he said.

At these words, everyone present was somewhat surprised, except for Qi Yue.

Even without prior discussion, she knew Chang Yuncheng would certainly do this.

Still lusting after beauty at such a time!

The garrison commander stamped his feet. At this time, this beauty was a deadly blade – it was too late to avoid her, so how could he voluntarily approach?

Chang Yuncheng just smiled faintly without speaking.

“In your dreams! Who let you call him father-in-law!” Zhou Maochun spat.

The factory guards put away their surprise and resumed their indifferent expressions.

“Since that’s the case, General, please do as you wish,” they said, no longer wasting words as they turned to call for departure.

Just as they walked out the door, another group of people galloped over – it was Liu Pucheng with disciples from Qianjin Hall.

Seeing them come, Qi Yue shook her head and sighed, knowing there was no need for more words.

“Carriages and horses are all prepared, and everything is packed,” Hu San said, pointing to four horse carts behind them.

“Medicine has been left in sufficient quantities for those military physicians. Master can rest assured,” Zhang Tong said.

Liu Pucheng just nodded without saying anything.

Qi Yue sighed and said “good.”

The factory guards here also smiled and said “good.”

“Saves us from making a second trip. Let’s all go together then,” they said.

Because of the large number of people, this procession looked quite lively on the street, but this time there were no onlookers, no officials seeing them off. Wherever they passed, human figures were rare and doors were tightly closed. If Qi Yue and others weren’t familiar with this place, they would have thought they were in a deserted city.

Watching this group of people become a black dot on the main road, Qiao Minghua, who had been standing on the earthen slope for who knows how long, finally withdrew his gaze and moved his stiff body.

“Master, why must you do this? You haven’t had much contact with them before,” a disciple beside him said with some panic and unease, while speaking and looking around warily, full of vigilance. “Everyone is hiding now, afraid of being implicated. Why are you still coming to see them off? Miss Qi and others are definitely going to be in terrible trouble. Although we didn’t approach them, if someone with ulterior motives reports us, we’ll be in trouble too.”

Qiao Minghua showed his trademark cold smile.

“In terrible trouble?” he scoffed. “How could such people be in terrible trouble? Truly ridiculous.”

With that, he turned and walked away.

Such people? What kind of people? How could they not be in terrible trouble?

The disciple was completely confused and hurried to follow.

Chapter 357: Waiting
When the sky was still dark, Li Tong had already risen.

The city gates of the capital opened very early, but don’t say the gentleman travels early—there are always earlier travelers.

Li Tong led his three subordinate soldiers to clean the city gate thoroughly. After checking the time, he ordered the gate to be opened.

Just as the gate was pushed open, a carriage rushed in, seemingly oblivious to the people still in front of it.

Li Tong, standing to the side, hurriedly dodged and staggered, nearly falling over.

“Blind fool, blocking master’s way!”

The person in the carriage threw down these words and drove away.

One of the soldiers here quickly went to help Li Tong up.

“Lord Li, are you alright?” he asked carefully.

Li Tong smiled and patted his hands as he stood up properly.

“I’m fine,” he said.

Everyone quietly looked at his face and indeed saw no resentment or indignation, but rather the same calm demeanor as if nothing had happened.

As daylight brightened and more people entered through the city gate, Li Tong didn’t go into the shelter nearby but dutifully stood at the gate entrance, scrutinizing those coming and going.

When the morning light fell, the shift change personnel also arrived. The gate had seven people in total, with at least four on duty at any time, so Li Tong had to serve as an ordinary soldier on duty.

Yesterday’s four who had been off duty—but only three came.

“Lord Li, Tao Si asked me to request leave for him,” one soldier said casually.

When requesting leave, one should give a reason, but this soldier seemed to have forgotten. After saying this, he had nothing more to add.

People around glanced at him sideways.

The soldier didn’t care at all and slowly walked to the side to stand.

Everyone then looked at Li Tong.

“You all go ahead, eat and rest for a while,” Li Tong said calmly.

“Then sir, I’ll bring you food later. What would you like to eat?” a thin, small soldier asked.

Li Tong smiled.

“No need, someone from my family will bring food,” he said.

Someone tugged at that soldier. The soldier gave Li Tong a somewhat sheepish smile and bowed, then they all hurried away.

Here, three people stood before the city gate, glancing occasionally at the passersby, but looking most often at Li Tong sitting in the shelter.

“I tell you, Deng Liu, you and Tao Si are really bold,” one said in a low voice, looking at the person who had requested leave, “This is the young master from Elder Li’s family.”

The person called Deng Liu curled his lips disdainfully.

“A young master from a branch family’s illegitimate line,” he said.

“But still a young master,” another laughed.

Everyone looked at Li Tong again.

Li Tong sat in the shelter holding a cup of tea, appearing as calm as if he were enjoying the shade on a summer day, despite it being deep winter.

“I heard he was beaten out of the palace,” that person said.

“So you see, do you think the Li family will let him stay here?” Deng Liu said, while looking at the sky. “Look, not even someone to bring food has come until now.”

The low laughter and conversation here reached Li Tong’s ears, but he acted as if he hadn’t heard.

After all, at the foot of the Son of Heaven, the city gate was quite peaceful with no incidents.

It continued until noon when several horses galloped over. The young gentlemen on horseback wore brocade and silk, pulling up sharply before the city gate shelter.

“How convenient,” one of the young men reined in his horse and, looking at Li Tong, lifted his chin and called out, “Keep an eye on the horses here for us. We have some business to attend to nearby.”

Li Tong stood up.

“Jin-ge, horses aren’t allowed to be parked here,” he said quickly.

Several young men standing beside Li Jin laughed at Li Tong.

“So this is your brother who was imperially ordered to guard the city gate.”

“…Indeed a man of talent with unlimited prospects…”

Faced with this mockery, Li Tong’s expression remained calm, as if they were discussing the nice weather or other idle chatter.

Li Jin’s face showed some disappointment, and he snorted angrily.

“You can’t even handle this small matter. What use are you?” he said, flicking his whip.

As they lingered, the horses happened to defecate, immediately spreading a foul smell.

“Quickly clean it up,” Li Jin shouted loudly.

Li Tong responded and quickly called the soldiers over.

“Sir, we can’t leave our posts,” Deng Liu said loudly.

Li Tong said nothing more.

Here, Li Jin and his companions continued their mocking chatter, watching as Li Tong indeed fetched cleaning tools himself to sweep up the horse dung.

Suddenly there was a commotion.

“What’s this? What’s this? Causing congestion at the city gate—what are you trying to do?” a sharp, bright voice called out.

“Which blind fool is talking nonsense in their sleep?” Li Jin, being who he was, naturally wouldn’t back down and turned to curse back.

His cursing stopped as he saw Fan Yilin approaching with a group of people, swaying as they walked.

“Oh my, who is this? Such arrogant talk,” Fan Yilin raised his eyebrows and said loudly, looking at Li Jin.

“Mind your own business. Clay Buddha crossing the river should worry about itself first,” Li Jin snorted.

But this Fan Yilin was after all the legitimate son of the Fan family’s main house, a status Li Jin couldn’t compare to. He said nothing more and spurred his horse to leave.

“Wait,” Fan Yilin called out to stop him, pointing at the horse dung on the ground. “This lord, is this your first time on the street?”

Li Jin was furious.

“Don’t you know the rules set by the Great Ancestor?” Fan Yilin demanded.

With the words “Great Ancestor” spoken, Li Jin quickly suppressed his anger.

“No littering in the streets, livestock must carry dung bags when traveling—don’t you know this, or did you forget?” Fan Yilin snorted. “Should I call someone from the Five Cities Military Commission to explain it to you?”

There was indeed such a regulation originally, but which noble family would actually follow it?

Besides, there were people from the Five Cities Military Commission specifically for street cleaning.

No one would really make a fuss about this point.

This Fan Yilin was deliberately causing trouble!

Damn it, Li Tong had a good relationship with that dog! At this time he still dared to speak up for him!

Li Jin glared angrily.

“Fan Yilin’s father was recently promoted…” someone whispered as a reminder.

Li Jin angrily flicked his whip.

“Still standing there doing nothing? Waiting for this young master to do it personally?” he scolded.

The servant following behind finally reacted and hurried to take the broom and dustpan from Li Tong’s hands.

“I was wrong earlier—turns out you remember quite clearly. Originally, the Great Ancestor didn’t say violators should personally sweep,” Fan Yilin laughed.

Li Jin’s face turned red.

Li Tong shook his head.

“Is Lord Fan busy with official duties?” he spoke up, essentially defusing the situation.

Li Jin had no intention of staying here any longer.

“Good brothers shouldn’t end up guarding city gates together!” He flicked his whip and left with these words.

Watching these people rush away, Fan Yilin snorted.

“Not busy,” he dismounted. “I’m thirsty and want to ask for some tea.”

Seeing him actually dismount, the people behind couldn’t help but cough as a reminder.

Maintaining cleanliness at the city gate was acceptable, but if he sat down to talk with Li Tong, that could be twisted by those with ulterior motives.

Fan Yilin waved his hand dismissively, ignoring them, and walked to the shelter to sit down.

“Why are you joining in the commotion?” Li Tong handed a cup of tea to Fan Yilin and asked with a smile.

Fan Yilin sat in the chair, naturally not drinking the tea.

“Didn’t your grandfather tell you to leave the capital?” he asked.

“His Majesty told me to guard the city gate and wait for someone. I haven’t waited for them yet, so how can I leave?” Li Tong also sat down, looking toward the city gate with a determined expression.

Fan Yilin looked at him and heavily slapped his shoulder.

“Good brother, I wasn’t wrong about you,” he said, then couldn’t help adding, “Don’t worry, Lady Qi has never been wrong in her actions. If she says it’s right, then it’s right. His Majesty is just far away and doesn’t know. Once he sees Lady Qi, everything will definitely be fine.”

Li Tong smiled.

“Whether there’s trouble or not, she’s still Lady Qi,” he laughed.

And she’s still Li Tong’s benefactor.

Fan Yilin heavily slapped his shoulder again, but this time said nothing.

The two men stopped talking and both looked toward the city gate, their eyes filled with firm anticipation.

“Lady, the grass has sprouted!” A’Hao ran toward a carriage, calling out clearly.

The carriage curtain was lifted. Qi Yue smiled as she looked at A’Hao.

“Really?” she asked.

“Look,” A’Hao held up the short, thin grass in her hands for her to see.

A’Ru also leaned down to look.

“It’s true,” she exclaimed, then looked up at the surroundings.

Approaching the capital, the road was wide and clean, with willows planted all around. Looking carefully now, there was indeed a faint misty green.

“We arrived together with spring,” Qi Yue smiled.

Hoofbeats sounded behind them.

“Is there any more fruit wine?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue looked at him with a smile.

“You finished it again?” she asked, while getting down from the carriage.

Chang Yuncheng dismounted and helped her down.

Then he took the small porcelain bottle that A’Ru handed out from the carriage.

Qi Yue took it and quickly walked toward the back. In the prison cart, Zhou Maochun was contentedly picking his teeth with straw.

“I’m telling you, your skills are lacking. This duck needs to be cooked slowly over low heat to taste good,” he said to the factory guards around him, then spat out the straw as if remembering something. “But it’s acceptable. After all, I’m a prisoner and can’t be too demanding.”

The faces of the surrounding factory guards all turned green.

Oh, so you know you’re a prisoner! You know you’re being too demanding!

Look at this prison cart—aside from looking worse than a carriage, what was missing from the bedding, covers, incense, and charcoal stove?

Look at what you eat and use—being a prisoner to this extent, people all over the world would cry and beg to be prisoners!

But everyone said nothing. Seeing Chang Yuncheng approaching, they snorted and stepped back a few paces.

We know your status is high, we’ll settle this later!

Once you see His Majesty, you, General of Military Strategy, will be their guest, and then they’ll properly serve you.

“Father, this is the last bottle. Once you drink it, there’s no more,” Qi Yue said, handing the porcelain bottle in.

Zhou Maochun happily took it.

“Want to come up and sit for a while?” he invited, patting the soft brocade cushion.

“Would you like to come down and walk around? Get some exercise,” Qi Yue said. “We’ve reached the capital…”

Zhou Maochun suddenly sat up.

“We’ve reached the capital?” he asked in surprise, hurriedly looking around. “How so fast?”

A’Hao, who had followed, couldn’t help giggling.

“Old Master, haven’t you had enough of riding in the prison cart?” she asked.

The surrounding factory guards snorted.

Probably not tired of the prison cart, but afraid of the prison cell.

Zhou Maochun ignored her and began fussing with himself frantically, asking them to quickly remove the bedding, charcoal stove, and table.

“Riding in a prison cart should look like riding in a prison cart. I’m a criminal now, very wretched,” he muttered, reaching up to mess up his hair and deliberately scattering straw on his head.

Qi Yue didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“Father, you’ve gotten plump from eating well. It’s too late to pretend now,” she laughed.

“I have to pretend even if it doesn’t look convincing,” Zhou Maochun glared. “I need to show them how miserable I am, let everyone see the consequences of defying authority.”

Qi Yue laughed.

“You’re overthinking it. Probably no one wants to look,” she said, then turned to look at the faintly visible city gate.

The cold treatment they had received along the way was already too much. If Chang Yuncheng hadn’t been escorting them, they would probably be in terrible shape by now.

The capital was even more foreign to her, Qi Yue, than those prefectural cities on the road.

“I only stayed in the capital for a few days, and no one knows me. Even if someone comes to look, they’d be looking at you, Father,” she laughed.

Zhou Maochun laughed heartily and drank from the small wine bottle.

“Girl, I think those who want to see me aren’t in a hurry to wait a few more days. Whether they see me now or not doesn’t matter,” he said.

When the dust settles, whether it’s guilt or innocence, then those who should look will naturally come to look, and those who shouldn’t won’t come.

Qi Yue fell silent, smiled, and said nothing.

The common people were all too familiar with the factory guards’ attire. As they approached the busy area near the city gate, there were actually fewer people. Seeing this procession approaching from afar, crowds immediately scattered. When they reached the city gate during the bustling afternoon, the area in front of the gate was instead empty of people.

Qi Yue sighed. This incident had indeed caused quite a stir. Otherwise, with Zhou Maochun’s decades of social connections, how could not a single person have come to visit?

The factory guards, seeing the quiet city gate, were very satisfied. Finally, for the first time on this journey, they felt the arrogance they deserved.

See? This is the consequence of being guilty. Never mind ordinary people—even relatives and friends avoid you like the plague.

They couldn’t help but puff out their chests and spur their horses forward, when suddenly they saw two people standing in the city gate looking out expectantly.

“They’re here!”

Seeing them approach, one person shouted loudly, then ran out in a fluster.

“Lady Qi!”

“Lady Qi, you’ve returned!”

Loud voices immediately rang out.

Everyone was stunned.

The factory guards were even more displeased—who were these people? Didn’t they recognize who they were? Actually rushing over to court trouble!

Qi Yue looked at the people running toward them with some disbelief.

“Lady Qi, you’ve had a hard journey,” Li Tong said formally, stopping a few steps away.

“Lady Qi, I missed you so much…” Fan Yilin rushed over with a smile that made his eyes disappear.

Chang Yuncheng reached out and grabbed him.

“Hey, how did you come too?” Fan Yilin asked, staring at him as if just noticing.

Qi Yue looked at them and couldn’t help but smile. She lowered her head and bowed to both men, but didn’t speak.

Then she heard another commotion. A horse came galloping from the city, followed by several panicked attendants.

“Young Master, Young Master, you can’t go, you can’t go,” they urgently called in low voices.

Qi Yue looked at the approaching youth and couldn’t help but feel her nose tingle. Her smile grew brighter.

“Why didn’t you tell me when you came to the capital last time?” Huang Ziqiao reined in his horse a few steps away and asked with a stern face.

Qi Yue hadn’t expected him to ask this and hadn’t thought of how to answer when Huang Ziqiao turned his horse around.

“This young master will clear the way for you,” he said loudly. Regardless of whether these people would follow or not, he spurred his horse forward first.

Where did this little brat come from! He’s stealing our business!

Fan Yilin couldn’t be bothered to argue with Chang Yuncheng and quickly broke free to run toward the city gate.

“Lady Qi, I’ll guide you,” he shouted. “Everything’s prepared on the road—pine branches, fire basins, firecrackers, whatever you need…”

Li Tong naturally wouldn’t compete with them. He respectfully stepped aside.

“Lady Qi, please,” he said.

Qi Yue reached up to rub her nose and straightened her back.

“Good, thank you all for welcoming me!” she said loudly and indeed stepped forward.

What does a person seek in this lifetime!

Damn it, it was worth it!

Chapter 358: Entry
Watching Qi Yue stride forward, A’Ru and A’Hao hurriedly followed.

Only then did Li Tong catch up.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and spurred his horse to follow.

Behind them, Liu Pucheng and others’ carriages also hurried to keep up.

“Master Fan, Master Fan, how has your health been lately…”

Hu San loudly and enthusiastically called out greetings.

Fan Yilin’s face darkened as he quickened his pace, pretending not to see him.

Zhou Maochun watched the lively crowd ahead, gripping the wooden bars of the prison cart and couldn’t help but click his tongue several times.

“People truly make others look bad by comparison, goods make others look inferior by comparison. I’ve really lived this age in vain, not even as good as little children…” he said. Originally mocking, his eyes flashed with a gleam of brightness as he suddenly struck the prison cart door. “Hurry up and move!”

The factory guards, startled into a daze by these suddenly appearing people, were frightened and looked even more embarrassed. They snorted, waved their hands, and pressed the prison cart to move quickly.

“Don’t wander around everywhere, all of you follow me to the yamen for questioning,” one factory guard shouted.

Qi Yue’s footsteps stopped, and she turned back to look.

“Return to what yamen? Have their crimes been determined? Do you have an imperial edict?” Chang Yuncheng raised his eyebrows and sternly shouted.

The original imperial edict had only targeted Zhou Maochun.

Here, Fan Yilin and others also turned around and ran over.

“Right, arrest people? Arrest what people? This young master dares you to try!” he shouted loudly.

Huang Ziqiao fell back a step, angrily spat, and cracked the horsewhip in his hand with sharp snaps, looking like he would strike if they dared mention arresting anyone.

The factory guards looked at these people with both alarm and anger.

“General, you should worry about your own affairs first. Entering the capital privately without edict or orders – we factory guards cannot serve you. You’d better go sit in the Ministry of War yamen,” they said coldly, then looked at Fan Yilin and others. “When your family elders come, we might still show some respect, but you little brats dare threaten us – you’ve lived too comfortably and don’t know your place.”

“In that case, why don’t you all come sit with us,” one of them smiled sinisterly.

With his words, factory guards all around drew their weapons with a sharp sound.

The atmosphere immediately became tense.

Suppressed sounds of chaos arose from the streets around, presumably from people hiding in doorways watching the excitement who had been frightened.

Seeing the atmosphere at a standstill, Qi Yue hurried to speak when she heard another urgent sound of carriages and horses.

More people were coming?

Everyone was quite surprised.

The factory guards were even more alarmed and angry.

What the hell was going on – a group of small physicians, how did they attract so many troublemakers! And it was endless!

Seven or eight horses escorting a luxurious carriage came racing down the main street.

Before the horses had stopped, someone lifted the carriage curtain.

“Aunt.”

Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng called out simultaneously.

Chen Shi, supported by two maidservants, got out of the carriage and walked quickly forward.

Qi Yue hurried to meet her.

“Aunt, how did you…” she said happily, reaching out her hand.

Chen Shi approached her and raised her hand.

A crisp slap echoed through the street.

“Aunt!”

Chang Yuncheng was alarmed and rushed over.

Chen Shi had already grasped Qi Yue’s hand.

“Come with me!” she commanded, turning to leave.

Qi Yue was somewhat dazed from the slap.

Chang Yuncheng hurried to stop her.

“Aunt…” he called.

Chen Shi stopped and turned back to look at him.

“Chang Yuncheng, must you harm her to death?” she sternly shouted.

Chang Yuncheng’s footsteps were halted by this shout.

Tracing everything back to its source, it was indeed because of him. If not for him, Qi Yue would never have rushed to the northern desert, and naturally would not have…

After shouting, Chen Shi no longer looked at Chang Yuncheng and pulled Qi Yue forward quickly.

“Aunt…” Qi Yue came to her senses and resisted, turning back to look at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng smiled at her.

“Go with your aunt first. I’ll come find you after I finish my business,” he said. “Following your aunt is the best thing.”

As he spoke, he gestured to Liu Pucheng and others.

Hu San understood and urged the carriages and disciples to follow Qi Yue.

Qi Yue also understood and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng again made a reassuring gesture to her, pointed at Zhou Maochun, then at himself, then at Qi Yue and the Qianjin Hall people.

I’ll take care of things here, you must take good care of the Qianjin Hall people.

At this moment, Chen Shi’s arrival was the best way to resolve the situation and escape trouble.

Qi Yue understood his meaning and nodded to him.

Chen Shi pulled firmly, and Qi Yue had no choice but to follow her pace.

Only then did the factory guards react and try to stop them.

“How dare you!” the guards who had come with Chen Shi shouted in unison.

The factory guards’ eyes fell on the prominent characters “Duke Chen” on the carriage. Everyone engaged in covert and secretive work knew best which people in the capital could be provoked and which could not. Unfortunately, the Duke Deqing Chen family was one that could not be provoked.

They hesitated and stepped aside, helplessly watching Qi Yue and others follow Chen Shi’s carriage away.

“Boy, this young master remembers you!” Fan Yilin shouted from this side, pointing at the factory guards.

The factory guards were frustrated again.

Little brat, those words are what we elders should say!

Let’s wait and see! The factory guards’ cold gaze swept over the three men.

The three showed no sign of retreat, instead straightening their bodies with an expression of “get a good look at this young master.”

The factory guards spat and, having no mood for further delay, spurred their horses toward the factory guard yamen.

“Aren’t we going to the palace first?” Zhou Maochun asked curiously from the prison cart.

“Master Zhou, you’re probably not convenient to enter the palace right now, all dusty from travel. We need to serve you properly before you can see His Majesty,” a factory guard smiled sinisterly.

Zhou Maochun showed no fear and was actually quite pleased.

“That’s wonderful. I’ve never been to the factory guard yamen – this time I can get a good look,” he laughed.

“Indeed, we guarantee Master Zhou will be so pleased he won’t want to leave,” the factory guards all smiled sinisterly.

Chang Yuncheng simply followed calmly beside them without speaking.

Just as they reached the yamen entrance and were fiercely pulling Zhou Maochun from the prison cart, three people came running from the side.

“Oh Master Zhou, you’ve finally come! Someone is dying of illness – if you don’t come soon, there will be deaths!” the three shouted in unison.

The factory guards glared – were these people blind? Didn’t they know what place this was? Couldn’t they see what kind of people they were?

They actually came here seeking medical treatment!

“Quick, quick, quick, come with us,” the three said, rushing forward to support Zhou Maochun.

“How dare you!” the factory guards roared. “What people dare to stage a jailbreak!”

Before their words finished, they were spat upon by these three.

“You’re the blind ones,” one of them shouted, hurling a token at them. “Would anyone raid their own home?”

The factory guards were somewhat bewildered by the scolding. One picked up the token, looked at it, and was startled. The token was ordinary, but the large character “Fang” on it was very familiar.

It was their direct superior, the Guard Commander.

The three people supported Zhou Maochun and walked away cursing.

“Sigh, I haven’t stayed there yet…”

Zhou Maochun’s regretful voice carried on the wind.

The factory guards at the entrance were somewhat stunned.

Chang Yuncheng at the side coughed. Everyone looked at him blankly.

“What are you looking at? Do you want to invite me in for a sit?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Without waiting for the factory guards to speak, he flicked his sleeves, turned, and mounted his horse.

“You’re not qualified enough,” he snorted, spurred his horse, and rode away arrogantly.

Behind him, the guards followed with a rush.

In the blink of an eye, the procession that had been escorted all the way from the northern desert consisted only of them and that prison cart.

For a moment, the few felt somewhat dazed.

Had they already returned or had they not yet departed?

What the hell was going on?

How had they reached their doorstep and not a single person remained?

So they hadn’t gone to escort prisoners – they had been bodyguards?

Bah, bodyguards at least get paid! They not only got no money but had put in quite a bit for travel expenses!

What, what was going on?

When Qi Yue and others were entering the city, Marquis Dingxi had already been traveling toward the capital for several days.

“I’m still worried. I want to go with you,” Madam Xie said, trying to get out of bed again.

The matrons and maidservants hurried to console her.

“Madam, your health hasn’t recovered yet. Let’s wait until you’re better before we go,” Nanny Song supported her and said gently. “With the Marquis going, the Prince will surely be fine.”

“It’s precisely because he’s going that I’m worried,” Madam Xie said urgently, raising her hand to wipe tears with her handkerchief.

The servants all hurried to lower their heads, pretending not to hear.

Nanny Song suppressed a smile, helped her sit properly, and brought tea to feed her sip by sip.

“The Marquis is a man after all, with his noble rank, and moreover, this matter originally had nothing to do with the Prince,” she said quietly.

Not mentioning this would have been better – once she mentioned it, Madam Xie immediately trembled all over with anger.

“That wretched woman! That wretched woman! How can we never get rid of her!” she said in a trembling voice. “How is Yuncheng so unlucky! That jinx! She won’t be satisfied until she destroys us all! I should have risked my life to poison her with a bowl of medicine back then…”

Nanny Song sighed and repeatedly consoled her. Just as Madam Xie was feeling better, someone came to report.

“The young master has returned.”

Madam Xie, her emotions not yet settled, was startled by this news.

“Yuncheng has returned?” she shouted, about to rush outside.

Nanny Song and others hurried to support her.

Chang Yunqi walked in from outside the door. Seeing the chaotic scene in the courtyard, he was somewhat surprised and hurried to bow and greet his mother.

Only then did Madam Xie come to her senses.

Young master…

Her Yuncheng had long since outgrown that title.

“How did you come back?” she stopped, composed herself, her eyes not concealing some displeasure and disdain.

“Hearing about elder brother’s matter, I was worried about mother, so I rushed back,” Chang Yunqi said hurriedly.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“Your good intentions are rather far-reaching, aren’t they? When your elder brother has trouble, you’re not in the capital but run back to fawn over me, someone with no troubles. How very clever,” she said.

Worried? Nice words – more like fleeing disaster! You useless, heartless, and ungrateful things!

These words were extremely impolite, and all the matrons present lowered their heads.

Chang Yunqi’s expression showed no change, as if he couldn’t hear the sarcasm.

“I couldn’t help much in the capital anyway, and with father having rushed there, you’re unwell, mother. I thought father and elder brother would be concerned about you while away. Rather than being useless in the capital, I might as well return to watch over mother and give father and elder brother peace of mind while away,” he said with lowered head.

Madam Xie snorted and couldn’t be bothered to look at him again, turning to go inside supported by a matron’s hand.

Chang Yunqi spoke to detain her.

“Mother, there’s one more matter. I boldly request mother’s guidance,” he said with some hesitation, seeming somewhat troubled.

Madam Xie gave him an indifferent glance.

“Since you’re being bold, what guidance do you need from me?” she said.

Nanny Song sighed. Madam Xie’s temperament would never change in her lifetime – she never gave anyone face and never hid her likes and dislikes.

Chang Yunqi’s expression remained unchanged.

“It’s like this – on my way back, I met someone who claimed to be mother’s old acquaintance. Hearing that mother was unwell recently, she wanted to come visit. I boldly took it upon myself to bring her here,” he said.

Madam Xie didn’t even look at him and turned to enter the house.

“Madam.”

A soft, timid voice came from the entrance.

Madam Xie paused and turned back to look, unable to help but be astonished.

A slender woman stood outside the door, accompanied by two maidservants, looking troubled and anxious.

“Miss Rao?” Madam Xie somewhat incredulously looked at her and turned around.

Rao Yufang lowered her head and curtsied.

The house filled with medicinal fragrance.

“Madam, it’s time for medicine,” A’Luan entered and said quietly.

Rao Yufang, sitting in the chair, hurried to stand up.

“Please sit. I need to go over there,” Madam Xie raised her hand and stood up herself.

Rao Yufang respectfully watched Madam Xie leave.

Madam Xie entered the adjacent room. Nanny Song hurried to help her lie on the bed while carefully taking out medicine to apply carefully to Madam Xie’s neck.

“Old Physician An’s medicine is excellent – this scar can no longer be seen,” Nanny Song said with a smile.

Madam Xie said nothing, obviously her mind elsewhere.

“How did your inquiries go?” she asked.

“It’s true they met at the post station. Miss Rao had lost her travel pass and was being driven out by the post station people when she encountered Third Young Master,” Nanny Song said quietly.

Madam Xie exhaled and lay quietly for a moment before being helped back by a maidservant.

Rao Yufang had already stood up to greet her. After Madam Xie sat down, she perched on half the chair.

“Being so far away, if Third Young Master hadn’t mentioned it, Yufang still wouldn’t have known…” she said quietly while reaching out her hand.

A maidservant nearby presented a brocade box.

“It was rather hasty – I hope Madam won’t mind,” Rao Yufang said.

“Why bring anything?” Madam Xie shook her head and gestured for a nearby maidservant to accept it.

She looked at Rao Yufang, very different from her last visit. Her clothes, jewelry, and complexion had all declined a level. Her hands resting on her knees showed her wrists – she remembered last time she had worn three bracelets, but now they were bare.

“…pawned jewelry to buy old ginseng…”

Nanny Song’s words echoed in her ears.

So straitened circumstances?

Children without mothers really are…

“Didn’t you say you were engaged? Why are you traveling alone to Quanzhou?” she picked up her tea, sipped slowly, and asked.

Rao Yufang’s expression became desolate, as if she had something difficult to say. She opened her mouth but still gave a vague response without speaking.

How could Madam Xie not notice? She looked at her with some scrutiny.

“What happened?” she asked.

“I, I wanted to visit my maternal grandmother’s home,” Rao Yufang forced a smile.

Madam Xie looked at her without speaking.

Rao Yufang looked back at her, suddenly her eyes reddened and tears fell.

“Madam, I truly envy the Prince,” she covered her mouth and nose with her handkerchief, looking at Madam Xie with a choked voice. “How is it I don’t have an aunt like you?”

Chapter 359: Good Intentions
When night fell deep, the Marquis Dingxi’s residence settled into quiet.

Nanny Su had dried Madam Xie’s hair.

“Is she asleep?” Madam Xie asked.

Nanny Su nodded.

“Exhausted. She ate two full bowls during dinner just now,” she said quietly.

Madam Xie exhaled through her nose.

“If she had birth parents alive, how could they let her suffer like this?” she said lightly.

“That’s why they say children without mothers are like grass – so pitiful,” Nanny Su naturally knew what Madam Xie was thinking and sighed along.

They had completely forgotten there was someone else who was also a child without father or mother – that person in their eyes was not pitiful at all, only detestable.

The room fell silent for a moment.

“Did you find out what happened?” Madam Xie asked.

Nanny Su shook her head.

“Miss Rao is a proper young lady after all – she won’t say. Those maidservants and matrons also keep their mouths shut tight, insisting she just missed her grandmother and wanted to visit,” she said.

Madam Xie shook her head.

“She’s still young after all. No matter how much she missed her grandmother, the Rao family wouldn’t let her travel alone with just seven or eight guards and matrons, especially to Quanzhou – by boat and carriage,” she said, fingering her prayer beads thoughtfully. “Don’t rush. A proper young lady like her cares about face. Wait a bit and quietly inquire.”

Nanny Su paused, arranging the pillow.

“Does Madam intend to let Miss Rao stay?” she asked.

“Looking at her condition, can she leave?” Madam Xie shook her head. “Lost and dispirited, even lost her travel pass. Since we know each other, though her family isn’t decent, for the sake of the few pairs of shoes she made me, I can’t just watch her go like this.”

Nanny Su smiled as she helped Madam Xie lie down.

“Madam is just kind-hearted – harsh words but a soft heart,” she laughed.

But early the next morning, Rao Yufang wanted to take her leave.

Nanny Su tried earnestly to persuade her to stay but couldn’t.

“What? My face can’t keep you here?” Madam Xie asked, standing under the eaves.

Rao Yufang looked at her with tears in her eyes and bowed.

“It’s precisely because of Madam’s face that Yufang cannot stay,” she said in a trembling voice.

Madam Xie looked at her without speaking.

Rao Yufang ultimately said nothing more, only bowed again.

“Yufang has imposed upon you. Madam’s kindness, Yufang will remember forever,” she said and turned to leave.

Nanny Su was somewhat at a loss and looked back at Madam Xie.

Madam Xie stepped forward.

“Why can’t you stay? Speaking of it, others might not be able to stay, but can’t you stay here?” she said. “Who dares argue? If your Rao family wants to argue, they should first settle the matter of that broken engagement!”

Rao Yufang’s back trembled.

“Madam, please say no more. Yufang doesn’t deserve…” she finally broke down crying, covering her face.

“I say you deserve it, so you deserve it,” Madam Xie stepped down and grasped her hand. “Come back inside for breakfast.”

Outside the courtyard wall, Chang Yunqi turned away, a slight smile appearing at the corner of his mouth.

At this moment in the capital, Qi Yue was also sitting down for breakfast.

“We’ll go out shortly, first to find the Prince, then…” she was saying to A’Ru and A’Hao.

Before she finished speaking, footsteps approached from outside, accompanied by servants’ greetings.

“Madam has arrived.”

The door curtain lifted and Chen Shi entered.

Qi Yue hurried to stand up, seeing Chen Shi’s expression as cold as yesterday.

Yesterday, after Chen Shi had pulled her into the carriage and all the way home, except for that slap, Chen Shi hadn’t said a word to her, no matter how Qi Yue tried to approach her.

“Aunt,” Qi Yue said, looking at her.

“How am I your aunt?” Chen Shi looked at her coldly.

As long as she was willing to speak, that was good. Qi Yue forced a smile.

“Aunt-in-law,” she smiled. “I left rather hastily and didn’t speak to you in person…”

“Why didn’t you speak to me in person?” Chen Shi looked at her and asked.

Need you ask? Because if I had, you absolutely wouldn’t have agreed to let me go…

Qi Yue approached and tugged at her arm.

“You knew what I would do, so why did you still act this way?” Chen Shi shook off her hand and demanded.

“Because I love him, so I had to go find him,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Chen Shi was stunned.

She hadn’t expected anyone to speak such words so directly.

For a moment she didn’t know what to say, various emotions churning in her heart.

Love him?

Love him!

After doing so much to finally escape, she actually said she loved him!

Chen Shi raised her hand.

A sharp slap rang out.

The air in the room seemed to freeze.

Qi Yue had never expected this. Still wearing a smile, she only felt half her face burning with pain, her ears ringing.

A’Ru and A’Hao stepped forward immediately, shielding Qi Yue behind them.

Having followed Qi Yue for so long, they had long regarded Qi Yue as their mistress. Now, never mind Chen Shi – even if Marquis Dingxi himself stood before them with ill intent toward Qi Yue, they would rush forward.

“Madam Chen, let’s talk reasonably,” A’Ru said, her gaze already wary as she looked at Chen Shi.

Qi Yue came to her senses, her mind clearing, and patted A’Ru and A’Hao, signaling them to relax.

“Yes, Aunt-in-law. A child traveling a thousand li worries the mother. My actions made you worry – that’s my fault. I frightened you,” she said, grasping Chen Shi’s hand again.

Chen Shi looked at her.

“So you do know I’m doing this for your own good?” she said in a trembling voice.

“I know you’re worried about me,” Qi Yue replied.

In her agitation, Chen Shi didn’t notice her words.

A’Ru glanced at Qi Yue.

She didn’t say she knew you were doing it for my good.

“Then will you listen to me?” Chen Shi asked again.

Qi Yue smiled and reached out to grasp Chen Shi’s arm.

“Aunt-in-law, please sit down for breakfast first. After we eat, you can scold me then,” she smiled.

Chen Shi looked at her and shook her head.

“I don’t have time to scold you,” she said, reaching out to smooth Qi Yue’s hair at her temples.

Qi Yue paused. Why did these words sound so…

“Listen to me – stay home quietly. I’ll find a way to resolve this trouble for you,” Chen Shi said.

This was precisely what worried Qi Yue most now. Though Zhou Maochun had been cheerful throughout the journey, the truth was this matter was probably very serious.

Obviously they had been set up by villains. If someone dared involve Zhou Maochun, such a close court attendant, it meant their opponents were also powerful, and there were certainly many adding fuel to the fire.

No matter how capable Zhou Maochun was, he was just a court physician – no father, no mother, not even a disciple. Simply put, he was alone with no family or friends to help. His only support was the Emperor. If he lost imperial favor, killing him would be utterly simple.

Chen Shi’s family was a Duke’s residence. If she was willing to intervene, things would be much better.

Chang Yuncheng wouldn’t have to fight alone either.

“Aunt-in-law,” Qi Yue couldn’t help but exclaim with joy, then worried, “But won’t this bring trouble to your family?”

Chen Shi glanced at her.

“If you promise to listen to me, there won’t be trouble,” she said.

This was a double meaning.

If she had listened to her, she wouldn’t have gone to the northern desert, and naturally there wouldn’t be this trouble…

Qi Yue shook her arm and called out “Aunt-in-law.”

Chen Shi took a deep breath and turned to leave.

“Aunt-in-law?” Qi Yue called out in confusion.

“I’m going to the palace now,” she said.

Qi Yue was stunned with surprise again.

“Now?” she asked.

Chen Shi spoke as if the imperial palace were her own home, coming and going freely…

This, this was too…

But it seemed it really was.

“Aunt-in-law, have you eaten?” she couldn’t help asking.

“Eating or not eating doesn’t matter much anymore,” Chen Shi glanced at the dining table and said lightly, then gave Qi Yue another warning look. “If you don’t listen to me this time and run around again, even the immortals can’t save you.”

With that, she lifted her foot and left.

In Qi Yue’s view, only the door curtain remained swaying.

“Miss, then we…” A’Ru asked quietly.

Qi Yue pondered for a moment.

“Like this – have Hu San go find the Prince and tell him Madam will find a way, so he shouldn’t worry either,” she said.

A’Ru nodded.

“Also inquire about how the old master is doing,” Qi Yue instructed.

A’Ru agreed and hurried out.

The room returned to quiet. Qi Yue sat down and looked at the table full of food.

“Eat. Only with a full stomach will we have strength,” she said, tapping her chopsticks and reaching out to pick up food.

Chapter 360: Seeking Help
Early in the morning, at the Imperial Medical Academy, Dong Lin personally brought a bowl of tea to the Medical Director.

“My lord has worked through the night – please have some tea to refresh yourself,” he said respectfully.

Medical Director Cai grunted, put down a thick stack of medical cases, and pressed his forehead.

“My lord, Zhou Maochun and his people have entered the capital,” Dong Lin couldn’t help saying. “But Zhou Maochun was taken away by someone, this…”

Medical Director Cai’s expression remained unchanged.

“If he’s taken away, so be it. What of it?” he said lightly. “It’s like someone fearing death – can they stop the King of Hell?”

Dong Lin’s worry didn’t diminish.

“But if even Director Fang dares to do this, doesn’t that mean Zhou Maochun’s matter isn’t so serious…” he said quietly.

Medical Director Cai picked up the tea and blew on it gently.

“He’s not the only director at court,” he said.

Dong Lin breathed a sigh of relief – so it wasn’t just a few impeachment memorials.

“No wonder His Majesty was so angry, ordering Zhou Maochun directly to prison without even seeing him,” he said happily, bringing over a hot towel.

Medical Director Cai grunted with an expression of “now you know,” accepting the towel to gently massage his eyes.

“It’s just a pity that Fang Baiqing’s courage is so great, daring to defy His Majesty’s edict openly while complying superficially,” Dong Lin said indignantly.

“No rush. Retribution comes when the time is right. After dealing with Zhou Maochun, none of them can escape,” Medical Director Cai said, putting down the towel. “When the time comes, naturally someone will remember them. It’s not for us small people from the Imperial Medical Academy to worry about. We just fulfill our medical duties in our positions – as for other matters, those great lords will worry about them.”

At this moment, in a residence in an alley next to the Six Ministries’ offices, two maidservants were bringing in food.

The table in the room was already full of dishes, and Zhou Maochun was chewing on a chicken claw.

“Enough, enough. I’m a person, not a pig,” he said to the maidservants still arranging dishes.

Just as he finished speaking, the door curtain was lifted again, and a servant pushed a wheelchair in.

“This is Director Fang’s thoughtfulness,” the elderly man in the wheelchair smiled.

Zhou Maochun didn’t look up, seeming unsurprised by this person’s appearance, and picked up a bowl of tea.

“Old Physician An, please don’t mock me,” someone else said.

Following Old Physician An was a tall, middle-aged man who, though dressed in casual clothes, still couldn’t hide his dignity.

“You two stop flattering each other,” Zhou Maochun finally put down his tea.

A maidservant immediately brought a silk handkerchief for Zhou Maochun to wipe his hands.

Director Fang and Old Physician An sat down nearby.

“Little An, how did you come?” Zhou Maochun asked, glancing at Director Fang. “I wondered who could move the incorruptible Director Fang to defy imperial orders.”

“Even the incorruptible are human, and humans have feelings. Director Fang’s filial piety in requesting Master Zhou to examine his father is only natural – surely His Majesty wouldn’t blame him for this,” Old Physician An said with a smile.

Zhou Maochun looked at them.

“Can you eat this?” he suddenly pointed at the food on the table and asked.

Old Physician An smiled and said he’d already eaten, while Director Fang remained silent, his brow slightly furrowed.

“My lord, have you written what you need to write?” he asked.

“Write what?” Zhou Maochun also asked.

Director Fang’s frown deepened.

“My lord, you were surely framed in this matter. Quickly clarify things to His Majesty – I’ll find an opportunity to present it to him,” he said.

“Framed?” Zhou Maochun shook his head. “No framing.”

Director Fang paused.

“Then it wasn’t your doing either – it must have been that Qianjin Hall’s Miss Qi or something. Why take the blame for them? Just explain clearly to His Majesty,” he said hurriedly.

Old Physician An also paused.

“So it really was Miss Qi who did it?” he asked, then couldn’t help asking after hesitating, “How did she do it?”

Everyone now knew Zhou Maochun was impeached for making sport with military generals and acting recklessly at the border, but the specifics of this reckless behavior weren’t known.

Zhou Maochun rolled his eyes and just drank tea without responding.

“Discussing this isn’t important now,” Director Fang shook his head, somewhat anxious. “Master Zhou, I can’t protect you for many days. The key is still His Majesty – you must quickly explain to him.”

Here, Old Physician An hesitated for a moment, then actually tried to get up from his wheelchair.

The attending servants didn’t understand.

“Help me stand up,” Old Physician An said.

Two servants quickly supported him on both sides.

Zhou Maochun and Director Fang were both puzzled, watching him.

Old Physician An stood steady and bowed formally to Zhou Maochun.

It was actually to perform a grand salute – both Zhou Maochun and Director Fang were surprised.

“Master Zhou, I’m somewhat ashamed to say this, but I must,” Old Physician An said solemnly. “Please believe that what Miss Qi did was no jest.”

Zhou Maochun and Director Fang looked at him in shock.

“Uncle An!” Director Fang stood up, shouting incredulously.

What was he saying! Was he asking Zhou Maochun not to blame Miss Qi?

My heavens!

He thought Old Physician An had come for Zhou Maochun’s sake, but he’d actually come for Miss Qi!

And to say such things in front of Zhou Maochun – simply, simply unbelievable.

Was this still the Old Physician An he knew?

Zhou Maochun also looked at Old Physician An, his expression changing from shock to amusement, then to mockery.

“Really now!” he said, pushing the teacup before him heavily, then pointing at the table full of food. “I thought I finally had someone who cared about me, but it turns out this affection that made me happy all night is still that girl’s doing! This is simply too heartbreaking!”

Director Fang frowned, his expression changing as he pondered. Old Physician An looked somewhat complex, lowering his head as if not daring to look at Zhou Maochun.

“Master Zhou, this junior doesn’t mean that. It’s just that,” he raised his head, his expression firm, looking at Zhou Maochun. “Miss Qi is truly rare – this junior cannot bear to…”

Zhou Maochun laughed and waved his hand.

“Enough, you needn’t say more. Thank you for thinking so much of my daughter – this father is truly delighted,” he smiled.

This statement caused another shock.

“Daugh… daughter?” Old Physician An stammered.

“Yes, she’s my adopted daughter,” Zhou Maochun smiled, picking up his tea again. “So you needn’t worry. I won’t push all blame onto her to save myself. As the saying goes, ‘One day a teacher, lifelong a father.’ Even tigers don’t eat their cubs – am I worse than a beast?”

Old Physician An still seemed unable to process this and was personally helped to sit by Director Fang.

“In that case, if my lord faces trouble, Miss Qi certainly won’t escape either. My lord saving himself now is saving Miss Qi – so please quickly write a memorial to clarify things to His Majesty,” Director Fang said earnestly.

Zhou Maochun snorted, stroking his beard.

“Anyone can write – I just won’t,” he said, adding, “We just won’t.”

Director Fang stood up anxiously.

“My lord, if you don’t write, many others really will,” he said. “You must know that with the three garrisons’ poor resistance to enemies, His Majesty is furious and will surely punish someone. Many officials seeking to avoid responsibility will grasp at any opportunity – with your situation arising now, they’ll certainly hold on tight and make even small matters into big ones.”

Old Physician An also nodded gravely.

Zhou Maochun’s expression remained unchanged as he grinned.

“Then they’re asking for trouble,” he said.

What?

Who’s asking for trouble?

Director Fang and Old Physician An didn’t understand for a moment.

Near noon, A’Ru still hadn’t returned with news. Chen Shi hadn’t returned either. Qi Yue sat restlessly with no appetite when Chen Shi returned.

“Aunt-in-law, how did it go?” Qi Yue hurried to ask.

“Change clothes now – come with me to the palace,” Chen Shi said.

Wow! Qi Yue was completely shocked – indeed, Chen Shi was not to be underestimated. Entering the palace was as simple as having a meal.

A’Ru hadn’t returned, so A’Hao frantically searched for clothes. All their clothing and jewelry had been left at the Yongqing residence, and the few garments they’d brought looked even more worn after the journey to the northern desert. Fortunately, the clothes and jewelry Chen Shi had prepared last time were still there.

This palace visit was much more hurried than the last – no bathing or incense burning, just hair arrangement and changing clothes before getting into the carriage.

The carriage wasn’t the specialized palace vehicle from last time either, just Chen Shi’s own carriage.

But none of this mattered – the fact that one could enter the palace at will overshadowed any external formalities.

After inspection, the carriage entered the palace gates. Chen Shi didn’t invite her to view the scenery as last time, and Qi Yue had no mood for sightseeing.

“What should I say when I meet the Emperor…” she couldn’t help asking.

Chen Shi also looked somewhat nervous.

“We’ll see if we can even meet him,” she said.

Qi Yue paused.

“Aren’t we going to see the Emperor?” she asked in surprise.

Chen Shi’s hands on her knees couldn’t help but clench.

“The Emperor isn’t so easy to see,” she said.

Especially this bratty emperor!

“We’re going to see Concubine Dong,” she said.

Concubine Dong? Qi Yue also breathed a slight sigh of relief – as long as it wasn’t another palace tour.

“Can this lady help?” she couldn’t help asking quietly.

Chen Shi exhaled, her clenched hands on her knees relaxing somewhat.

“Do you remember that edict allowing your divorce last time?” she turned to look at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue’s eyes brightened.

“It was this lady…” she said with realization.

Of course – that memorial last time. She naturally wouldn’t think the noble Emperor would personally write an edict for a small person like her – someone must have sought help from someone.

“Then I didn’t bring anything – this is too impolite,” Qi Yue said, regretting not bringing the jewelry the old Marchioness had given her.

Chen Shi shook her head.

“It’s nothing – not impolite,” she said.

The carriage stopped.

“Madam, please exit and change to a sedan chair,” came the respectful voice of a eunuch from outside.

They had reached the inner palace gate.

For their carriage to travel directly to the inner palace gate was already an extremely rare privilege.

Qi Yue got out first, then helped Chen Shi.

This time there was only one sedan chair before them.

Was this because the status of the person they were visiting was different?

The late Empress’s palace was also higher in rank than a concubine’s, so last time Qi Yue had been honored to ride in a sedan chair. But this time, only Chen Shi could enjoy such treatment.

Chen Shi got into the sedan chair and instructed Qi Yue to walk beside her. Two eunuchs lifted the sedan chair, and the group slowly proceeded along the narrow corridor deeper into the palace.

Chapter 361: A Glimpse
Two palace maids added more incense to the burner and quietly withdrew, the lowered pearl curtains making the figures inside appear shadowy and indistinct.

“Your Majesty, did you know I had delicious food here and come over for that?” Consort Dong laughed coquettishly with mock reproach, while presenting a covered bowl before her to the Emperor.

The Emperor, dressed in a simple pure black cotton robe from Songjiang, did not take the bowl but embraced her slender waist.

“Indeed, I’m like a cat following the scent of fish,” he laughed, lowering his head to sniff deeply at the woman’s chest. “Such fragrant white steamed buns…”

The woman’s delicate laughter filled the room.

The palace maids standing outside were accustomed to such scenes and remained expressionless.

“Your Majesty, try this,” after some playful banter, Consort Dong leaned against the Emperor’s chest, attentively serving him dishes.

“I’m truly hungry. Court nearly erupted in fighting today, the arguing gave me a headache, plus piles of memorials – I didn’t even have morning meal,” the Emperor laughed, picking up his chopsticks.

Outside the pearl curtains, a palace servant hurried over then suddenly stopped, seemingly having urgent business but not daring to enter upon learning the Emperor was present.

Consort Dong felt quite displeased.

She recognized this palace maid as one bestowed by the Empress Dowager.

Sure enough, just when things were going her way, this one would come hovering around.

Yet she couldn’t pretend not to notice – in this harem, despite having the Emperor’s favor, the Empress Dowager was someone she, a mere consort, couldn’t afford to offend.

There could only be one Empress Dowager, but there could be countless consorts.

“Yu Juan, hasn’t the dish I requested been delivered yet?” she asked.

The palace maid outside, receiving a response, hurried in.

“This servant will urge them again,” she said with a bow. “Your Highness, Madam Chen has arrived and has been seated in Lotus Pavilion.”

Madam Chen?

Consort Dong was surprised, and the Emperor was slightly surprised as well.

Which madam would come to see her and dare to be seated without permission, especially knowing the Emperor was here!

Counting through the court, there really was no such person… no, wait, there was one!

Consort Dong realized who it was, her expression becoming complex as she involuntarily looked toward the Emperor.

“Your Majesty, I had no idea she was coming…” she said hastily.

The Emperor naturally knew who it was too, setting down his chopsticks.

“Of course you didn’t know – you couldn’t have her come and go at will,” he said with a smile. “I’ll go to Emerald Jade Pool first. Later, you bring everyone to serve the meal here.”

This meant he wouldn’t see Chen Shi, and that she should send her away quickly.

Most importantly, His Majesty wasn’t angry nor did he suspect her.

Consort Dong beamed with joy, quickly having someone escort the Emperor out through the back door, then turned to have Chen Shi summoned.

“This subject’s wife pays respects to Your Highness.”

Chen Shi entered the door, lowering her head in a bow.

“Sister, please don’t do this – I’m not worthy of such ceremony,” Consort Dong said hastily, quickly walking over while extending her hand in a gesture of support.

Facing this frail, petite woman, she dared not show the slightest displeasure at having her rare intimate moment with the Emperor interrupted.

This woman was truly a peculiar existence.

Look at the Emperor’s attitude just now – though he said he wouldn’t see her, he showed no displeasure toward the woman whatsoever.

On the contrary, there was a certain intimacy.

The kind of intimacy that comes from childhood familiarity.

The Emperor didn’t have many blood sisters, yet this Chen Shi enjoyed treatment comparable to a princess – even higher than princess treatment.

Chen Shi continued her bow before straightening and looking up at Consort Dong.

“Sister, you haven’t changed at all…” Consort Dong examined her, speaking with excitement.

Chen Shi smiled as well.

“Your Highness grows more beautiful each day,” she said.

Consort Dong made a sound of dismissal.

“Sister, you still love to tease me,” she laughed, her gaze falling behind Chen Shi.

Having focused entirely on Chen Shi, she only now noticed a woman who had followed her in.

A young woman, currently with lowered head so her features couldn’t be seen clearly, but judging by her figure alone, she was a beauty…

This didn’t look like a maid or servant.

A beauty!

Her gaze lingered, which Chen Shi noticed.

“This is Yueniang,” Chen Shi said.

Yueniang?

Consort Dong felt somewhat puzzled.

What kind of introduction was this?

“Last time I asked for your help, it was for her,” Chen Shi said with a smile, reaching out to draw Qi Yue forward. “Come, thank your great benefactor.”

Hearing this, Consort Dong understood.

She naturally remembered the previous incident clearly. Although this Chen Shi had always been favored in the palace, she had never used her influence to ask for anything. For her to personally come requesting such a great favor, this person must hold an extraordinary place in Chen Shi’s heart.

Qi Yue had already bent in a bow.

“Greetings to Your Highness, thank you for your great kindness,” she said, hesitating whether to kneel.

This would probably be the second time kneeling since arriving here.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but think of the first time – kneeling alongside Chang Yuncheng.

So this time, it was for Zhou Maochun, for Liu Pucheng, for Qianjin Hall, and of course also for Chang Yuncheng, who would surely get in trouble for privately following along.

It seemed their destinies were truly intertwined.

A smile unconsciously appeared at the corner of her mouth.

Consort Dong was hardly foolish enough to let her kneel. If Chen Shi truly wanted this woman to kneel, she would have had her kneel immediately upon entering, not wait until now for such a deliberate introduction. In the palace, anyone who couldn’t understand such implications would have died eight hundred times over.

“Please rise, we’re all family here,” she said with a smile, reaching out to support Qi Yue.

Qi Yue initially thought she was being polite and wanted to insist on kneeling, but Consort Dong gripped her arm firmly, not seeming to be merely polite.

“Yueniang, go wait outside for a moment. I need to speak with Her Highness,” Chen Shi said.

Both Qi Yue and Consort Dong were somewhat surprised, but neither could say anything. In their hearts, they both accepted that Chen Shi could do as she pleased.

“Someone come,” Consort Dong said with a smile, releasing Qi Yue’s arm.

A palace maid stepped forward.

“Madam, this way please,” she said proactively without waiting for Consort Dong to speak, stepping aside respectfully.

Qi Yue bowed in thanks again and followed the palace maid out.

“Madam, this way please,” the palace maid said, leading the way.

“I’ll just wait outside,” Qi Yue said hesitantly.

“That won’t do – it’s quite cold,” the palace maid smiled, thinking briefly. “Madam, come this way. There’s a small warm pavilion that’s both warm and nearby. If you call out from here, you’ll be able to hear everything.”

It should be fine, otherwise Chen Shi wouldn’t have confidently let her go out alone.

Qi Yue nodded in agreement, thanked her, and followed the palace maid around a corner into a room beside the palace hall.

The room was small but decorated warmly and luxuriously.

The palace maid walked over and drew open the thick curtains in the center. Qi Yue couldn’t help but brighten up.

The warm pavilion actually faced a small, exquisite garden. In this early spring warming season, the little garden was subtly coming to life.

“Madam, please sit,” the palace maid said after hanging the curtains properly, turning to smile at her. “Madam, you’re not cold, are you?”

Qi Yue quickly shook her head saying she wasn’t cold, settling into a railing chair while looking outside.

The palace maid poured tea and brought it over, glancing out the window as if seeing something, then hurried over to grab the railing.

“Little Wei, what are you doing catching our fish?” she called out crisply.

Following the sound, Qi Yue indeed saw a little eunuch by the garden’s water pool holding a net.

The little eunuch snorted and glanced at the palace maid, completely ignoring her.

The palace maid felt quite embarrassed and stamped her foot.

“Little Wei, are you trying to steal our fish to eat? I’ll tell Her Highness,” she said.

Qi Yue watched the little palace maid and eunuch bicker, smiled slightly, and turned her gaze away.

But at the same time, from a small pavilion across the way, someone’s gaze fell upon her.

The Emperor sat upright as a little eunuch arranged charcoal burners, iron wire, and other implements. Hearing the voices outside, the Emperor frowned.

The eunuch naturally understood and hurried to the side.

“What’s all this shouting about? Don’t you know…” he shrilly scolded.

Before finishing his words, he was struck on the head by something thrown from behind and cried out in pain.

At this moment, there was no one else who could strike him.

The eunuch, ignoring the pain, dropped to his knees with a thud.

The Emperor paid him no attention, still looking outside with surprise.

In the pavilion across the way, the woman sitting by the window was listening to the palace maid speak something, smiling slightly.

The Emperor couldn’t help but stand up, squinting his eyes as a gradual smile appeared on his lips.

The eunuch kneeling on the ground trembled but heard no scolding. He boldly raised his head for a glance and saw the Emperor actually smiling.

The Emperor’s moods were unpredictable – sometimes he smiled while angry, sometimes he was angry while inwardly pleased. These close attendant eunuchs knew best when the Emperor’s smile was genuine or false.

At this moment, the Emperor was truly smiling.

What could make him so happy?

The eunuch couldn’t resist wanting to follow the Emperor’s gaze outward, but the Emperor lifted his foot.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The eunuch dared not be distracted and scrambled to his feet.

The Emperor had already stridden away like the wind.

The eunuch hurried to follow. The fish-catching eunuch returned, his net holding a lively, jumping fish.

“Hey? Are we still eating this?” he asked, seeing everyone had left.

“Eat what?” the little eunuch glared at him and hurried to chase the Emperor who had already disappeared from sight.

“His Majesty left?”

Hearing the palace maid’s report, both Consort Dong and Chen Shi were somewhat surprised.

Consort Dong secretly resented Chen Shi’s untimely arrival – she hadn’t seen the Emperor for several days, only to have it disrupted by her.

Chen Shi secretly resented the Emperor’s cruelty – knowing full well why she had come, yet refusing to see her.

Though their feelings differed, both sighed with the same sense of loss.

Since the Emperor wasn’t here, Chen Shi rose to take her leave.

Consort Dong also listlessly saw her off.

Calling for Qi Yue, Chen Shi seemed to casually glance at the palace maid who had escorted her.

The palace maid imperceptibly shook her head at Chen Shi.

Chen Shi’s face showed even greater disappointment.

Qi Yue observed Consort Dong and Chen Shi – though both still wore smiles, they couldn’t hide their dejection. Her heart sank.

It seemed the matter hadn’t been resolved!

Chen Shi had already boarded her sedan chair. Qi Yue sighed inwardly, bowed to Consort Dong in farewell.

Watching the two slowly depart, Consort Dong could no longer conceal her gloom.

“Your Highness, what did Madam Chen come to ask you for?” her personal palace maid asked.

Consort Dong shook her head with a mocking smile.

“What did she come to ask me for? When has she ever come to ask me for anything? I’m nothing more than a stepping stone and excuse for her – she hardly needs my help,” she said.

Someone whose arrival she didn’t know about, whose departure she couldn’t control – someone who couldn’t even manage this much control was truly of no use to others.

The palace maid remained silent.

“When did His Majesty leave?” Consort Dong asked, remembering something.

“Very early – shortly after Madam Chen arrived, His Majesty left,” a palace maid quickly responded.

Consort Dong nodded, dismissing a trace of suspicion from her mind as she turned to go inside.

Chen Shi sat in her sedan chair, moving slowly along the palace walls with her hand supporting her head as if asleep.

“Aunt, if it doesn’t work out, let it be. Don’t take it too much to heart,” Qi Yue said softly. “I believe good people are blessed by heaven.”

Chen Shi opened her eyes, about to speak, when she saw two eunuchs hurrying toward them from ahead, smiling and bowing from a distance.

“Madam, His Majesty summons you,” they said.

Just when the path seemed to end and there was no way forward, suddenly flowers bloomed and another village appeared!

Chen Shi sat up straight in her sedan chair.

This little rascal really knew how to torment people!

Chapter 362: Striking Up a Conversation
Upon hearing these words, Qi Yue was also startled.

Just this one sentence lifted Chen Shi’s long-suppressed mood.

“You truly are blessed by heaven,” she said with a slight turn of her head, smiling at Qi Yue.

This was the first time Chen Shi had shown a smile since they met.

Truly the emperor’s majesty – one word could determine life and death, joy and sorrow!

Qi Yue couldn’t help but sigh.

“Aunt, you jest – it’s you who are blessed,” she said hurriedly.

The eunuch ahead coughed lightly.

The two quickly stopped talking, not daring to delay. Chen Shi’s sedan chair immediately changed direction, heading toward a palace hall under the guidance of the two eunuchs.

Upon seeing the palace gates, a eunuch came forward with a smile to receive them.

It was the same plump eunuch they had encountered before.

“My young lady, it’s been so little time since we last met – why has your complexion grown so much worse?” he said in surprise, his expression worried and anxious.

Chen Shi reached up to touch her face, a trace of melancholy flashing in her eyes. She could no longer hide it now, and it would get worse in time.

“This isn’t like when I was little and you coaxed me to eat – saying such things won’t make me believe you anymore,” Chen Shi said with a slight smile.

The plump eunuch laughed and personally extended his hand to help Chen Shi from the sedan chair.

“Hurry now, His Majesty is taking a break from reviewing memorials,” he said in a low voice. Then, remembering something, he shook Chen Shi’s hand gently. “Young lady, do speak properly with His Majesty.”

Chen Shi couldn’t help but laugh again, raising her hand to swat away the plump eunuch’s hand.

“I’m already a grandmother, stop treating me like a child,” she laughed.

The plump eunuch also laughed.

“Young lady still looks best when smiling – the Grand Empress Dowager was indeed right,” he said with a smile.

At the mention of the Grand Empress Dowager, Chen Shi’s smile took on a bitter tinge.

“Alright, hurry inside,” the plump eunuch said.

Chen Shi nodded and stepped forward.

Qi Yue also hurried to follow, but the plump eunuch seemed to notice her for the first time and quickly reached out to stop her.

“Young lady, this…” he said, looking at Chen Shi with some question.

“Oh, my health isn’t good, and she’s my physician who stays with me at all times,” Chen Shi said, glancing at Qi Yue.

A physician?

The plump eunuch looked at Qi Yue with surprise.

“But, young lady, this won’t do – you know His Majesty’s temperament,” he said with difficulty.

Chen Shi hesitated. Indeed, this emperor’s temperament…

“How about this – I’ll have this madam wait in the adjacent hall, and I’ll personally stand guard here,” the plump eunuch said after a moment’s thought.

This meant that if anything happened, he would definitely bring her to Chen Shi’s side immediately.

This “anything” naturally referred to illness, though such things were taboo in the palace and couldn’t be spoken aloud.

This was the only way. At least the emperor was willing to see her, so the matter was nearly settled.

Chen Shi nodded.

“Listen well to the steward and wait here,” Chen Shi turned to whisper instructions to Qi Yue.

Qi Yue nodded, watching as Chen Shi slowly walked toward the main hall entrance.

The eunuchs standing at the door saw her and quickly, quietly took hold of the doors, pushing them open. Chen Shi stepped inside, and the doors closed again.

“This madam, please come with me,” the plump eunuch said, rubbing his hands together with a smile. “Though spring has arrived, it’s still quite cold.”

Qi Yue quickly smiled and bowed in thanks.

“Don’t be so formal,” the plump eunuch laughed, leading her toward a side hall while making small talk. “Madam Chen’s health…”

Speaking of this, Qi Yue also felt somewhat puzzled.

This time, Chen Shi’s spirit was clearly not as good as before. No, not compared to before, but compared to when she first arrived in the capital – she was like her old self again.

Her former self back at the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

Was her illness acting up again?

Or was she worrying over Qi Yue’s affairs?

Thinking of this, Qi Yue felt guilty again. She should have told Chen Shi of her decision even if it meant quarreling with her face to face.

“Yes, her health is somewhat poor, and she’s recuperating,” she replied with lowered head.

Lost in thought while speaking, she had already entered the side hall.

“Steward!” a young eunuch ran over, calling loudly.

The plump eunuch made a sound of disapproval and immediately kicked at the approaching young eunuch.

“His Majesty has just taken a rest – what are you shouting for!” he scolded with raised eyebrows.

The young eunuch covered his stomach, not daring to cry out in pain, and quickly bowed his head.

“Master, please go take a look quickly – several ledgers don’t match up…” he said in a low voice.

The plump eunuch’s expression changed slightly.

Just then, a crash came from the side hall, as if something had fallen to the ground.

Qi Yue, already standing inside the hall, saw someone at a desk across the way frantically trying to steady himself against the table corner, but a vase still rolled off the table edge and fell to the floor. Fortunately, the floor was covered with thick carpet, so it didn’t break.

The moment the vase hit the ground, the person quickly ducked behind a nearby curtain.

“What happened?” the plump eunuch asked upon hearing the sound, leaning in from the doorway. His gaze swept across and accurately spotted the vase on the floor, his face immediately darkening. “Who’s there?”

No one answered.

The young eunuch beside him was frowning and urging him on. The plump eunuch couldn’t see anyone and had no time to deal with this matter, so he stepped forward.

“This madam, please wait here,” he said, then gave instructions to the eunuch standing by the door.

Qi Yue didn’t dare detain him, bowing and asking him to attend to his business as she watched the plump eunuch hurry away.

The room inside and outside returned to quiet, with corridor eunuchs and guards all around standing solemnly and expressionlessly.

Qi Yue stood at the hall entrance, not daring to enter or leave, so she simply stood in place and spaced out, her gaze wandering around.

This must be the emperor’s office area? It was much more imposing than the Grand Empress Dowager’s palace that Chen Shi had shown her.

As she looked around the hall, she saw the curtain move, and the person emerged from behind it, slowly walking out a few steps.

Qi Yue could see his appearance clearly – around thirty years old, wearing a simple black robe. The man also looked her way, and Qi Yue quickly lowered her gaze.

She heard a soft sound, presumably the vase being picked up and put back, followed by shuffling footsteps.

“Thank you.”

A voice spoke nearby.

Thank me for what?

Qi Yue didn’t raise her head.

“Second Steward has a bad temper – if he had caught me, I would have gotten a good scolding,” the man’s voice continued. “Thank you for not exposing me, madam.”

Qi Yue kept her head down, playing deaf and dumb.

The people in this palace were strange – she didn’t dare provoke them lightly.

“Haven’t I seen you somewhere before?”

The man continued asking.

Well now, this pickup line was apparently universal across all times and places.

Qi Yue snorted inwardly. Playing this game with me…

She continued to keep her head down, neither moving nor speaking.

“Do you know Elder Li?”

The man persisted undeterred.

Elder Li?

Qi Yue paused. Not many people knew about her treating Elder Li, and she had left immediately after the treatment. The Li family might have publicized her name, but not many had actually seen her in person.

Could he really have seen her before?

Qi Yue raised her head slightly for a glance. The man had moved closer, and she could see his features clearly – handsome, with an innate dignity and nobility.

No impression…

Qi Yue lowered her head again.

“Oh, the beard fell off.”

The man said again, with some amusement.

What? Qi Yue was confused for a moment, then suddenly understood and looked up at the man.

“Oh,” she said.

She still remembered the fat man with the fake beard that day. It was really quite funny – she didn’t know what kind of person would come to the Li family in disguise, and such a poor disguise at that…

A smile unconsciously appeared at the corner of Qi Yue’s mouth.

Vaguely, it seemed that fat man had been accompanied by a man who looked like a bodyguard…

So it was him?

Seeing her finally show recognition, the man smiled, but before he could finish smiling, Qi Yue had lowered her head again, continuing her act of seeing and hearing nothing.

The man’s smile froze slightly on his face.

How interesting. Usually others went to great lengths to speak with him, and now here he was making conversation himself.

He had originally planned to take one look to confirm and leave, but unexpectedly knocked over the vase and was discovered. Since he was staying anyway, and after saying a few words, he became increasingly interested.

He wanted to see how long this woman could keep this up.

“Which family are you from?”

“What’s your surname?”

“How old are you this year? You look about thirty?”

One abrupt question after another.

Qi Yue kept her head down and rolled her eyes, but stood firm as a rock, neither hearing nor responding.

The eunuchs outside remained quiet, as if they could neither hear nor see what was happening inside.

The Emperor looked at the woman before him, his smile growing deeper.

Excellent, excellent – this woman was interesting. Obviously an “I know you’re being deliberate so I’ll be deliberate too” attitude.

Any other woman would have been flustered and embarrassed by now.

But she maintained an appearance of respectful caution while actually being relaxed and at ease.

Even though the Li family would receive her at the front gate because of Chen Xue, this woman walked through that front gate far too casually and freely, with a kind of tranquil indifference to honor and disgrace.

Not everyone could possess such composure.

Bringing her into the palace twice – what was this woman’s relationship to Chen Xue…

He hadn’t sent anyone to ask Consort Dong. If he had, who knew what speculation it might cause. Better to ask himself.

Besides, he’d had enough fun teasing Chen Xue.

The Emperor stroked his chin and walked outside.

There was no bowing or greeting outside – in the eyes of these eunuchs and guards, this man seemed to be invisible.

Qi Yue exhaled in relief.

A prince? An imperial son? An immortal? A demon?

As for guards, eunuchs, and the like…

She, Qi Yue, wasn’t some unworldly young girl. Having mixed with all sorts of people in the hospital, that was a place where one could develop quite sharp judgment.

Qi Yue frowned slightly. This palace visit seemed to be getting interesting…

Meanwhile, Chen Shi was growing impatient and was about to question the standing eunuch when footsteps sounded outside.

“Sister, what a rare guest indeed.”

A hearty male voice laughed.

Chen Shi felt a great weight lift from her heart as she turned to bow.

“This subject’s wife greets Your Majesty,” she said.

The Emperor strode forward, waving his hand to indicate she should dispense with ceremony.

“Sister has been back in the capital for so long, yet if it weren’t for my invitation, sister still wouldn’t come to see me,” he said with a laugh.

The Emperor actually addressed Chen Shi as “sister” – even addressing princesses of the same generation, the emperor would only use their titles.

But at this moment, neither the one speaking nor the one hearing seemed uncomfortable, as if this was quite habitual.

The Emperor sat on the dragon throne with casual ease, stretching out his long arms and legs while looking at Chen Shi with an expression between smiling and not smiling.

Chen Shi exhaled, looked up at the Emperor once, then knelt down.

“Your Majesty, I won’t hide anything, and please don’t torment me anymore – I’ll speak plainly,” she said.

The Emperor continued looking at Chen Shi with that same ambiguous smile, saying nothing.

Chen Shi looked up at him.

“I’m going to die in a few days,” she said.

The Emperor’s smile froze slightly.

This was quite a shocking opening line.

Chapter 363: Entrustment
The atmosphere in the great hall became tense.

After his initial pause, the Emperor laughed again.

“Everyone must die – there’s nothing unusual about that,” he said indifferently.

Chen Shi agreed.

“I have no other concerns, only one person I need Your Majesty to kindly look after,” she said.

The Emperor looked at her.

“You have relatives above and children below – what am I to you?” he asked with a smile. “Why should I look after someone for you?”

Chen Shi’s expression remained calm.

“Because they cannot look after her – only by depending on Your Majesty can she live in comfort and freedom,” she said.

The Emperor laughed heartily.

“Your words are truly honest,” he said with amusement.

Anyone in this world who depended on him, the Son of Heaven, would naturally live in comfort and freedom.

“Chen Xue,” he said, stroking his hand and sitting up straight. “Do you think I owe you something?”

Chen Shi lowered her head and kowtowed.

“This subject’s wife dares not think so,” she said. “This subject’s wife received great kindness from the Old Marchioness of Marquis Dingxi and had no way to repay it. When the Old Marchioness passed away, this subject’s wife swore before her to care for this person. Now that this subject’s wife is about to die, I boldly come to beg Your Majesty’s gracious favor.”

The Emperor’s expression was between smiling and not smiling.

“Your affairs with your mother-in-law have nothing to do with me,” he said, shaking his head. “I wasn’t the one who made vows to your mother-in-law.”

“Your Majesty, you were the one who granted the marriage, and you were the one who granted the divorce. These household affairs of the Marquis Dingxi residence cannot be said to be unrelated to you,” Chen Shi said, raising her head.

The Emperor paused.

“Was there such a thing?” he seemed somewhat puzzled.

“Originally, the Old Marchioness of Marquis Dingxi had received great kindness and felt compelled to repay it, so she insisted on bringing her savior into the family. But she also worried that her legitimate grandson would be mocked in the future, so she personally came to the capital to seek audience with the Empress Dowager. The Empress Dowager asked Your Majesty to grant the marriage,” Chen Shi explained.

The Emperor frowned and thought for a moment before showing some recognition.

“It seems there was such a matter. That Old Marchioness of Marquis Dingxi told quite a story, moving the Empress Mother to tears. If I had said I wouldn’t intervene, the Empress Mother’s palace would have been flooded with tears,” he said with a laugh.

Such trivial matters of moving his lips to make subordinates handle things to please the Empress Mother – how could he remember such things?

“Last year, I asked Consort Dong to petition Your Majesty for grace, allowing the Old Marchioness’s daughter-in-law who had received the imperial marriage grant to divorce,” Chen Shi continued.

The Emperor frowned again, reaching up to massage his temples.

Women’s affairs were also considered affairs! He really couldn’t remember immediately…

“Oh, the jealous woman who wouldn’t agree to her husband taking a new wife?” After thinking again, he remembered and laughed with some interest. “She really divorced and left?”

“Your Majesty, what is there to joke about in this?” Chen Shi said.

The Emperor leaned back in his dragon throne.

“She really was willing to give it up? That marquis residence is such a high-ranking family – everyone only thinks of entering, yet there’s a woman who wanted to leave?” he laughed. “Good thing I didn’t bet…”

He looked at the eunuch standing nearby.

“Otherwise I definitely would have lost,” he said with a laugh.

“Yes, yes, Your Majesty. You can’t do this in the future – you must give us chances to win,” the eunuch immediately laughed in agreement.

The Emperor laughed heartily.

This woman was interesting…

Thinking of the earlier incident, he couldn’t help but nod.

She seemed to be a stubborn one who could indeed do such things.

A trace of amusement appeared in the Emperor’s eyes.

Chen Shi saw this and sighed with relief.

“So Your Majesty, for a woman like her, the rest of her life will truly be difficult,” she said, kowtowing again. “I’m about to die, and my children have relatives, family, status, and position. I need not worry about them, but this Yueniang – I truly cannot rest easy about her.”

The Emperor stroked his chin with a smile, saying nothing.

So this woman was called Yueniang – he wondered what her surname was…

Seeing the Emperor’s expression, Chen Shi’s heart relaxed again.

“Your Majesty, I brought her today to thank Your Majesty. It is Your Majesty’s great benevolence that allows her to live honorably whether she stays or goes,” she said.

The Emperor waved his hand with a laugh.

“I still have matters to attend to,” he said, standing up. “Sister, since your health is poor, don’t worry about such things. Rest well.”

Having said this, he stepped forward to leave.

“Your Majesty!” Chen Shi quickly rose and called out, but the Emperor had already exited through the side door.

The eunuchs naturally hurried to follow, leaving only Chen Shi alone in the vast palace hall.

Chen Shi almost doubted whether she had actually seen the Emperor, whether the conversation had really happened or if she was dreaming again.

“Young lady?” someone called from outside.

Chen Shi came to her senses and turned to see the plump eunuch looking in from the doorway.

“Steward Huang,” she called, walking toward him.

The plump eunuch quickly stepped forward to support her. Chen Shi walked out to find Qi Yue already waiting outside.

Chen Shi smiled at her.

“Let’s go home,” she said.

Qi Yue observed her expression, which seemed both happy and unhappy, unable to tell how the matter had gone. She reached out to support her.

“Aunt, you must be tired. Let me help you – your health is most important,” she said.

Nothing else mattered as long as she was healthy. Chen Shi understood this sentiment and smiled at her.

“Good, let’s go,” she said, taking Qi Yue’s hand in return.

As they were leaving the palace gates, Chen Shi couldn’t help but look back once more.

“Young lady, now that you’re in the capital, you can come visit whenever you like,” the plump eunuch said.

Chen Shi smiled and nodded.

Yes, she would come again, she must come, until she could close her eyes in peace.

Returning home, Qi Yue found A’Ru had returned.

“Lord Zhou isn’t staying in the prison cell – he was taken out by the supervising official there,” A’Ru said happily.

This was indeed good news. Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief.

“The Prince isn’t here,” A’Ru added. “He only left word for you not to worry.”

To keep her from worrying, he had gone to handle things alone.

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment, resting her chin on her hand as she stared at the candlelight in thought.

A’Ru and A’Hao didn’t dare disturb her, quietly tidying up and preparing the bed.

The night passed without incident.

The next day when Qi Yue went to see Chen Shi, she had already left.

“So early?” she asked in surprise, then sighed.

Everyone was rushing about, and this matter had involved so many people.

Established customs were inherently difficult to change. Her impulsive decision made on a whim had been wrong, hadn’t it?

If this border campaign had been victorious, her actions could have been seen as icing on the cake. Even if some questioned or disapproved, it would have been considered harmless. But with the heavy losses in this border campaign, anything could be scrutinized, especially something like hers that differed from past practices.

Looking back, there had been Yuan Bao’s arm injury from Chang Yuncheng’s blade, the entanglement with Wang Qingchun, Liu Pucheng’s injury, her own injury, and the family that Concubine Zhou had used to stir up public anger – all because of her unconventional medical treatments.

Forceful, impatient, urgent. Unwilling to integrate or change, fearing she would no longer be herself.

Previously, despite the stumbling and bumbling, these small-scale medical matters had ultimately been resolved satisfactorily. But this time, she wasn’t dealing with the small area of Yongqing Prefecture, nor simple medical matters.

Qi Yue sighed softly.

Had she been wrong?

Before her eyes appeared Qiao Minghua’s cold expression, the room full of wounded soldiers in sorrow and despair, the crying and writhing soldiers on the battlefield.

No, if she had to do it again, she would still act the same way.

No, if she had to do it again, she would still be just as forceful and impatient in her actions.

She could never bring herself to hesitate while watching the injured and ill cry out in pain before her.

“Calm the spirit and strengthen resolve, vow to universally save all sentient beings from suffering. Treat all equally, as if they were beloved relatives. Dedicate oneself wholeheartedly to rescue, without thought of merit or recognition.” This was how she had lived her life!

Since this matter ultimately arose because of her, she was willing to bear all responsibility.

She had already shown Qiao Minghua hope. She had gradually influenced the disciples of Qianjin Hall for so long. She was only one person, with a brief, fleeting life, while Qiao Minghua and those disciples were the future, the hope.

That was enough.

A’Hao, sitting nearby, watched Qi Yue’s changing expressions with great unease.

The carriage hit a stone and jolted. Qi Yue snapped back to attention.

“Have we arrived?” she asked, lifting the curtain to look outside.

The street was bustling with crowds, full of laughter and conversation.

“Master said he’s at Zuixiao Tower,” Hu San called from outside.

“What kind of people could he find? Don’t let him waste money and get cheated,” Qi Yue said with a frown.

When she couldn’t find Chen Shi that morning, she had also looked for Liu Pucheng without success. Hu San said Liu Pucheng had gone to find people to inquire and help.

“Master, you forgot – Master’s master used to be an Imperial Physician, and he still has a junior brother serving as an official in the Imperial Medical Academy,” Hu San reminded her.

Rather than reassuring her, this made Qi Yue frown even more.

That junior brother of Liu Pucheng’s – whatever his name was – though she had only met him briefly two or three times, she could tell he was a smiling tiger who would stab people in the back.

Liu Pucheng must know this too, otherwise why would he never mention this junior brother?

Now that Liu Pucheng had gone to find him, wasn’t this like delivering himself to be trampled on?

“Master, we’ve arrived,” Hu San called out.

The carriage stopped before a restaurant. This establishment was imposing, with well-dressed patrons coming and going.

As Qi Yue was about to enter, she heard an elderly voice calling her from behind. She turned around and couldn’t help but beam with joy.

“Old Physician An!” she exclaimed, quickly walking over to see Old Physician An lifting the curtain of his carriage with a smile.

“I went to Madam Chen’s house looking for you and was told you had gone out,” Old Physician An said, being helped by two servants into a wheelchair.

“Perfect timing – let’s go inside and talk,” Qi Yue said.

Hu San had already inquired about Liu Pucheng’s reserved room and happily led the way.

“I’ve heard everything – don’t worry,” Old Physician An said as they walked.

Qi Yue nodded, about to speak when she heard a man’s loud voice from the nearby room they were approaching.

“…Look what trouble you’ve caused! How dare you call yourself master’s disciple? I’m embarrassed by you! Kneel down! Give me back everything master left you!”

Hearing this, Qi Yue’s brow furrowed and her expression darkened.

Hu San immediately became anxious. No one knew better than him Liu Pucheng’s position in Qi Yue’s heart, and no one knew better than him how protective Qi Yue was of her own people.

Regardless of who was inside, even if it was Liu Pucheng’s father, he had to go in and protect him.

Without hesitation, Hu San kicked the door open.

“Master, what’s wrong?” he shouted as he rushed in.

Liu Pucheng and Dong Lin inside were startled by the commotion.

Hu San rushed in first, while Qi Yue stood in the doorway.

Liu Pucheng held a cup of wine with his body bent, as if he was about to kneel.

Hu San quickly reached out to support him.

“Hey, what kind of thing are you to speak to my master like that?” he shouted.

Dong Lin was so angry his nose seemed about to twist sideways. You keep calling him master – what does that make me?

He turned to look at the woman in the doorway, who had a calm expression and showed no intention of stopping this.

“Junior martial niece, you should be more careful in selecting disciples. Don’t accept just anyone,” he said with a dark expression.

“You little bastard, who are you calling junior martial niece!” Hu San became even more rude, pointing at Dong Lin and cursing.

Liu Pucheng quickly made sounds to stop him.

Dong Lin’s face turned green with anger.

Looking again at the woman who still showed no intention of stopping him, she even wore a faint smile.

Look, look – just as he thought, arrogant as ever. Still arrogant even at a time like this. She really wanted to die and no one could stop her!

“Did I call you wrong? Calling you junior martial niece is already flattering…” he said angrily, flinging his sleeve.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue stepped aside.

“Old Physician An, take your time. Let me push you in first,” she said.

Dong Lin paused, watching as an elderly man in a wheelchair was pushed in.

“An… Master An… Uncle An…” he stuttered, somewhat incredulous. “How did you come here?”

Before Old Physician An could speak, Hu San stepped forward.

“Senior Brother, how can you let Master push you? Let me push you,” he called out loudly.

Senior Brother?

Master?

Dong Lin couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed.

He hadn’t heard wrong, had he?

Chapter 364: Mutual Protection
Dong Lin stood in place, watching the group chatting happily. They had already begun taking their seats, with Old Physician An asking that woman to take the seat of honor.

“A teacher for a day is a teacher for life,” Old Physician An said with a smile. “Master, please don’t make this difficult for me.”

Dong Lin’s face twitched again.

What the hell was this relationship? Who was whose master?

“Anyone in this world can be a teacher,” Qi Yue laughed, pushing Old Physician An’s wheelchair to the seat of honor. “Please don’t make this difficult for me either.”

They talked and laughed as they took their seats, seeming to forget that Dong Lin was still standing in the room.

But Dong Lin couldn’t just storm out.

“Uncle An, when did you arrive? No one at the academy knows yet – I’ll go tell everyone immediately,” he said with a forced smile. “Master Cai was just saying a few days ago that he wanted to visit you.”

Old Physician An laughed.

“I’m no longer an Imperial Physician. I’m just an old man enjoying his retirement at home now – I wouldn’t dare disturb everyone,” he said.

Dong Lin stood there watching Hu San sit down boldly as if showing off, while no one invited him to sit. He knew he was being dismissed.

“It’s good that Uncle An is here – my senior brother and I were just worrying,” he said with a smile while pouring wine.

Old Physician An nodded.

“It’s fine, not a big deal, no need to worry,” he said with a smile.

Dong Lin stood frozen in place.

This wasn’t a big deal? Even if heads didn’t roll when the Emperor was enraged, people would still lose skin. Lifetime bans from practicing medicine, exile, military service – those were the light punishments.

Did this group think that just because they pushed the blame onto Zhou Maochun, they’d be safe?

“Although Qianjin Hall acted according to Master Zhou’s instructions, they still cannot escape culpability…” he hurried to remind them, looking deeply concerned.

Before he could finish, he was interrupted.

“From beginning to end, it was Qianjin Hall acting independently. It actually had nothing to do with Master Zhou, except that he happened to be present, so he was charged with failing to observe and prevent, dereliction of duty,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Very good – valuing relationships above all else was excellent. He’d been afraid they might be heartless and ungrateful.

Dong Lin sneered inwardly.

“This whole affair was too absurd!” he said, looking at Qi Yue and shaking his head with apparent earnestness. “Senior… senior brother, you were all far too rash this time.”

He didn’t dare call her “junior martial niece” again.

“Not absurd at all, not absurd. Very well done,” Old Physician An said with another smile.

Dong Lin choked again.

“Didn’t the Imperial Medical Academy investigate? Isn’t what they did very clear? Not absurd at all,” Old Physician An continued.

“How is it not absurd?” Dong Lin said angrily, picking up the thick stack of papers from the table and shaking them, making crackling sounds. “Do you think what senior brother wrote here proves you weren’t being absurd?”

Qi Yue and Hu San both looked at Liu Pucheng.

“Teacher, what did you write?” Qi Yue asked curiously.

Liu Pucheng looked somewhat evasive and embarrassed.

“Nothing, nothing,” he said.

“You know it’s nothing! What you wrote really is nothing!” Dong Lin said angrily, looking as if he was disappointed in him. “An explanation? What kind of person is the Emperor? He’ll listen to your explanations!”

Looking at Liu Pucheng, Qi Yue understood. He had written something hoping to reach the Emperor’s ears.

On the journey back to the capital, they had been watched by those field guards who naturally wouldn’t listen to their explanations with their sarcastic attitudes. Zhou Maochun also completely refused to speak or defend himself, seeming almost pleased by the sudden disaster.

Once back in the capital, Zhou Maochun was imprisoned and couldn’t be seen. Chang Yuncheng was also busy. They had been taken away by Chen Shi, so no one dared cause trouble at Chen Shi’s door, but likewise no one came to inquire about anything. Even wanting to explain and defend themselves, they couldn’t find anyone to explain to.

Qi Yue relied on Chen Shi, while Liu Pucheng had actually come to rely on the Imperial Medical Academy.

Being spoken to this way in public, Liu Pucheng’s face became even more embarrassed.

“If he won’t listen, then he won’t listen. It’s fine, it’s fine,” Old Physician An said with another smile.

This time, not only Dong Lin but also Qi Yue, Liu Pucheng, Hu San, A’Ru, and A’Hao all looked at him.

This was the third time he’d said this since entering.

Once was consolation. The second and third times being consolation – wasn’t that too false? Or was it that there really was nothing wrong?

Dong Lin wasn’t stupid either. His eyebrows twitched, feeling somewhat uneasy.

“Well, since Uncle An says it’s fine, then it’s fine,” he said with relief, looking at Old Physician An with some gratitude, then holding up the stack of papers. “I’ll take these to present to the Medical Director immediately and submit them to the palace.”

Old Physician An continued smiling.

“Junior brother, stay for the meal before leaving,” Liu Pucheng said.

Dong Lin couldn’t possibly eat now. He quickly shook his head.

“How can I think about eating at a time like this? Once this matter is resolved, I’ll settle accounts with you properly!” he said with feigned anger.

But this anger was completely different from his anger before Qi Yue and the others had arrived.

Liu Pucheng sighed inwardly. It seemed he still had to listen to his master’s words.

He remembered when his master was dying, holding his hand without leaving instructions about medical techniques or posthumous affairs, only telling him to keep this junior brother at a respectful distance.

Thinking of his master, he sighed again, resolving to visit his master’s grave later.

Dong Lin had reached the door when Hu San remembered something and called out to him.

“Oh right, this… martial nephew,” he called.

Dong Lin nearly stumbled.

That bastard!

He turned around with barely concealed anger.

Hu San had already walked over with a smile, boldly placing his hand on Dong Lin’s shoulder.

“It’s correct to call you martial nephew, right? I see you address my senior brother as martial uncle,” he said with a laugh. “Age really does trump generational rank – I’m truly embarrassed.”

I can see you’re very embarrassed!

Dong Lin cursed inwardly.

Hu San, afraid he didn’t understand, patted his shoulder.

“There’s really no help for it. I originally insisted on becoming Master Liu’s student, then bowed to Madam Qi as my master, never expecting Old Physician An to insist on taking Madam Qi as his master…” he said with a laugh. “So I rose with the tide.”

Dong Lin forced his mouth into what passed for a smile.

“So martial nephew, see clearly – don’t mix up the generational ranks next time,” Hu San said, giving him a final heavy pat before escorting Dong Lin to the door.

Hearing the door slam shut behind him, Dong Lin’s face was livid. He rubbed his aching shoulder where he’d been patted, glared fiercely at the room, and walked away.

Qi Yue paid no attention to what Hu San had said to Dong Lin, instead looking at Old Physician An with confusion.

“Sir, are you telling the truth?” she asked. “Is there really nothing wrong?”

“Nothing wrong, nothing wrong,” Old Physician An said with a smile, adding, “Because you’re Qianjin Hall.”

Qi Yue smiled bitterly.

“Sir, please don’t tease me. What time is this?”

“The time hasn’t come yet, the time hasn’t come yet,” Old Physician An continued smiling.

Qi Yue looked at him suspiciously.

“Are you all hiding something from me? Am I the only one worrying and getting worked up?” she asked.

Liu Pucheng, Hu San, and the others also looked over.

Old Physician An laughed and patted his legs.

“Since these legs became useless, this is the first time I’ve returned to the capital,” he said.

Everyone was confused, not understanding why he’d started talking about his legs.

“These legs of mine became useless right here in the capital. Every time I come back, it’s like reliving that process all over again,” Old Physician An continued, his expression growing heavy as he sighed.

It certainly hadn’t been a pleasant process.

Everyone’s expressions darkened.

“Can we have the food served now? Let’s eat while we talk – it’s rare for teacher to treat us,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Liu Pucheng naturally understood that Qi Yue wanted to change the subject and quickly nodded in agreement, telling Hu San to hurry the service.

“Let me finish speaking before we eat,” Old Physician An said with a smile, raising his hand to stop Hu San.

Hu San had to sit back down.

“Back then, a noble’s child fell ill. As for what illness, Madam Qi has seen it too,” Old Physician An said, looking at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue thought briefly and understood, nodding.

“That illness was indeed difficult to treat, coming on fiercely, and you didn’t have… didn’t have the proper medicine,” she said quickly.

Old Physician An smiled.

“But back then, I was just like Madam Qi – I believed it could be treated,” he said.

Qi Yue was somewhat surprised, remembering that when she was at Old Madam Xie’s house, the An family physician had flatly declared the illness incurable and refused to even examine the patient.

“At that time, all the physicians said it couldn’t be treated. I took on this sick child and, being defiant toward several senior colleagues, made enemies on all sides,” he said, a smile appearing on his face.

Though he spoke lightly and casually, Qi Yue and the others could imagine that the situation then would not have been light or casual.

Illness was dangerous, and treating illness was, to a certain extent, also dangerous – especially when facing difficult cases and illnesses that other physicians declared incurable. It was like walking a tightrope at great heights. The physician had to bear not only the dangers of the illness but also the dangers imposed by those around them. Success meant universal joy, but failure…

Qi Yue’s gaze fell on Old Physician An’s legs.

Old Physician An noticed and patted his legs.

“When I was halfway through the treatment, the condition hadn’t improved, so I thought I was wrong this time. Combined with the surrounding discussions, I felt I couldn’t cure this child. Rather than drag it out until death, I might as well admit defeat early,” he said with a smile. “Later, the noble showed mercy and only took my legs while sparing my life.”

“That’s too excessive – others didn’t treat and had no problems, but you treated and were found guilty,” Hu San couldn’t help saying.

“That’s how things are in this world – do more, err more; do nothing, err nothing,” Old Physician An said with a smile. “Moreover, in our physician profession, people only look at results, not process. So whatever you say or do is useless – the key is still the results.”

Liu Pucheng nodded.

“So with this matter, whatever we say is useless because the result of this war campaign is already determined,” he said.

“But what does that have to do with us? Whether they win or lose battles, we only care about rescuing the wounded soldiers, and the wounded soldiers we rescued were real,” Hu San shouted.

“Rescuing wounded soldiers – how many did we rescue?” Qi Yue shook her head. “Do you know what the total casualties were in this battle? How many people and how much property were plundered? How many cities were damaged?”

Compared to those numbers, their numbers were like small pebbles thrown into the sea – you couldn’t even hear a splash.

Self-defense? The Emperor wouldn’t care about what you wrote in your memorial! On the contrary, reading it would only make him angrier!

Hu San sat down dejectedly.

The atmosphere in the room became somewhat heavy.

Old Physician An laughed and patted his legs.

“I haven’t finished speaking yet, and you’re interrupting again,” he said with a smile. “Before, I thought having my legs crippled wasn’t unfair, but after meeting Madam Qi, I realized I was truly wronged.”

“No, sir, this wasn’t your fault – it was your conditions…” Qi Yue hurried to explain.

Old Physician An raised his hand to stop her from continuing.

“No, madam, I’ve carefully studied the prescription you gave me,” he said.

After that apprenticeship ceremony, Qi Yue had written out detailed accounts of how she treated the child at Old Madam Xie’s house and sent them to Old Physician An. This was what he considered a prescription, though more accurately it was a case study.

“I discovered that what I did back then was essentially the same as what Madam Qi did, except that at the most dangerous step, I couldn’t persevere. If I had persevered and continued the medication, after three days, the child would definitely have shown improvement,” Old Physician An said, his eyes lighting up, then dimming again. “Unfortunately, I truly couldn’t persevere at that time…”

External doubts, pressure from family members, his own lack of confidence – all of this had ultimately led him to give up.

“I was truly wronged,” he said with a long sigh, heavily patting his legs, then looking at Qi Yue. “So Madam Qi, rest assured – I, we, will not let you, let you all, also lose a pair of legs.”

Chapter 365: Displaced Anger
Medical Director Cai set his teacup down on the table, seemingly unintentionally with some force, producing a sound.

“Sir, I think things look bad. That Old Physician An must have pulled some strings…” Dong Lin said hurriedly.

“What strings could a cripple pull? If the Emperor hadn’t intervened in time back then, Prince Julu of the Sima family would have taken his life,” Medical Director Cai said indifferently. “He’s just asking that man surnamed Fang to look after him a bit, to spare Zhou Maochun from prison suffering. If he really had ability, he’d have that man surnamed Fang go before the Emperor to plead for his release. If that man surnamed Fang dared let out even a fart, I’d kowtow to him.”

That man surnamed Fang really wouldn’t dare let out a fart before the Emperor even if beaten to death…

Dong Lin couldn’t help but want to laugh.

“Enough, it’s only been two days. Just wait – at most one more day, and Zhou Maochun won’t be able to hide,” Medical Director Cai said, stroking his teacup. “The memorials from the Mobei Military Preparedness Circuit should all be delivered by now.”

At this moment in the imperial palace hall, the Emperor was holding court.

Besides the standing eunuchs, there were seven or eight officials standing with hands hanging down.

The room was silent as the grave.

On the dragon throne, the Emperor picked up a memorial, glanced only at the cover, then threw it on the table with a “slap.”

Gradually, the slapping sounds became more frequent, making the hearts of the ministers standing below skip beats.

“These are all memorials sent by the Mobei Military Preparedness Circuit?” the Emperor asked.

A red-robed official around sixty years old bowed and confirmed it was so.

“Zhou Maochun, one man, could provoke so many memorials? Is he too capable, or are all these Mobei Military Preparedness officials useless?” the Emperor asked slowly.

The red-robed official’s bow became even deeper.

“This subject is guilty,” he said tremblingly.

“Fang Shujun,” the Emperor called.

A minister standing nearby quickly bowed and stepped forward.

“Is your father dead?” the Emperor asked.

Minister Fang’s body trembled slightly.

“Thank Your Majesty for asking, this subject’s father has not yet…” he said.

Before he could finish, a memorial was thrown at him.

“If he’s not dead, have Zhou Maochun get his ass over here!” the Emperor shouted.

Minister Fang acknowledged the order and immediately walked out, his face showing undisguised worry.

It seemed things had gone bad this time. Originally, he had wanted to wait a few days for the Emperor’s anger to subside before Zhou Maochun appeared. Unexpectedly, just two days after arriving in the capital, the Emperor had summoned him, and in front of so many ministers for questioning rather than a private meeting for scolding first – this showed the Emperor didn’t want to give any face at all.

While Zhou Maochun was being hastily summoned to the hall, Qi Yue had returned home to see Chen Shi.

“Aunt, I want to enter the palace to have an audience with the Emperor,” she said.

Chen Shi was startled.

“I need to explain to the Emperor what we did in Mobei,” Qi Yue said, kneeling before Chen Shi and grasping her hands.

Chen Shi reached out to pull her up.

“What’s so important about that matter?” she said dismissively, then smiled slightly. “Don’t worry, I’ve already spoken to His Majesty, and he agreed. No matter how big the matter, you won’t have any problems.”

It was settled?

Qi Yue was confused. That day when Chen Shi came out from the Emperor, her expression hadn’t seemed too happy, so she thought it hadn’t gone well.

Chen Shi, holding her hand, was also somewhat lost in thought.

He had agreed to look after her, but she still needed to see him in person for it to be proper…

Hateful little rascal, knowing she wanted to make introductions but just wouldn’t relent.

“Master Zhou wants to take responsibility for everything. I need to have an audience to explain,” Qi Yue said, shaking Chen Shi’s hand. “I know this puts you in a difficult position, but I don’t know who else could get me to see the Emperor fastest.”

Chen Shi came back to her senses and pondered briefly.

This was indeed a good opportunity. Admitting guilt and fault…

“Alright, then let’s make the trip. I was just planning to see the Empress Dowager anyway,” she said.

Qi Yue thanked her joyfully.

“It’s nothing. Don’t worry – no matter who has problems, you won’t,” Chen Shi said, smoothing Qi Yue’s hair with affection.

Qi Yue smiled bitterly.

She would rather everyone else be fine, even if she had problems.

When Chen Shi brought Qi Yue into the palace gates, Zhou Maochun was already standing before the Emperor.

Seeing Zhou Maochun’s ruddy complexion and having gained weight, the Emperor sneered twice.

“Master Zhou, you seem to be in good spirits,” he asked with a smile.

“Thanks to Your Majesty’s great fortune, not bad,” Zhou Maochun said with a bow.

Before he finished speaking, a memorial was thrown heavily at his head.

“But I’m in a very bad mood!”

The Emperor’s furious voice struck simultaneously.

Everyone was already familiar with the Emperor’s unpredictable moods and knew this meant the Emperor’s anger had erupted.

The hall immediately filled with sounds of “this subject is guilty,” but this couldn’t stop the Emperor’s furious cursing.

“…A mere thousand rebel slaves, twenty days, pillaging three passes, two provinces, nine counties – this is what you call your iron-bucket Nine Fortresses!”

“…What iron bucket? It’s clearly because the rebel slaves were severely wounded in previous years…”

“…Now they’ve recovered, and with one move they’ve slapped me across the face…”

“…You constantly boast about how well I govern, with strong soldiers and horses – this is me basking in the glory of the late Emperor and Great Ancestor!”

The Emperor grew angrier as he spoke, finally breaking into open cursing. No one knew where this Emperor, raised from childhood by the finest scholars in the palace, had learned so much foul language. It was said the Emperor often left the palace privately, which must be true – only in the marketplace could one hear such unimaginable profanity.

The ministers below couldn’t help but let their minds wander, but they were quickly brought back to attention by memorials thrown by the Emperor, who found cursing alone insufficient.

The eunuchs and ministers standing below all suffered, but none dared dodge, only kneeling and weeping in acknowledgment of guilt.

The Emperor tired of cursing and broke into a sweat. He swept his sleeves and sat back on the dragon throne, looking down at the people below with a dark expression.

“Zhou Maochun, if you have anything to say, say it quickly while I’m in a bad mood,” he said.

Zhou Maochun stood up, the memorial on his shoulder falling off.

“Your Majesty, what did this subject do?” he asked, blinking with an innocent expression.

The Emperor’s just-subsided anger flared up again. With no memorials to throw and having grown tired of cursing, he simply kicked the dragon desk, frightening the eunuchs on both sides to quickly kneel and support it.

“Was everything I just said for nothing?” the Emperor roared.

The other ministers kneeling below couldn’t help but mentally cry out: this stubborn old man is annoying enough at other times, but why is he still so sharp-tongued at a time like this!

“There was a military defeat. What does that have to do with this subject?” Zhou Maochun said persistently.

The ministers lowered their heads again – this was truly seeking death…

“Are you saying I’m being unreasonable, venting my anger over defeat by randomly implicating people?” the Emperor said ominously.

“This subject didn’t say that,” Zhou Maochun said quickly.

The Emperor laughed angrily and pointed at the memorials on the ground.

“Pick one up and read it,” he said.

Zhou Maochun obediently picked one up and saw it was from General Xiong Dashan of Gansu impeaching Zhou Maochun for delaying military affairs. He glanced through it.

“Did you do the things written here?” the Emperor asked.

Zhou Maochun nodded.

“Read another,” the Emperor said.

Zhou Maochun picked up another, seeing it was from Censorate Investigating Censor Wen Ding impeaching Zhou Maochun for absurd and disloyal behavior.

“Have you done these things?” the Emperor asked again.

Zhou Maochun nodded again.

“Yes, I have,” he answered honestly.

The Emperor kicked the desk again with a loud bang, making everyone in the room jump.

He stood up and pointed down across the desk.

“These are all impeaching you! And you still ask me what you did wrong! What you did wrong! An old man who won’t die is a scourge!” he cursed angrily.

Zhou Maochun’s expression remained unchanged.

“But these things weren’t wrong. This subject was just treating illness and injuries as part of his duties…” he said.

Before he could finish, the Emperor grabbed a vermillion brush from the desk and threw it, hitting Zhou Maochun squarely on the forehead, leaving a red mark.

“You dare treat my military and political affairs as a joke, dare toy with my soldiers and generals – what wouldn’t you dare do? Next time will you play with my head?” he cursed furiously.

These words were serious. The ministers kneeling below couldn’t pretend to be mute anymore and kowtowed one after another, with some standing up to scold Zhou Maochun.

It seemed Zhou Maochun was completely determined to anger the Emperor and seek punishment today.

The ministers sighed inwardly.

Just then, a young eunuch entered, hesitating against the wall. The eunuch beside the Emperor saw him and quickly walked over, listening as the young eunuch said something. His expression immediately became shocked, and he shook his head. The young eunuch also shook his head. The two communicated with their eyes for a moment before the Emperor’s eunuch had no choice but to turn back.

“Speak,” the Emperor said irritably.

The ministers below jumped, about to speak, but saw the eunuch crouch near the Emperor and whisper something.

“Get out,” the Emperor said directly.

The ministers below jumped again, but saw the eunuch roll away.

“Won’t see her?” Chen Shi’s expression showed slight anxiety.

“My young lady, His Majesty is at the height of his anger right now. They’re practically fighting in that hall,” the plump eunuch said in a low voice. “Please listen to reason and go back quickly. Don’t court bad luck.”

Chen Shi hesitated.

Fighting…

Qi Yue clenched her fists.

“Steward,” she stepped forward and said, “please announce once more that Qi Yueniang of Qianjin Hall requests an audience.”

Chen Shi quickly reached out to stop her.

“Yueniang, don’t be foolish. His Majesty won’t see you,” she said.

Even with her imperial edict from the Great Ancestor allowing free access, she couldn’t make the Emperor relent – how could you speaking possibly work?

The plump eunuch also smiled bitterly.

“Steward, I know this is difficult, but this is Yueniang’s sincere wish,” Qi Yue said, taking out a bank note and handing it over.

The eunuch was startled.

“Madam, this is slapping my face,” he said quickly.

But Chen Shi didn’t want Qi Yue to lose face, and since they were already here, they should at least try.

“Little Huang, this really is putting you in a difficult position,” she said.

The plump eunuch looked at her and sighed, reaching out to take it.

“Alright, I’ll go once more,” he said, turning and walking away.

Only when he reached the main hall did the plump eunuch casually glance at the bank note in his sleeve, and couldn’t help but jump.

Five thousand taels!

Good heavens!

This young lady was really generous!

In the main hall, the eunuchs had another round of eye communication, and finally the same eunuch walked toward the Emperor.

The Emperor turned his gaze to look at him, and the eunuch broke into a cold sweat under that look, finally dropping to his knees with a thud.

“Your Majesty, Qianjin Hall’s Qi… Qi…” Having communicated in whispers earlier, he hadn’t heard clearly, and being frightened by the Emperor’s gaze, the eunuch momentarily couldn’t remember the proper form of address and stuttered.

Calling a woman “madam” was surely safe.

“Qianjin Hall’s Madam Qi requests an audience,” he said, kowtowing.

Chapter 366: Before the Emperor
Lady Qi of Qianjin Hall?

Qianjin Hall! Lady Qi!

The eunuch had originally intended to whisper to the Emperor, but startled by this shock, he knelt and spoke aloud.

Everyone heard it.

Everyone was stunned.

“Who?” The Emperor was clearly also very surprised and asked.

“Qianjin Hall, Lady Qi.” The eunuch was even more frightened by the atmosphere in the hall and spoke stammering.

The Emperor then laughed, leaning back in his chair.

“Well now, quite capable indeed.” He laughed.

Looking at the Emperor’s smile, everyone present shivered.

But it was truly the case—how could this woman have such great ability, actually entering the palace and even getting a eunuch to come report during the Emperor’s deliberations!

My heavens, this sort of thing—they couldn’t and wouldn’t dare do it.

Compared to the others’ shock, Zhou Maochun was anxious.

“Your Majesty, she is my…” he hurriedly said.

Before he could finish, the Emperor interrupted him.

“Enough, Zhou Maochun. You two truly are lovers with mutual affection. Aren’t you making all this commotion just to protect her? Tsk tsk.” The Emperor clapped his hands on the dragon throne, making slapping sounds, slowly saying, “You protect her, she protects you—you two are truly touching indeed.”

Zhou Maochun was somewhat confused by the Emperor’s words.

“Ah?” He stared blankly, then quickly reacted and spoke up, “Your Majesty, it’s not like that…”

The Emperor had already raised his voice to interrupt him again.

“Loving enough to gamble with my soldiers and generals for a beauty’s smile, loving enough that angering me can let your beauty escape disaster—Zhou Maochun, I will certainly fulfill your wishes!” He said harshly.

“Your Majesty, this Lady Qi is…” Zhou Maochun hurriedly spoke again.

“You shut up. Say one more word and I’ll immediately have you beaten to death with clubs.” The Emperor roared angrily.

Zhou Maochun had no choice but to fall silent.

While the Emperor spoke, he raised his hand. The eunuchs understood and shouted loudly to summon her.

The calls echoed out.

“Summon?”

Hearing this, Chen Shi was also very surprised, turning to look at Qi Yue.

After all her efforts and scheming, she hadn’t gotten the Emperor to agree to see her, yet she had merely reported a name.

If she’d known this, she would have met him before New Year’s and wouldn’t have had all these troubles!

Chen Shi shook her head with mixed emotions, not knowing what to say.

Here, Qi Yue took a deep breath and stepped forward.

Chen Shi hurriedly followed but was stopped by a eunuch.

“Miss, you cannot go.” The fat eunuch hurriedly said.

Chen Shi had to stop.

“Yueniang, when you see His Majesty, don’t talk too much. Just kneel down and properly admit your fault.” She instructed.

Qi Yue nodded and followed the eunuch away.

Watching this woman leave, the fat eunuch couldn’t help but look at Chen Shi.

“This lady, is this not your first time seeing His Majesty?” he asked.

Chen Shi looked at him uncomprehendingly.

“Why ask that?” she asked.

This was itself an answer. The fat eunuch’s expression became even more surprised.

This young lady was seeing the Emperor for the first time? How was she not nervous at all? He remembered when he first saw the Emperor, he was trembling all over with nervousness, and that was after he’d already been in the palace for three years.

In the great hall, the ministers kept their heads down. The Emperor’s rage was controlled at will; now his expression was already calm. It looked peaceful, but this peace was somewhat suffocating.

It seemed like a long time passed, yet also seemed not long at all, when the hall doors were pulled open.

“Lady Qi of Qianjin Hall requests audience.” The eunuch’s voice sounded from outside.

Qi Yue stood outside the door, repeatedly thinking one phrase in her heart.

I’m going to see a living Emperor!

Then she took a deep breath and lifted her skirt to step over the threshold.

After walking just a few steps, the barely audible voice of the guiding eunuch reached her ears.

Kneel…

This was probably the merit of those five thousand taels of silver—guidance on proper etiquette.

Although she extremely disliked kneeling, she could be vague with other people, but with the Emperor, that probably wouldn’t work.

Qi Yue knelt down after entering the great hall for more than ten steps.

“Civilian woman Qi Yueniang pays respects to Your Majesty.” She said clearly.

In the great hall, except for Zhou Maochun, all the other ministers stood with bowed heads, and even the Emperor seemed tired, leaning against the dragon throne with lowered gaze.

When this voice came, everyone was stunned.

This old woman’s voice was quite pleasant, and she sounded very young too.

Yueniang?

The Emperor was startled. This name…

He lifted his eyes and immediately saw the person kneeling on the ground far away.

She wore apricot-colored robes, with black hair piled high, adorned with two pearl hairpins that trembled with her kowtowing.

Black hair!

Black hair!

The Emperor suddenly sat up straight, casually grabbing a memorial and holding it before his eyes.

The great hall fell silent again.

Qi Yue knelt on the ground somewhat puzzled, yet also relieved.

This kind of thing where you come in and the leader acts as if they haven’t seen you to express dissatisfaction—she’d seen it many times.

So she said nothing more and knelt there obediently.

Some ministers secretly lifted their eyelids to look at the Emperor, seeing him actually reading a memorial, and naturally understood this was the Emperor deliberately wanting to humiliate this woman, so they all lowered their eyes again and remained motionless.

Behind the memorial, the Emperor’s mind had already connected all the events.

Yongqing Prefecture, Lady Qi!

Yongqing Prefecture, wife of the Marquis Dingxi’s heir!

Lady Qi Yueniang of Qianjin Hall!

Yueniang, wife of the Marquis Dingxi’s heir!

It was a country doctor who cured her…

That woman walking calmly out of the Li family’s main gate…

Life-saving grace, truly deserving…

Zhou Maochun found Lady Qi…

Zhou Maochun acknowledged an adopted daughter…

Damn it all! What a messy situation! The Emperor slammed the memorial on the table with a bang.

This sudden sound made everyone jump.

Qi Yue also hurriedly knelt properly.

“Speak!” The Emperor said through gritted teeth.

Speak what?

Who speaks?

Everyone was confused.

But here Qi Yue had already begun speaking.

“Civilian woman brought one disciple, two maidservants, and four guards to the northern desert before New Year’s to seek relatives. Due to treating wounded soldiers and conflicting with the Zhang Ye garrison’s military doctors, in a fit of anger went to the front lines to participate in treating wounded soldiers. Witnessing the tragic nature of warfare and the pitiful state of wounded soldiers, decided to fulfill a doctor’s duty. Later, twenty-four people from civilian woman’s Qianjin Hall in Yongqing Prefecture arrived, and civilian woman discussed wounded soldier treatment with them. Finally formed surgical bandaging nursing battlefield teams. Because battlefield treatment differs from usual clinical practice, to avoid temporary panic, requested garrison officers and soldiers to assist and conducted six preliminary drills, then participated in four battlefield treatments along the border route.”

The clear female voice, with appropriate pace and cadence, rang out in the great hall.

Everyone present was stunned again.

Even the Emperor’s expression grew slightly focused.

He had told this woman to speak—generally speaking, at this point shouldn’t she be saying she was guilty, how she regretted it, then begging His Majesty’s forgiveness and such… nonsense?

This woman’s words—such a short passage was actually… so logically clear with cause and effect, numbers and evidence…

“…This matter all began with civilian woman’s initial conflict with military doctors over pride, then due to a doctor’s conscience unable to abandon patients, and was not intentional unreasonable troublemaking, much less daring to treat soldiers and generals as playthings. Zhou Maochun repeatedly advised against it, but civilian woman stubbornly refused to listen. During battlefield treatment, time was tight and tasks heavy… cough… civilian woman had to train disciples in a short time while preparing large quantities of medical supplies, failing to fully report and request instructions. Because civilian woman’s treatment methods differed from usual military medical practices, causing doubt and confusion among everyone. This was civilian woman’s fault, but civilian woman absolutely dares not treat soldiers and generals as playthings or delay military affairs. Please Your Majesty investigate clearly.”

She finished speaking in one breath, then kowtowed again with her forehead to the ground.

Very good—in just two short paragraphs, she had pushed this matter toward being a misunderstanding, with herself taking full responsibility.

The ministers nodded secretly.

It seemed the expert behind this woman was very capable!

Qi Yue lay prostrate on the ground and hadn’t felt anything while speaking, but after finishing, her heart was pounding hard.

This was like reporting work to the dean and others—say less nonsense, don’t mention hardships and grievances, abandon empty rhetoric, first get straight to the point with data and process—this way you could fight for more benefits for your department.

She hoped this Emperor could adapt to this kind of reporting style.

Quite talkative when she wants to be—what’s with playing mute?

The Emperor looked at the woman prostrate on the ground and snorted quietly to himself.

However…

His expression darkened a few shades.

“According to what you say, all these memorials of impeachment are just their stupidity and misunderstanding of you?” He said sinisterly.

This Emperor’s way of speaking really was…

This voice somehow sounded familiar.

She hadn’t caught it from that single word earlier, but hearing this sentence now…

Qi Yue was slightly surprised in her heart but absolutely didn’t dare raise her head to look.

“Civilian woman dares not, it’s just that professions have their specializations—outsiders watch the excitement while insiders see the true methods.” She said.

The Emperor gave a cold laugh, picking up the memorials before him and slapping them on the dragon desk with loud sounds.

“The methods you speak of are quite exciting indeed, and this outsider finds listening quite entertaining too.” He said coldly, “Do you think that with these few words, everything will be fine?”

Zhou Maochun couldn’t bear it any longer.

“Your Majesty, when they say I was playing around, it’s playing around? When I say I wasn’t playing around, why doesn’t Your Majesty believe me?” Zhou Maochun still said with a stiff neck.

“Because I’m an outsider.” The Emperor said neither warmly nor coldly.

Zhou Maochun was speechless with anger.

Qi Yue was also somewhat depressed.

“You all speak of methods that you understand, but I can’t understand them.” The Emperor continued, “They say what isn’t what, but what you say should be what? I’m sick of watching these verbal lawsuits.”

“Then Your Majesty means you want to see something that isn’t verbal lawsuits?” Qi Yue couldn’t help saying again, slightly raising her eyes to dimly see the high dragon desk more than ten steps ahead and a corner of bright yellow robes.

The Emperor instinctively reached for a memorial, seeing that the woman was still keeping her head down, he couldn’t help but shift his position, seemingly avoiding having others notice his earlier discomfort.

“…Civilian woman participated in four battles this trip, treating a total of 765 wounded soldiers, of which seriously wounded…” she continued.

Some minister couldn’t stand it anymore and coughed.

“Isn’t this still a verbal lawsuit? You say you saved them, you say it’s however many—how is what you say credible?” He said in a low voice.

Zhou Maochun wasn’t afraid of the Emperor, but he wasn’t afraid of this minister either, grabbing a memorial from the ground and throwing it at the minister.

“Qiao Liusheng! Is it your turn to ask questions!” He cursed.

That minister was unprepared for being hit and was both ashamed and angry.

“Zhou Maochun!” He shouted angrily, about to speak when another shout came from outside the hall.

“Your Majesty, urgent report from northern desert military preparations!”

Urgent report? Military preparations?

The great hall quieted for a moment.

More memorials impeaching Zhou Maochun and others had arrived.

Then everyone thought this in their hearts.

That minister also stopped speaking, giving Zhou Maochun a cold smile with some disdain, flicking his sleeves.

You’re dead for sure.

The Emperor’s expression was also very ugly, his gaze looking at the woman still prostrate on the ground, then at Zhou Maochun.

At this point, neither of these two could be saved, so then… forget it.

His expression was indifferent as he raised his hand.

“Summon.” The eunuch shouted loudly.

Chapter 367: Imperial Audience
Hearing the words from inside, Chang Yuncheng outside breathed a sigh of relief.

He took out from his sleeve the last remaining banknote from what he had distributed along the way, and under the pretense of helping the eunuchs carry the box, slipped it into their sleeves.

“Thank you for your hard work,” he said in a low voice.

Whether he was thanking the two eunuchs for the hard work of carrying the box, or for the hard work of announcing him, was unclear.

The two eunuchs carried the box inward with expressionless faces, but Chang Yuncheng still saw one of them tighten his sleeve.

Chang Yuncheng stood watching the two men, his face weary and eyes full of red threads, but his expression was relaxed.

Fortunately, he had made it in time…

When footsteps sounded, everyone in the great hall looked over.

Two eunuchs came hurrying in carrying a wooden box.

So many!

Everyone in the great hall looked surprised, while the Emperor’s expression showed suppressed anger.

“Just put it there!” he suddenly shouted.

The eunuchs were startled and stood in place.

“You spoke of excitement—let’s also see what others have to say.” The Emperor said coldly.

This was directed at her, so Qi Yue instinctively raised her head to look toward the central throne.

The Emperor was looking at her.

Qi Yue also saw the Emperor clearly for the first time.

Although there was some distance between them, but…

Her eyes immediately widened.

Eh? Isn’t this…

“Take a good look.” The Emperor said lightly.

Whether he meant look at himself clearly or…

With a thud, the two eunuchs placed the box in front of Qi Yue, also blocking her view of the Emperor.

Qi Yue was startled back to her senses by this thud.

A layer of sweat appeared on her forehead.

Not from fear, but from surprise.

My goodness, how melodramatic—there’s actually a plot twist of meeting but not recognizing each other!

Bah, meeting my ass—how could there be so many chance encounters in this world!

She quickly recalled whether there had been anything improper in their two encounters. Fortunately, everything had been normal.

“Look.”

The Emperor’s voice dropped down from above.

Qi Yue hurriedly stopped her wild thoughts and casually picked up a memorial from the top of the box.

“…These are all memorials impeaching you two. One or two could be nonsense and misunderstandings, but three, four, five, six—are they all misunderstandings and nonsense too? Where there’s no wind, waves don’t rise; flies don’t buzz around seamless eggs…”

The Emperor said with a cold laugh, his anger that had never been extinguished now blazing even more fiercely—whether because he suddenly discovered this Lady Qi wasn’t the Lady Qi he had imagined, or because this Lady Qi was exactly the Lady Qi he had been mindful of in his heart, in any case, the chaotic mess stirred his anger to even greater heights.

He simply stood up and paced back and forth above, talking as he walked, and gradually began cursing again.

The ministers all fell silent. Since the Emperor was angry, there were these two fools to bear the brunt of it now, so they could just wait and watch the show.

The Emperor cursed for a while, then couldn’t help but look at that woman again, to see if she was still so calm or had already been frightened to tears.

This time he got his wish—that woman indeed looked unusual, with tears glimmering in her eyes.

The Emperor snorted heavily.

If you knew this would happen, why did you do it in the first place!

Now you know to cry—too late!

Zhou Maochun also noticed Qi Yue’s unusual state, sighed heavily in his heart, and regardless of the Emperor’s presence, walked over to her.

“You silly girl, why did you have to do this?” he sighed, “Was it worth it…”

“It was worth it.” Qi Yue said, her voice somewhat choked.

Zhou Maochun shook his head.

“It was worth it.” Qi Yue said again. This time tears really did fall, dropping onto the memorial.

She seemed startled, hurriedly shaking out the memorial and being careful not to damage it at all.

Then she picked up another memorial.

“Don’t look anymore. You can’t understand what these people are saying anyway.” Zhou Maochun said, reaching out to stop her, his gaze falling on the memorial in Qi Yue’s hands, slightly startled.

This didn’t look like a memorial, but rather a simple notebook.

This?

Qi Yue looked through the notebook she had just picked up.

“…Third month, sixth day, clear, cold wind. Following Lady Qi’s regulations, making rounds. Light injury Ward Five, one hundred people, thirty-two with high fever, used remaining medicinal soup twice, others without incident, thirteen can be discharged…”

She sniffled and turned to the next page.

“…Seriously injured patient Wang Dahu, spear wound through chest, wound red and swollen, high fever and delirium, dressing changes not reducing fever. Following Lady Qi’s regulations, used two penicillin injections, will observe effect tomorrow…”

Looking at these pages of writing, she seemed to see the wounded soldiers’ camp. Without herself and Qianjin Hall’s disciples, the military doctors coming and going had not decreased.

“…I’m in charge of the light injury ward. Do you have enough people? Should I come help?”

“No need, no need, don’t mess up the… what was it… department?”

“Hurry, hurry… the disinfectant medicine soup hasn’t been sprinkled here yet…”

“…These medicines are for oral consumption…”

“…I’ll change your dressing, bear with the pain…”

They moved through different wards, following the rules she had left behind, clumsily but persistently adhering to them.

“…My name is Sun Sanniu, I can’t write, dictated by military doctor Kuang Peng. I belong to the seventh battalion, Squad A under defense officer Miao Dazhuang at Bailiu Pass. While defending the pass, I was wounded in the leg by an Eastern barbarian’s saber. At that time, Qianjin Hall disciple Guo Rong bandaged me and sent me to the light injury camp. Later, Qianjin Hall disciple Wu Wei cleaned and dressed my wound and gave me oral pills, one per day. Today is the tenth of the third month. I can now walk on the ground, and my wound has healed…”

In the room, a somewhat timid wounded soldier sat on the bed, speaking while watching the military doctor in front of him write, then clumsily dipped in red ink and pressed it on the paper.

On the other side of the room, another wounded soldier was already impatient. When the military doctor stood before him, he hurriedly began speaking.

“My name is Shi Gousheng… what are you laughing at… that’s what my mother called me… I have no other name. Doctor, do you need to write this sentence too? Then write it. Fine, I won’t say useless things… My name is Shi Gousheng, I can’t write, dictated by military doctor Ge Li. I belong to the eighth battalion, Squad D under Miao Dazhuang at Bailiu Pass. I’m a squad leader. While defending the pass, I was hit in the head by an Eastern barbarian’s flying stone and fell from the city wall. Qianjin Hall’s Zhang Tong sutured and set my bones. Today is the tenth of the third month. I still can’t walk on the ground, but I’m in good spirits and just need to rest my bones. Military doctor Qiao Minghua confirmed I’ll be able to walk normally in half a month…”

One by one, the bright red handprints made Qi Yue’s vision somewhat blurry.

“Hurry, record these well and send them by fast horse…”

A cloth bundle was tied to a soldier’s chest as he spurred his horse and galloped away.

All the post stations along the route had already received advance instructions and were ready with horses for the relay. The soldier galloped up, dismounted, grabbed the dry rations handed by the post officer with one hand while taking the reins with the other, and galloped off again almost without his feet touching the ground.

This kind of relay occurred almost every day—day by day, bundle by bundle, accumulating into the current boxful.

When they left, the injuries were in their initial stages and the effects couldn’t be seen. During this nearly month-long journey, whether these wounded soldiers lived or died, how they healed—all could basically be determined now.

So Chang Yuncheng had visited every post station and pass along the way…

So after seeing that she and Zhou Maochun had both safely entered the capital and wouldn’t be troubled, he had disappeared…

These documents that didn’t go through military channels, that had to be timed precisely yet still delivered at the fastest possible speed… this evidence.

Not empty words, not simple descriptions, but vivid comparisons, vivid numbers.

When they were found guilty and taken away, when no one saw them off or inquired about them with cold indifference, it would be a lie to say Qi Yue wasn’t uncomfortable.

So greetings and warmth didn’t necessarily have to be expressed at the time.

These annoying people! Always bullying others like this!

Qi Yue wiped her tears and picked up another notebook, seeing a familiar name: Qiao Minghua.

In a low, cramped room under dim oil lamps, Qiao Minghua was writing furiously, with a thick stack of notebooks piled before him.

“…Zhang Ye garrison military doctor Qiao Minghua’s seventh year, third month record. This year’s first battle, Bailiu Pass, six hundred wounded…”

Seventh year?

Were there other years?

Qi Yue put this one down, wiped her tears, and rummaged through the box. She indeed found a thick stack of notebooks, many yellowed with age.

Zhang Ye garrison military doctor Qiao Minghua’s Baoyuan third year record…

Songshan Fort military doctor Qiao Minghua’s Taihe second year record…

“Good, good!” Zhou Maochun was also holding one of these records now, his expression excited, “This boy has heart—he’s been keeping records all these years. Look, look, these casualty records, now look at this time. This isn’t a verbal lawsuit, this is iron evidence… good, good, he has heart.”

As he spoke, he too became somewhat choked up.

These bottom-level military doctors whom he had never regarded highly, who didn’t even deserve to be called doctors in his estimation, whose status was lower than that of any common soldier and who seemed dispensable—it turned out they too could accomplish something, something that at certain moments could determine life and death.

The key was that they had such perseverance, recording these dry, boring data. Not just dry and boring, but despairing—recording once meant watching that helplessness replay before their eyes again. To persist for so many years required such strong mental fortitude.

Zhou Maochun carefully counted.

“He’s been there for more than ten years,” Qi Yue said.

Zhou Maochun continued counting carefully through Qiao Minghua’s notebooks before nodding.

“Thirteen years, including two notebooks from his master,” he said, “organized by him.”

Their unusual behavior puzzled everyone else.

How were they chatting?

Weren’t these impeachment memorials?

She did cry, but it didn’t seem like frightened crying or desperate crying, but rather… excited?

Happy?

Being impeached would make someone excited and happy?

“Zhou Maochun, do you know your crime…” the minister who had been hit by Zhou Maochun earlier couldn’t help but shout again.

Before he could finish, Zhou Maochun grabbed the notebook in his hand and made as if to throw it.

This time the minister was prepared—he raised his arm and jumped aside.

Zhou Maochun put the notebook down.

The minister snorted. Really, at death’s door…

Before he could finish snorting, he saw Zhou Maochun feeling around on the ground, grabbing a memorial and throwing it hard at him.

The minister was hit again and cried out.

“Bah, this is more suitable for hitting you with,” Zhou Maochun muttered, carefully putting the notebook away.

The minister was even more ashamed and angry.

“Zhou Maochun, you’re at death’s door…” he shouted.

Zhou Maochun jumped up.

“You’re the one at death’s door!” he shouted, “Thinking that with these… these…”

He bent down again, picking up the memorials the Emperor had thrown down and hurling them all at the minister.

“Just with these, you can kill me…” he laughed heartily, “These damn memorials! These damn memorials are worth nothing!”

Before the ministers could speak again, he stepped forward, gathered the notebooks and memorials from the box, and held them up toward the Emperor.

Oh my, this old fellow has gone mad!

Throwing things at ministers was one thing, but did he want to throw them at the Emperor too?

“Your Majesty, what they say doesn’t count, what I say doesn’t count either. I won’t fight a verbal lawsuit—I want to fight a real lawsuit!” he shouted loudly, kneeling on the ground and pushing all these items forward.

Chapter 368: One Night
These memorials…

The ministers in the great hall were somewhat puzzled, and the Emperor also frowned, looking at the somewhat frenzied Zhou Maochun.

How did Zhou Maochun become so excited after reading these, as if he’d gone into heat?

Were these memorials not impeachments but praise?

Even so, there was no need to be so excited.

Zhou Maochun wasn’t finished after pushing these memorials forward—he turned around to pick up the scattered memorials on the ground.

“Keep them all, I’ll keep them all properly. Nobody rush—let’s settle accounts one by one!” he muttered as he collected them.

The ministers in the great hall all darkened their faces.

The night was deep when a eunuch carefully brought over a palace lantern and placed it on the desk.

There were already four lamps on the desk, illuminating the surroundings as bright as day.

The Emperor leaned against the dragon bed reading a notebook and suddenly laughed.

“Look at this one—this person is actually called Wu Gaizi.” He pointed to the notebook in his hand.

A nearby eunuch hurriedly played up to him, though of course he didn’t dare actually look, just going through the motions.

“Wu Gaizi? ‘I deserve it’—he really dares to call himself that.” The eunuch laughed in his thin voice.

The Emperor continued reading with a smile, laughing occasionally and frowning from time to time. This time, unlike when he usually read memorials quickly, he was reading very slowly.

A eunuch glanced at the mere four or five notebooks on the desk, then at the wooden box still full of them.

What were these things that had His Majesty so absorbed?

Light footsteps sounded outside, and a red-robed eunuch walked in.

“Your Majesty, it’s getting quite late.” Cai Zhong said with a low laugh.

The Emperor’s gaze didn’t leave the notebook as he waved his hand.

“Always sleeping on schedule is really boring. Staying up late once in a while is also good.” He said.

Even sleeping had become boring…

Cai Zhong was both amused and exasperated.

The lights in the great hall stayed on until dawn broke in the east.

The Emperor put down a yellowed notebook. A nearby eunuch hurriedly handed him a hot towel. After wiping his face, the Emperor rubbed his eyes.

“Your Majesty, please rest a while. You can’t go on like this.” Cai Zhong said with deep concern.

The Emperor hummed in response, glancing at the box still with a bottom full of notebooks.

“I’ll look at these after noon.” He said.

Still going to read more? What were these things that had the Emperor reading with such keen interest?

The eunuchs were very surprised.

Zhou Maochun had been jumping up and down in the great hall, crying and making a scene about wanting to fight a lawsuit and confront those who impeached him, but was driven out by the Emperor.

Could these be evidence of crimes by those who impeached him, obtained by Zhou Maochun?

“Where’s Zhou Maochun? Did he really go to the Ministry of Justice prison?” The Emperor asked, wiping his face with the hot towel and remembering something.

Speaking of this, Cai Zhong was somewhat helpless.

“Yes. No amount of persuasion worked—he’s stubbornly staying in the prison and won’t leave.” He said.

The Emperor laughed and threw down the hot towel.

“If he likes staying there, let him stay. Why stop him?” He said, then got up and headed inside.

Cai Zhong’s mind went through several turns.

What the Emperor most feared and resented was being threatened by others.

If this Zhou Maochun really had dirt on others, the smart thing to do would be to cry about his own injustice and make this big matter small and the small matter disappear. How could he make such a fuss instead?

This wasn’t just saying those people had wronged him, but that the Emperor had wronged him.

For a minister, never mind if the Emperor hadn’t wronged you—so what if he really had wronged you?

“Thunder and rain, dew and frost—all are imperial grace.” Were these just empty words?

Zhou Maochun clearly had a chance to turn things around but insisted on courting death.

Cai Zhong shook his head.

It seemed this matter would end like this.

Keeping his life would be the best outcome.

As he was thinking with his head down, the Emperor, who had walked to the curtain, suddenly stopped.

“Tell the duty officers not to touch these memorials. Put the newly delivered ones aside for now.” He said.

Cai Zhong responded with a yes.

But the Emperor thought of something else and waved his hand.

“No need to say anything—Li Tong knows.” He said.

Cai Zhong’s heart jumped violently.

Li Tong?

“Your Majesty, Li Tong is following Your Majesty’s orders to guard the city gate…” He said hesitantly with a forced smile.

The Emperor didn’t turn around, lifting the curtain with one hand.

“I sent him to receive people, and the people have been received. What’s he still doing there? Either he’s blind or he wants to stay there for life?” He said lightly.

The curtain fell and footsteps faded away.

Cai Zhong let out a breath.

Understood!

What twists and turns, back and forth—this Emperor’s thoughts were truly hard to guess!

“Grandpa, let this humble one serve you to rest…” A eunuch about thirty years old bowed and scraped with a fawning smile.

Cai Zhong gave him a kick.

“Serve what? Who are you serving? Instead of sharing His Majesty’s burdens, what are you fussing about?” He scolded irritably, “Hurry up and invite Li Tong back. There’s so much to do here—can you handle it all?”

The eunuch was scolded into confusion but didn’t dare delay, scrambling out.

At this time, the city gate had just opened.

As the weather warmed, more and more people entered the city earlier and earlier.

A horse carriage came charging up first, and the driver casually cracked his whip irritably.

“You dog-spawned bastard, dawdling around—when will you open the gate! If you delay my master’s important business, can you bear the responsibility?” He cursed.

Li Tong couldn’t dodge in time and was struck on the shoulder.

“How dare you! Where did this madman come from? This is our Lord Li…” A small soldier couldn’t stand it and shouted angrily.

But the driver wasn’t afraid at all and even spat.

“Lord Li? I’m hitting you! Never mind you, a Lord Li who guards city gates—even if Lord Huo of your Five-City Military Commissioner’s Office saw my master’s carriage, he’d have to yield three points!” The driver cursed.

Before his words finished, something came flying at his face. The driver couldn’t dodge and was hit right in the face, immediately reeking terribly.

It was a clump of horse manure.

“Fuck your grandmother.” Someone cursed at the same time, “Get down and kowtow to Lord Li!”

The driver was both angry and startled, wiping his face messily with his sleeve before seeing several people charging over, led by a young master in brocade robes with four servants behind him, one still holding horse manure.

“Rebellion! Rebellion! Don’t you see whose carriage this is…” The driver shrieked.

Before he finished, the servant raised his hand again.

The driver crouched to dodge, and with a splat, the manure hit the carriage.

Seeing the crowd was numerous and aggressive, the driver—a man who could bend and stretch, sizing up the situation—cracked his whip and charged through.

“Grandsons, you just wait!” He left this parting shot as man and carriage disappeared.

Fan Yilin hadn’t expected the fellow to run so fast and angrily wanted to chase after him, but Li Tong quickly stopped him.

“Why get angry with a driver?” He laughed.

“Yes, yes, that’s the carriage of Censor-in-Chief Wu’s family.” A small soldier said worriedly.

“Relying on others’ power—I just can’t stand this.” Fan Yilin cursed.

Haven’t you always been like this too?

Everyone around thought this but didn’t dare say it.

Fan Yilin sat down huffily in a nearby shelter.

Li Tong calmly poured him tea.

“You’re not angry?” Fan Yilin asked angrily.

“I’m not angry. I made a mistake, and His Majesty is punishing me.” Li Tong said.

Meaning: His Majesty sent me here to be mistreated. This was all expected.

Fan Yilin sighed.

“Don’t worry. Lady Qi is back, and those troublemakers will soon quiet down. His Majesty will definitely…” He said.

Before he could finish, hurried footsteps sounded from the street.

Seven or eight men in official uniforms gathered around, glaring fiercely.

“Who is Li Tong?” The leader, a dark-faced man, shouted, shaking chains that clanged loudly.

More trouble?

The small soldiers immediately stepped aside.

“I am.” Li Tong said.

“Take him away!” The man waved his hand.

Seven or eight people immediately surrounded them. Fan Yilin jumped up.

“What are you doing? How dare you…” He shouted.

“Young master, someone has accused City Guard Li Tong of unauthorized searches and demanding money. We’re ordered to take him back for questioning. You’d better not obstruct our duties.” The leader shouted.

Before Fan Yilin could explode, someone else spoke nearby.

“I say, Fan Yilin, why are you so eager to jump out and speak? What’s your purpose?”

Fan Yilin and the others looked over to see a young gentleman swaggering over with seven or eight household servants behind him.

“Trouble—this is the son of Left Vice Minister Han of the Ministry of Justice, who Lord Li stopped and searched a few days ago.” The small soldiers recognized him, their faces darkening again as they retreated further.

This was killing them. Whether Li Tong was naturally unlucky or people were deliberately making trouble for him, these short days guarding the city gate had fully proven the saying about beating a dog in the water. The subordinate soldiers didn’t respect him, and those causing trouble at the gate appeared daily.

“Speak! Are you two in collusion? Is my ancestral jade pendant that Li Tong seized also your doing?” Young Master Han shouted loudly.

Fan Yilin spat.

“Han, what kind of character are you? Ancestral jade pendant? You’d be lucky to have a stone to wear!” He cursed.

Young Master Han’s face darkened at the insult. In normal times, he would yield three points to this Fan Yilin, but today was different!

Young Master Han spat back without courtesy.

“Men, take them away. Whether it’s true or not, we’ll know after a trip to the yamen for questioning.” He waved his hand.

The scene immediately became chaotic. Though Fan Yilin had fewer servants, they followed their master’s nature of not fearing trouble, desperately surrounding Fan Yilin and Li Tong and scuffling with the seven or eight constables.

These constables were still constables and knew what kind of people Fan Yilin and Li Tong were. Not looking at the monk’s face but the Buddha’s—they shouted fiercely but didn’t dare really use force. The situation became somewhat stalemated, and the area around the city gate was already packed three layers deep with peddlers and vendors gathering around.

Seeing so many people still couldn’t take down one Li Tong, Young Master Han became anxious.

“Little bastard, I see you won’t drink the toast so you’ll drink the penalty wine…” He cursed, rolling up his sleeves to personally charge forward. Just then, urgent hoofbeats accompanied by the crack of whips clearing the way burst in with seven or eight people.

Seeing this scene, the mounted man didn’t wait for his horse to stop before jumping down, striding over to grab Young Master Han’s shoulder, then smoothly threw him down.

Young Master Han was caught off guard and thrown flat on his back.

Immediately, pained cries and curses drowned out all other noise.

“You little bastard! You’ve got the heart of a bear and the gall of a leopard! Daring to cause trouble at the city gate!”

An even more shrill voice of rage rang out.

This voice made Young Master Han’s curses stop. He looked up dizzily from the ground at the person before him.

“Big brother! You came just in time.” He hurriedly called out pitifully. “This Li bastard detained…”

Before he could finish, the man in front of him stepped on his face, blocking his words.

The scene fell momentarily quiet.

The constables also stopped, looking at this man.

This man was none other than the Han family’s eldest son!

Young Master Han’s back was already soaked with sweat—despite rushing desperately, he was still a step too late!

Last night he had been on duty at the Ministry of Justice and been troubled by Zhou Maochun all night. When he saw Zhou Maochun insisting on staying in prison, sweat broke out on his forehead.

Prison was not a place just anyone could enter if they wanted to!

Originally, Zhou Maochun coming wouldn’t be surprising—they had prepared for this these days—but Zhou Maochun coming like this meant he shouldn’t come, which paradoxically meant he wouldn’t come.

This string of coming and not coming circled in his mind, but Young Master Han wasn’t confused—he was instantly clear!

Trouble—the seemingly certain impeachment of Zhou Maochun had changed!

He immediately rushed home and indeed learned from his father what had happened in the great hall. Though inquiries to the military circuit about the sent memorials also yielded confusion about their contents, this didn’t prevent everyone from quickly judging the situation.

Zhou Maochun couldn’t be touched…

So naturally, those connected to Zhou Maochun’s incident also couldn’t be touched…

The Han father and son were glad they hadn’t submitted memorials this time. After analysis, they had just settled down to sleep when dawn broke. Just as he lay down, Young Master Han remembered a small matter—his worthless younger brother had borrowed some constables to handle something.

For Young Master Han, this was truly a trivial matter, but when he remembered who the person involved was, he lost all sleepiness and rushed out without even changing clothes.

Zhou Maochun was making his own fuss about going to prison—could Li Tong’s return to the palace to serve before the Emperor be far off?

If he couldn’t see through this situation, he might as well leave the capital early.

Young Master Han was completely stunned at being publicly stepped on. What stunned him more was that his big brother, whose expression looked like he wanted to swallow him whole, was actually striding quickly toward Li Tong, and in a flash put on an enthusiastic smile.

“Lord Li, are you alright?” He asked with worry, panic, and concern.

Young Master Han and all the surrounding constables stared in amazement.

Even facing his own father, Young Master Han wasn’t so servile, was he?

Had this fellow taken the wrong medicine?

Fan Yilin and Li Tong were also momentarily stunned.

As people the world saw as disappointing sons, these legitimate eldest sons of great families wouldn’t even deign to look at them much, let alone associate with them.

As the saying goes, birds of a feather flock together.

How could this young master from the higher class, with whom they’d never interacted, suddenly be so… polite to them from the lower class?

While they were stunned, more hoofbeats sounded, accompanied by the swish of whips. The watching crowd skillfully opened a path.

“Lord Li!” A soft, shrill voice called out.

This was the unique tone of eunuchs, and everyone saw that the four or five mounted men were indeed palace eunuchs. They hurriedly dismounted, spotted Li Tong, and came over with smiles and outstretched hands.

“Oh my Lord Li, you’ve been hard to find.” The eunuch smiled, speaking while taking Li Tong’s hand. “Quick, quick, they’re waiting for you to take over duties. We mustn’t delay.”

When these words were spoken, everyone’s minds exploded with understanding!

Young Master Han was sweating even more profusely.

He had guessed about returning to the palace but hadn’t expected it to be so soon!

He felt another wave of fear—fortunately he’d come quickly, otherwise if this Li Tong had really been taken to prison by his brother, how would that have ended!

Thinking of this, he glared fiercely at his brother still lying on the ground.

“See how I deal with you!” He said through gritted teeth, then turned to Li Tong with an even more respectful and amiable expression. “My lord, you handle your business first. Don’t worry about this matter—I’ll definitely give you a proper explanation…”

“Explanation?” The nearby eunuch heard this and, sensing something was wrong, immediately raised his eyebrows and asked coldly, “What explanation? What happened?”

Young Master Han’s sweat immediately dripped down as he looked at Li Tong, his heart in his throat.

Just then, more commotion came from outside.

“It’s here, it’s here, that Li fellow…”

Another seven or eight people rushed in, led by the driver from earlier, followed by a young master in brocade robes, equally arrogant.

“Li Tong, you dared to block my family’s carriage, you…” The young master in brocade came in shouting loudly, scanning the scene as he spoke, then suddenly froze.

He saw Li Tong and Fan Yilin, saw the eunuch standing before Li Tong—that was the godgrandson of Grand Eunuch Cai Zhong, saw Young Master Han of the Ministry of Justice who was about to be promoted to Minister, saw Young Master Han lying on the ground with a clear footprint on his face, and most importantly, saw the expressions of the eunuch and Young Master Han.

That humble, fawning, timid, worried, agitated, fearful look…

“Young Master Wu, what am I ‘good’ at?” Li Tong asked, looking at this charging young master.

Young Master Wu didn’t hesitate, immediately kicking down the aggressive driver in front of him.

“You’re too good to give face! Such a treacherous slave, and you’re still so polite—he should have been beaten to death on the spot!” He shouted angrily.

All the onlookers, including Fan Yilin who was most skilled at reading the wind and speaking lies without blinking, dropped their jaws.

Good—truly worthy of being the Censor-in-Chief’s son. Look at this speed of observing in all directions, listening everywhere, reading expressions, bending and stretching, and speaking black as white with such adaptability. Everyone admitted inferiority.

What was really going on?

Even a fool could see these people had come aggressively to trouble this Lord Li, so how had they all changed like this in an instant?

Li Tong hurriedly left with the eunuchs. Though Li Tong said nothing, the cold, sinister look from Cai Zhong’s godgrandson before leaving still chilled the hearts of Young Master Han, Young Master Wu, and the others.

Fan Yilin also mounted his horse and, copying the eunuch’s manner, swept his gaze over these people.

“I told you long ago, but you wouldn’t believe…” He said slowly, then snorted and said nothing more before spurring his horse away.

This snort from Fan Yilin, who was usually verbose and would make trouble even without reason, chilled everyone’s hearts again.

They could see Li Tong was honest and even-tempered, so offending him should be easy to smooth over, but Fan Yilin was different—he was one to seek revenge for the smallest slight and create trouble from nothing!

“It’s all because of you, bastard!” Young Master Han kicked out.

Young Master Han, who had just stood up and was rubbing his face, immediately fell down again, his hand hitting his own nose, causing blood to flow as he let out a dry wail.

Young Master Wu wasn’t to be outdone, viciously kicking the pale, trembling driver.

“Tie up this wicked slave and make him kneel before this city gate for three days and nights!” He shouted.

As people left the city gate area and the spectators dispersed, those small soldiers were still in a daze.

“What, what, what happened?” One asked stupidly.

“What else could it be? Lord Li has been restored to his position.” Another, more clever one said.

When this was said, everyone felt mixed emotions.

Restored to his position?

Back to being a close imperial attendant?

“Then we probably won’t see him anymore, will we?” One murmured.

“Obviously not.” Someone replied.

Such close ministers were worlds apart from these small soldiers in status. Being able to meet once in this lifetime would be difficult, let alone forming connections!

Thinking of this, everyone felt even more bitter.

Actually, they had originally had the chance to form connections. If they had treated Lord Li well while he was here, surely he would have remembered them. Having such a great man remember you and mentioning your name when the opportunity arose—wouldn’t that mean a bright future?

It was just a pity that not only had they not formed connections or shown goodwill, but they had treated him with cold indifference, harsh words, and mockery…

The several men looked at the now-empty street, regretting until their guts turned green.

How could they not have thought of it?

How could they not have treated him well?

But how could they have thought of it? How would they have dared?

For a fallen person, who would think about whether he might rise again? For a fallen person, to curry favor with certain others, what everyone had to do was compete to step on him. Who would risk offending those not yet fallen for the sake of someone who had fallen?

Seeing the long term was perhaps life’s most difficult thing.

More hoofbeats approached—this time it was someone familiar.

The small soldiers stood at attention, looking at their direct superior.

The man in official robes swept his cold gaze over them.

“Why are there only you few?” The man asked. “Where are the other four?”

Their people had never been complete. Each time only three came, and then Li Tong had to cover for one person. In all their time at the city gate, except when absolutely necessary to return for changing clothes and washing, Li Tong had basically never left.

These matters were surely known by those above. Otherwise, how would they dare act this way without tacit approval and backing from above? But now it was only them who would take the blame and suffer…

“Tell them they don’t need to come anymore!”

Sure enough, the man didn’t wait for an answer, threw down this sentence, and spurred his horse away.

Only then did the small soldiers dare raise their heads, looking at each other.

How had everything changed overnight?

It felt like all the officials and government offices in the capital had become busy.

What had really happened?

At this time, Qi Yue was also grabbing Chang Yuncheng and asking this same question.

“What’s really going on? Why are you all hiding this from me?” She shouted.

They were sitting in a room outside the Ministry of Justice prison. Yesterday the Emperor had driven everyone from the great hall, but worried the Emperor might want to question someone, Zhou Maochun had stubbornly insisted on going to prison despite attempts to stop him. The eunuchs had no choice but to keep Qi Yue waiting outside the hall until dawn, when they learned the Emperor was sleeping and had no questions, so she could finally leave the palace.

Chang Yuncheng had been waiting outside the palace gate since he hadn’t seen Qi Yue come out. After meeting, when Qi Yue learned Zhou Maochun insisted on staying in prison, she wanted to follow Chang Yuncheng to the prison.

“It wasn’t that we necessarily wanted to hide it from you, just that we didn’t know if it would work or how long it would take, so we didn’t tell you.” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile.

After all, the follow-up effects on the wounded soldiers were uncertain. If effective, that would be best, but if ineffective or if effects couldn’t be seen yet…

“So adoptive father was responsible for taking the blame first, you handled these matters, and only I knew nothing, being well-protected at home by aunt, worrying about this and that?” Qi Yue said displeasedly.

Chang Yuncheng smiled again.

“Not at all—we were just about to tell you when you met His Majesty.” He said.

Qi Yue snorted.

Two minor officials on duty at the palace gate came in.

“Prince, you haven’t had breakfast yet, have you? Everything’s prepared here.” They said respectfully.

Chang Yuncheng stood up.

“No need—we’re going to the Ministry of Justice prison, so we won’t eat here.” He said, looking at Qi Yue. “I’ll take you to try some good breakfast food in the capital on the way.”

Chapter 369: Morning Encounter
Qi Yue’s carriage and Chang Yuncheng’s horse waited quietly not far from the palace gate.

Chen Shi had been persuaded to go back last night, replaced by A’Ru and A’Hao, who now ran over from beside the carriage when they saw them come out.

“Were you terrified?” Qi Yue asked, looking at the two who surrounded her on left and right.

“No, Madam Chen said you would definitely be fine,” A’Hao said, then hurriedly added, “But we were still worried.”

Qi Yue smiled and touched her face, dampened by the cold air.

“Want to ride in the carriage?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

Qi Yue looked ahead—since this was the imperial street, there were almost no pedestrians, and the morning mist was slowly dispersing, making it appear peaceful and fresh.

“Let’s walk,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and took the first step, with Qi Yue following beside him, while A’Ru, A’Hao, and Chang Yuncheng’s servant lagged several steps behind.

“When did you start preparing to do this?” Qi Yue asked.

“From the beginning,” Chang Yuncheng said, turning to see Qi Yue glaring and couldn’t help but laugh, reaching out to touch her face.

He was copying her earlier gesture.

Qi Yue snorted and turned her head away.

“We didn’t know how things would turn out, so we didn’t want to tell you and have you overthink it,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I told you—you do whatever you want to do, and I’ll handle the rest.”

Qi Yue snorted again.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and reached out to pinch her face again.

Qi Yue raised her hand to swat his away, but Chang Yuncheng smoothly caught it. She struggled a few times but couldn’t break free.

“I also didn’t expect they could do so well, so timely,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

Qi Yue struggled twice more then let him hold her hand.

“I didn’t expect it either,” she said quietly. “I didn’t expect these people to be so good to me. It seems that as long as you’re willing to do the work, there will definitely be results.”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, only tightened his grip on her hand.

The two walked slowly along the street.

Hot bamboo shoot and pork noodles steamed with white vapor, fragrant and aromatic.

“Hot—take it slow,” Chang Yuncheng said, watching Qi Yue hurriedly pick up her chopsticks across from him.

Qi Yue made two acknowledging sounds but continued to pick up large mouthfuls to eat, giving a thumbs up while eating.

“Delicious, delicious,” she said unclearly.

Chang Yuncheng was amused by her and passed over a sesame flatbread from the side.

“Try this,” he said.

Qi Yue was busy eating noodles and leaned forward slightly to bite from his hand.

“Mm-hmm,” she nodded unclearly again.

“This hungry?” Chang Yuncheng laughed, breaking the flatbread into small pieces.

“I haven’t had a proper meal since entering the capital,” Qi Yue said, opening her mouth again to bite the small piece of flatbread he offered, chewing vigorously.

“Can you eat properly now?” Chang Yuncheng asked with a smile.

Qi Yue snorted.

“Isn’t this piece of bread you broke off too big?” she frowned.

Chang Yuncheng looked down at the flatbread in his hand.

“Eh? Too big?” He looked puzzled, then smiled sheepishly. “I always fed little Heizi pieces this size…”

Qi Yue paused.

“Ptui!” She reacted, dropped her chopsticks, and reached out to grab Chang Yuncheng’s arm. “Will your little Heizi still treat you like this?”

She bared her teeth and pretended to bite Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

Laughter spread under the street canopy.

This laughter made A’Ru and A’Hao, sitting nearby, exchange glances and smile with pursed lips, both lowering their heads to slurp their noodles, mouths full of broth.

But at this time, many people were the opposite of them—unable to eat.

“My lord, my lord, this is terrible! Who knows what was actually sent, but it’s made Zhou Maochun arrogant again!” Dong Lin said with bloodshot eyes.

Many parties had been watching Zhou Maochun’s situation yesterday. Combined with Zhou Maochun’s dramatic rush to prison, such a major event was now basically known to everyone.

All focus fell on that box of memorials.

What exactly was it?

Originally thinking it was sent by the military circuit, they discovered upon inquiry that the military circuit knew nothing about it—it was actually sent in privately by Chang Yuncheng.

“According to word from the palace, His Majesty read all night,” Dong Lin said in a low voice.

This news had cost him a considerable sum of silver, but as for what exactly those memorials contained, no amount of money could probably discover that.

Imperial Physician Cai’s expression was also unpleasant, clearly this turn of events was indeed somewhat unexpected.

“Could it be that they got dirt on everyone? That Marquis Dingxi’s heir has some unsavory methods behind the scenes?” he murmured.

This was very possible.

Dong Lin also looked grim.

“What do we do now?” he asked. “It looks like Zhou Maochun will escape disaster this time.”

So unwilling!

Such a good opportunity! It could be called having the right time, place, and people. Yet they couldn’t stomp them to death.

“Not necessarily,” Imperial Physician Cai snapped a brush in his hand. “Isn’t Zhou Maochun still courting death? Let him make a fuss. Spread word around—the bigger the fuss, the wider it spreads, the more it will make His Majesty lose face.”

Dong Lin’s eyes lit up as he nodded.

In this world, those who dared make the Emperor lose face truly never had good endings.

This thought wasn’t only theirs. After a simple bowl of noodles, Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng hurried to the Ministry of Justice prison.

When they arrived at the prison, officials large and small were anxiously pulling their hair.

“Is this a prison cell? Do all prisoners live this well?” Zhou Maochun was cursing again in his cell. “Don’t worry that this old man can’t bear this hardship—I’m also someone who rode back from the northern desert in a prisoner’s cart…”

You did ride back in a prisoner’s cart, but your cart was more comfortable than a regular carriage…

The officials shook their heads and sighed.

“…Don’t put on false pretenses, let’s be real. Take all this stuff away and bring me a set of whatever torture instruments you have here to try…”

The officials wiped sweat, wanting to cry but having no tears.

When you immortals fight, we little demons suffer. Why torment us!

Qi Yue was also somewhat amused and exasperated.

“Adoptive father, stop making trouble. It’s enough. We’re people who reason properly—we don’t fight verbal lawsuits,” she persuaded.

Zhou Maochun sat on the straw he’d just fought for, enthusiastically pulling out a piece to chew in his mouth.

“Enough? Far from enough!” he spat and said, pointing at himself. “I, Zhou Maochun, have lived this long and this is the first time I’ve suffered such injustice. This matter won’t end so easily.”

What injustice?

Riding comfortably in a prisoner’s cart, eating and drinking well all the way, not even entering the prison door upon return before being welcomed home and treated like a deity, not suffering any punishment before the Emperor before being vindicated again.

This was called suffering injustice?

The officials on the side again wanted to cry but had no tears.

“Now that we’ve submitted our materials, His Majesty will surely make a decision,” Qi Yue said, crouching outside the cell door. “This behavior of yours isn’t good.”

Zhou Maochun knew what she meant and smiled, lying back on the straw.

“Good or bad, so what,” he said, shaking his head and legs. “Yueniang, don’t worry about it. I have my own plans.”

Qi Yue was helpless. Just then, Old Physician An, who had heard the news, also came over. Qi Yue hurriedly asked him to persuade Zhou Maochun, but after seeing Zhou Maochun, Old Physician An instead urged them to leave.

“Don’t worry, it’s fine,” he said.

“How can I not worry!” Qi Yue said with a bitter smile. “What are you all still planning to do? Hiding it from me?”

Old Physician An laughed heartily.

“This time we’re really not hiding anything from you—it’s just that your adoptive father really can’t swallow this grievance,” he laughed.

“Old sir, precisely because we can’t swallow this grievance, we can’t act like this!” Qi Yue said urgently.

Old Physician An only smiled and shook his head.

“Wait and see. When His Majesty finishes reading those things, he’ll make a decision,” he said.

Hopefully it wouldn’t be too late by then. Qi Yue had no choice but to leave the prison with them.

Old Physician An was in good spirits and proactively invited them to have lunch together.

“I haven’t been to the capital in many years,” he said. “It’s changed so much I don’t recognize it.”

Chang Yuncheng had the carriage stop.

“Then you must recognize this Xichun Restaurant,” he smiled.

Old Physician An was helped down from the carriage by a servant, looking at the restaurant before him and breathing out a long sigh.

“The appearance hasn’t changed—I wonder if the food tastes the same?” he said.

“Changed or not, we’ll know after trying,” Chang Yuncheng smiled, personally pushing his wheelchair.

Qi Yue followed. Just as they entered the door, they met a group of people coming out, and as both sides walked head-on, suddenly that group stopped.

“Oh my, look who this is!” a shrill voice called out.

The three of them looked over, and Old Physician An’s expression suddenly changed.

This was a group of young people, dressed expensively, but their expressions toward Old Physician An were very unfriendly.

“Tsk tsk, you old gray-hair actually dare come to the capital?” one of them shouted.

Enemies? Qi Yue frowned.

Old Physician An lowered his head and said nothing.

Chang Yuncheng pushed the wheelchair forward.

“You old fool, you actually dare come to the capital!”

“Don’t leave! Since you’re here, quickly kneel down and kowtow to us masters!”

The young people surrounded them, shouting chaotically.

“Please make way,” Chang Yuncheng spoke, saying lightly, but with no extra words.

“What are you…” one young man raised his eyebrows to shout, when someone beside him pulled him, looking at Chang Yuncheng and whispering in his ear.

“Oh, from the old Chang family,” the young man said with some realization, looked at Chang Yuncheng again, then spat at Old Physician An. “You old bastard’s lucky!”

He turned and left after speaking.

The others also dispersed, though each still spat.

“Old thing, don’t let us run into you again,” they left this parting shot and swaggered away.

Throughout, Old Physician An remained calm. Only after these people left did he smile and nod to Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue.

“Sorry for startling you,” he said kindly.

Qi Yue smiled and changed the subject. It wasn’t until after they finished eating and parted ways that she pulled Chang Yuncheng aside to ask.

“Those were people from the Julu Prince Sima family,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue understood.

So this was the Sima family that had broken Old Physician An’s legs!

Truly arrogant enough!

“What kind of prince is this Prince Sima?” she couldn’t help asking.

“Prince Sima’s surname is Sima. He was an old minister who followed the founding emperor, married the Princess Imperial, and was enfeoffed as a prince of different surname—Prince Julu. But people commonly call them the Sima Prince family,” Chang Yuncheng said.

To be enfeoffed as a prince of different surname showed his status was definitely extraordinary. Qi Yue sighed and looked again in the direction Old Physician An had departed.

If not for her sake, the old man probably would never have set foot in the capital again in his lifetime, and wouldn’t have suffered such humiliation again.

The Sima Prince family—just because he had treated their family’s child when no one else would take the case and ultimately couldn’t cure him, Old Physician An had to pay with his two legs as redemption.

Qi Yue silently repeated this in her heart.

Chapter 370: His Heart
Although he wanted to stay together a while longer, Chang Yuncheng still sent Qi Yue back to Chen Shi’s home.

“Aunt is also worried, and you should rest—you’ve been up so long,” he said.

“Since Madam Chen is the Prince’s aunt, why doesn’t the Prince also move in?” A’Hao suggested from the side.

A’Ru tugged at her from behind.

How could that be the same!

A’Hao stuck out her tongue.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t mind and shook his head with a smile.

“That would be inconvenient,” he said, while pointing out to Qi Yue where he was staying. “Around that street corner, first house on the left in the alley. A’Ru and the others all know—you can find me anytime.”

Qi Yue nodded. Although things had taken a turn, everything ultimately depended on that Emperor. How things would actually turn out was still undecided—it wasn’t yet time for them to breathe easy and celebrate.

After this day passed, the news of Zhou Maochun staying in prison spread throughout the capital.

“…Is he saying he was wronged?”

“…So pitiful…”

“…At his age, I heard he’s a very skilled imperial physician…”

Such conversations gradually spread. Although no one dared say who had wronged him, everyone understood the meaning.

The atmosphere in court became somewhat strange.

What was Zhou Maochun trying to do? Didn’t he understand the Emperor’s temperament?

Had he really become senile? Was he determined to die?

Palace lanterns were lit, accompanied by the silent opening of the hall doors as someone entered from outside.

“Your Majesty, these are today’s memorials,” Li Tong said with a bow.

The Emperor raised his hand.

Li Tong understood and placed the stack of memorials in his hand on the left side of the desk.

There was already a thick pile of no less than twenty or thirty stacked there.

Li Tong withdrew with his head lowered. Just before leaving, he heard the Emperor speak.

“…These are all impeaching you…”

His ears twitched.

Of course he knew the Emperor wasn’t speaking to him, and from the corner of his eye saw Zhou Maochun kneeling on the ground.

“Let them impeach—it would be strange if they didn’t,” Zhou Maochun said lazily, while touching his disheveled hair, which still had bits of straw in it.

The Emperor put down the notebook in his hand, changed position, and propped his head on his hand while looking at Zhou Maochun.

“Speak—what exactly do you mean?” he asked. “Don’t play dumb or act crazy with me.”

Zhou Maochun sighed.

“Is Your Majesty asking why I deliberately made things bigger?” he asked.

The Emperor looked at him, lightly tapping his knee, saying nothing.

Being accused, he never defended himself from start to finish.

Having evidence for confrontation, he still didn’t defend himself but threw tantrums instead.

“You just want to make a scene, want to anger me, don’t you?” the Emperor said, half-smiling. “You think I’m the type who likes to go against people, don’t you?”

“I have no other meaning. My making such a fuss was actually to show Your Majesty how difficult it is to accomplish something,” Zhou Maochun said.

How many petty people, how much questioning, how many kicking someone when they’re down.

The Emperor frowned.

Zhou Maochun sighed again.

“Your Majesty, I’m about to die,” he said.

The Emperor’s expression paused slightly.

This was the second person in these few days to say this to him.

What was going on?

“I want to entrust someone to Your Majesty,” Zhou Maochun continued, his expression melancholy.

The Emperor continued lightly tapping his knee.

“A woman—really worth risking your life to make a fuss!” he said with a sneer. “Just because she treated some wounded soldiers? Zhou Maochun, don’t take me for a fool.”

Wounded soldiers were just wounded soldiers. Even if she saved these people’s lives, a large portion would ultimately be unable to return to battle.

Though the comparison to the past looked shocking, for an Emperor who surveyed the entire realm, being able to nod and praise it as “not bad” was already good.

Physicians valued life, but for those in power, dignity and interests were more important.

Treating wounded soldiers ultimately couldn’t compare to attacking cities and capturing strongholds, taking prisoners and displaying military might.

Zhou Maochun obviously understood this and nodded.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Of course I’m not doing this for that matter, but because she dared to do that matter,” he said seriously.

The Emperor smiled slightly, leaning forward to pick up the teacup on the desk.

“What daring or not daring? She’s just a troublemaker!” he said. “If she were smart, how would she create today’s troubles?”

He tapped the desk as he spoke.

“Marquis Dingxi’s heir’s wife, Qi Yueniang, claimed to treat illness but made wagers and curses, saved lives but was falsely accused, nearly died from group assault; prevented epidemics but caused citywide resentment…” he continued leisurely.

In these two days, the Emperor had thoroughly investigated Qi Yueniang’s affairs.

Some things even Zhou Maochun was hearing for the first time.

“How did she bet on treating illness?” he asked curiously.

“There was a patient, and a doctor said Qianjin Hall had treated him badly and he would die, demanding Qianjin Hall take responsibility. She said they hadn’t treated him badly and he wouldn’t die. Over such a thing, couldn’t she speak properly? In just a few words she started glaring and making oaths, saying whoever lost would kneel at the city gate. Is this something a woman should do?” the Emperor said, leaning forward slightly.

“Oh,” Zhou Maochun said with a curious expression, “then how did she nearly get beaten to death?”

“That one’s even more ridiculous. The story is… cough…” the Emperor said, stopping halfway through with a heavy cough, sitting up straight with a darkened face. “Zhou Maochun, I didn’t come here to chat with you!”

Zhou Maochun also sat up straight, somewhat sheepishly.

“If you won’t say it, then don’t. I’ll ask my daughter personally later,” he muttered.

The Emperor spat.

“First see if you’ll live to ask!” He set the teacup down hard on the desk. “Speak! Zhou Maochun, since the founding emperor, you’ve been shown special favor and respect. Has anyone else received such honor? And how have you repaid me? Tell me, how will you repay me?”

“I wish to recommend Qi Yueniang of Qianjin Hall to Your Majesty,” Zhou Maochun said without hesitation, kowtowing.

The Emperor was both angry and amused.

“So you’re repaying me with this troublemaker?” he asked.

“Your Majesty, precisely because she dares to cause trouble, I must recommend her to Your Majesty,” Zhou Maochun said. “Your Majesty, you also know how much trouble Qi Yueniang has caused. But if I may say, I don’t think she’s causing trouble—she’s experimenting, bringing hope, destroying to rebuild.”

The Emperor looked at him without speaking.

“Your Majesty, I’ve practiced medicine for decades and know physicians’ mentality all too well, especially in this Imperial Medical Bureau. Because we serve high officials and nobles, we’re even more cautious. Since Your Majesty knows about Qi Yueniang’s troubles, you naturally know what she faced and the results. I ask—if it were another physician, or if Qi Yueniang weren’t such a troublemaker, what would the outcome have been?” Zhou Maochun continued.

The Emperor still didn’t speak, only humming softly.

“Your Majesty might say those things didn’t have to be done that way, that other methods could have achieved good results. Your Majesty, it’s often said that physicians don’t avoid danger—not that physicians don’t know danger, but that physicians understand danger very clearly. But the dangers physicians face are often swift and urgent, not allowing time for careful consideration. Your Majesty, didn’t Qi Yueniang know the consequences of acting that way? She truly had no time for careful deliberation and comprehensive planning. Knowing the consequences yet still acting—this isn’t troublemaking, this is courage. If I must use one word to describe her actions, I’d prefer ‘vanguard,'” Zhou Maochun said, kowtowing heavily again and prostrating himself.

“Your Majesty, I don’t look down on the Imperial Medical Bureau’s physicians, nor do I belittle the realm’s doctors. I’m just worried that after I die, if another noble encounters swift illness like the founding empress, there will be no physician available,” he said gravely.

The Emperor fell silent. He had been young then, but clearly remembered all the imperial physicians being helpless, until the unknown young Zhou Maochun stepped forward and used extremely risky methods to save the empress dowager’s life.

When he grew up, he learned it wasn’t that Zhou Maochun’s skills were superior, but that he was bold enough. Those physicians knew how to treat and could treat, but because the risks were too great, they all shrank back and didn’t dare act.

In worldly matters, doing more means more mistakes; not doing means no mistakes and safety.

“Your Majesty, only those who can cause trouble are those who don’t fear trouble. She doesn’t fear, so she won’t dread, won’t shirk, won’t delay. As long as she takes it on, she will definitely give her all,” Zhou Maochun raised his head to look at the Emperor, his expression melancholy. “Having such a person by Your Majesty’s side, I can die in peace.”

The Emperor spat.

“Look how highly you regard yourselves! Can’t I live without you?” he scolded.

“No—we can’t live without Your Majesty,” Zhou Maochun said seriously, looking at the Emperor. “We are vanguards, Your Majesty is the main general. Without Your Majesty backing us up, we’d just be charging ahead, not being generals.”

The Emperor spat again.

“Get lost,” he scolded. “Clearly causing trouble for me to clean up, yet speaking so righteously!”

This matter was finally settled. Zhou Maochun responded affirmatively and turned to leave.

The Emperor called him back.

“You—when will you die?” he asked, his voice carrying tension he himself didn’t notice.

Life and death seemed mysterious and unpredictable, but in fact these accomplished physicians could all determine their own death dates, just like the former Medical Director Meng Xianglin, who had smiled and taken his leave while giving the Empress Dowager a routine pulse examination.

“Empress Dowager, I won’t be able to serve you anymore,” he had said with a smile and a kowtow.

At the time, the Empress Dowager and others thought he meant he wasn’t feeling well or something. They didn’t expect that Meng Xianglin, after returning home that night, washed and groomed himself, called his family and disciples to arrange his affairs, and closed his eyes at dawn.

Zhou Maochun turned around with some melancholy.

“Death—everyone must die, whether sooner or later, everyone must die. When it’s time to die, then you die…” he said while stroking his beard with mysterious profundity.

The Emperor was stunned, then realized what was happening and grabbed the teacup from the desk to throw at him.

“You old fool, daring to trick me!” he scolded.

This time Zhou Maochun didn’t linger, running away in a flash with smooth, fluid movements—where was there any sign of someone about to die?

The eunuchs standing outside and Li Tong, hearing the sound of something breaking inside, were all startled.

It was over—the Emperor must be angry.

Just as they worried, Zhou Maochun came rushing out in a flash, running away without stopping. Everyone was stunned, then heard laughter from inside.

“That old bastard!”

Hearing this scolding, Li Tong couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief. His body remained standing steady, but his hands hanging at his sides trembled uncontrollably.

Thank heaven and earth—safe and sound!
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When dawn was breaking, Qi Yue received word that the Emperor had summoned her.

These past days would finally yield a result, wouldn’t they?

Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“Don’t fidget,” Chen Shi said, tapping her head.

Qi Yue came back to her senses and saw in the mirror the complex hairstyle being completed by A’Hao and a servant woman working together.

“Aunt, I’m still technically under charges. Isn’t it inappropriate to dress up like this?” she said with a bitter smile.

Chen Shi had already moved to the other side to select clothes. Fortunately, the clothes she chose weren’t too luxurious—a simple crimson gold-embroidered front-opening old jacket.

After hurriedly getting ready, without even time to eat breakfast, Chen Shi personally escorted her to the carriage.

“I won’t accompany you,” Chen Shi said, supporting Cai Qing with a smile.

Qi Yue paused and looked at Chen Shi seriously in the morning light, extending her hand.

Chen Shi didn’t understand, thinking she was afraid, so she reached out to take her hand.

Qi Yue’s hand slipped down to Chen Shi’s pulse.

“Hey,” Chen Shi finally realized what she was doing, slapped her hand away, and laughed while covering her mouth. “What are you thinking? I know going to the palace will definitely be fine, that’s why I’m not accompanying you. Well then, I’ll go with you.”

She said this and made a motion to get in the carriage.

Qi Yue quickly smiled and stopped her, swiftly getting into the carriage herself.

A’Ru and A’Hao hurried to carefully follow. They couldn’t enter the palace, but they still had to wait outside the palace gates.

The eunuchs from the palace had received instructions and courteously bowed to Chen Shi before turning the carriage around.

Chen Shi watched the direction the carriage had gone until she couldn’t see even a trace of it, still not moving.

Cai Qing supported her, sensing Chen Shi’s slight trembling, and couldn’t help but feel her eyes grow moist.

“Madam, let’s go back,” she said.

Only then did Chen Shi come to her senses.

“Yes, let’s go back. I can feel somewhat at ease now,” she said. Her face wore a smile, but her body was shaking violently. Finally, her legs gave way and she began to slide toward the ground.

Cai Qing was frightened and called for help with tears in her voice. The servants and gatekeepers rushed over and together helped Chen Shi inside. The door was closed, and the morning quiet was restored.

Before getting out of the carriage to enter the palace, Qi Yue ultimately removed those ornaments.

“Miss Qi, this way please,” a eunuch said with some indifference, then led the way without saying another word.

Qi Yue followed with her head down, walking for a long time through winding paths before stopping.

This was a different great hall from the one she had entered that day. It looked somewhat smaller.

“Qianjin Hall’s Miss Qi requests an audience,” the eunuch standing outside the door announced.

No one spoke, and the door was gently opened.

The eunuch gestured for Qi Yue to enter.

This meant she should go in?

Qi Yue quickly lowered her head and walked in with small steps, immediately encountering a familiar person.

“Miss Qi,” Li Tong bowed his head in greeting.

Was it appropriate to exchange greetings in front of the Emperor?

No one had taught her this. Qi Yue felt slightly flustered but still nodded in return. She didn’t speak.

Li Tong also didn’t speak further and walked past.

The tension in Qi Yue’s heart dissipated somewhat, because Li Tong had just given her a smile and discretely nodded.

“This humble woman pays respects to Your Majesty,” she said after walking a few steps and vaguely determining the Emperor’s direction before kneeling down.

The rustling sound of papers being turned came from ahead.

“…Why did you originally want to go to the rear of the battlefield?” the Emperor’s voice also came.

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment.

“Because, because I made a bet,” she finally said in a low voice.

There seemed to be light laughter.

The Emperor threw the book in his hands down on the desk with a slap, gently shaking his head to relieve the soreness in his neck, then looked at the woman kneeling obediently before him.

This outfit looked somewhat familiar.

“Were you wearing this outfit that day?” he asked casually.

Qi Yue was stunned by the question.

“Ah?” she instinctively looked up to inquire, then saw the Emperor gesture with his hand around his mouth, drawing two strokes left and right.

“Oh, that. It seemed to be,” she quickly said.

“Hey, how did you cure Elder Li that day?” the Emperor asked with some interest. “Wasn’t it said that he was beyond saving?”

“Well, actually Elder Li wasn’t that serious. He just had free gas in his abdomen. Drawing it out would fix it,” Qi Yue said.

“How do you draw it out?” the Emperor continued asking.

“Just use a syringe to pierce in,” Qi Yue said, habitually gesturing with her hand.

The Emperor made an “oh” sound.

“When you made that bet, didn’t you think you might lose?” he asked.

Qi Yue was stunned again.

“Which time?” she couldn’t help asking.

The Emperor laughed heartily.

Qi Yue felt somewhat at a loss from his laughter.

“Your Majesty also knows that I’ve made many bets with people,” she simply said.

The Emperor nodded with a smile.

“Were you so certain you’d win every time?” he asked. “What if you lost?”

“I’ll deal with losing when it happens,” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor laughed heartily again.

“Your Majesty, this humble woman is guilty. My actions this time were indeed rash,” Qi Yue lowered her head and kowtowed again.

“Would you dare to do it again next time?” the Emperor asked.

“I wouldn’t dare,” Qi Yue said readily, prostrating on the ground.

“Are you truly not daring, or is it ‘we’ll see when the time comes’?” the Emperor asked.

This Emperor’s way of speaking was really quite peculiar…

“This humble woman will listen to Your Majesty,” Qi Yue simply said.

The Emperor laughed again and waved his hand.

A memorial was thrown over, sliding down in front of Qi Yue.

“Take it,” he said.

Only then did Qi Yue raise herself and look at the bright yellow sealed booklet before her.

“You spoke so eloquently and enthusiastically, so let me see what great fortune these military physicians can have following your rules,” the Emperor said.

Ah?

Qi Yue was greatly surprised, then greatly delighted.

“Really?” she asked, looking up.

This woman!

The Emperor looked at her with an ambiguous smile.

“How old are you this year?” he suddenly asked.

This topic jump was really…

An ordinary person truly couldn’t keep up with this rhythm, but fortunately, Qi Yue wasn’t an ordinary person.

However, this Emperor seemed quite interesting.

“Your Majesty guessed correctly,” Qi Yue kowtowed again.

This time it was the Emperor who was stunned.

Guessed correctly? His joking guess of around thirty?

Don’t be ridiculous, she was clearly around twenty.

What did that mean?

This afternoon was the Imperial Medical Academy’s monthly routine medical case exchange meeting. As the Medical Director managing the entire academy, he not only had to inquire about the physicians’ recent consultations but also oversee medicinal supplies and medical student education, among other matters.

This moment was when the Medical Director’s status was most prominently displayed. It was also Medical Director Cai’s favorite moment.

When he entered, the room was already full of imperial physicians and officials responsible for various bureaus and storehouses. Seeing him enter, they all stood up respectfully to greet him.

“Thank you all for your hard work,” he greeted them one by one. “The old lady’s chronic illness has flared up again? Please take extra care of her.”

He was speaking and laughing when the door was suddenly kicked open with a bang. Everyone in the room was startled, and when they saw who it was, they were even more shocked.

“Director Zhou!” several nearby people hurriedly bowed.

Zhou Maochun paid no attention to them and went straight for Medical Director Cai.

“Director Zhou, you’ve come. I was just about to send someone to fetch you,” Medical Director Cai said with a forced smile.

Before he finished speaking, Zhou Maochun spat.

Medical Director Cai’s face immediately turned iron-blue.

“Director Zhou, what do you mean by this?” he shouted.

Although Zhou Maochun held significant status before the Emperor, he was still a court-appointed Fifth Rank Medical Director. To show such disrespect publicly was simply too much!

As soon as he finished speaking, Zhou Maochun spat again, this time spraying saliva on his face.

“What do I mean? I should be asking you what you mean!” Zhou Maochun shouted, pointing at Medical Director Cai. “Am I not an imperial physician?”

Medical Director Cai’s face darkened.

“Of course you are, of course you are,” the imperial physicians nearby quickly tried to mediate.

“Then are you not the Medical Director?” Zhou Maochun asked again.

Nonsense!

“Director Zhou just came out of prison and his mental state isn’t good. He needs more rest…” he said coldly.

“I think the one who needs more rest is you,” Zhou Maochun shouted. “Starting today, you don’t need to work anymore. Go back and rest well.”

At these words, everyone in the room was shocked, and Medical Director Cai was even more incredulous.

“Zhou Maochun, what do you mean?” he shouted.

“What I mean is that you’re no longer the Medical Director,” Zhou Maochun said coldly.

“On what grounds?” Medical Director Cai shouted in alarm.

“On the grounds that you’re not worthy,” Zhou Maochun said coldly. “What does Medical Director mean? To direct with medicine, to be correct with direction, to lead medical and pharmaceutical affairs. To uphold the physician’s duty. I am an imperial physician. When something happened, you as the Medical Director didn’t come forward to defend me first, but instead colluded with those censors to impeach and criticize me. I hadn’t even admitted fault, but you first admitted fault on behalf of the Imperial Medical Academy. Setting aside whether there was evidence proving I was truly wrong, even if I was truly wrong, anyone could criticize, scold, and impeach me, but you couldn’t, the Imperial Medical Academy couldn’t. It’s like when your own child gets into trouble, you as the parent, without distinguishing right from wrong, first push your own child out, not only failing to defend them but personally wanting to send them to their death. Do you still deserve to be this parent? With you as Medical Director, who would dare to be an imperial physician?”

Medical Director Cai’s face was iron-blue.

“You, you, you’re talking nonsense. Your words violate medical ethics. Don’t tell me that just because I’m the Medical Director and you’re an imperial physician, if others say your shit stinks, I must say it’s fragrant?” he shouted.

Zhou Maochun snorted coldly.

“Though the words are crude, that’s exactly the principle,” he said, raising his head to look coldly at Medical Director Cai. “Especially when my shit is clearly fragrant, if you can’t say it, no problem—then we’ll find someone who can to be Medical Director.”

As he said this, he slapped a memorial down on the table.

“From now on, I am the Medical Director of the Imperial Medical Academy,” he said.

Looking at the bright red document from the Ministry of Personnel, Medical Director Cai finally had to accept this reality.

“I don’t accept this! I’m going to see His Majesty!” he shouted.

Zhou Maochun raised his hand.

“Don’t go to His Majesty yet. The Censorate wants to ask you about a batch of medicines from the pharmaceutical storehouse. After you’re done with that, then you can go see His Majesty,” he said.

At these words, Medical Director Cai’s face immediately turned ashen.

“Sir, sir, please listen to me…” he suddenly realized what was happening and grabbed Zhou Maochun’s hand, shouting.

Zhou Maochun shook him off. Two constables who had followed behind now held Medical Director Cai by his left and right arms.

“Director Cai, please come with us,” they said coldly.

At the same time, Dong Lin stumbled into Liu Pucheng’s quarters, rushed over to embrace him, and began crying loudly.

“Senior Brother, you must save me,” he shouted.
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How could this be?

This Zhou Maochun was too formidable! To think he could turn things around even like this!

Why could Liu Pucheng find such a powerful backer, while he himself was so unlucky? When the mountain falls, so does the backer!

Dong Lin had started with genuine tears, but thinking of this, he couldn’t help but feel grief welling up from within.

He was clearly intelligent, yet his master had always favored Liu Pucheng, who was both old and slow. Despite being a clerk at the Imperial Medical Academy, he still had to beg this Liu Pucheng, who was nothing, to save his life!

What was wrong with this world?

Dong Lin asked this question, and Liu Pucheng was asking the same thing.

Ever since Old Physician An had arrived, Liu Pucheng had taken the disciples of Qianjin Hall and moved out of Chen Shi’s home to live in Old Physician An’s residence.

Apart from Hu San, who ran around daily to gather information about the case’s progress, everyone else was restricted to staying home obediently without going out. Old Physician An only told them not to worry, but they knew nothing of the specific details.

“Senior Brother, I was deceived by Medical Director Qin,” Dong Lin cried while clutching Liu Pucheng’s arm, overcome with grief. “He said the matter you were involved in was too serious. I was scared, Senior Brother. I too have no father or mother, and Master is gone. I only have you left. I was truly afraid something would happen to you, so I voluntarily submitted a confession…”

Liu Pucheng felt his mind becoming muddled from his crying.

“What exactly happened?” he asked. “Speak properly.”

Hu San snorted from the side.

“What else could it be? Master is definitely innocent, so he’s changing with the wind and playing pitiful again,” he said.

Dong Lin didn’t dare hide anything now and tearfully recounted the events, naturally portraying himself as a victim who had been deceived and coerced.

“Senior Brother, ever since Master passed away and you weren’t in the capital, I’ve had such a difficult time alone…” he said, wiping his tears.

Liu Pucheng sighed.

“Relying on one’s own medical skills to earn a living—what’s so difficult about that?” he said mildly, pushing away Dong Lin’s hand.

Dong Lin wanted to say more, but Liu Pucheng stopped him.

“Go back. Don’t do this again,” he said.

Dong Lin appeared deeply ashamed on the surface, but was overjoyed in his heart.

Given how things had turned out, he was immensely grateful that he had never completely fallen out with Liu Pucheng.

This wasn’t because he didn’t want to, but because he had always been waiting for an opportunity—one that would allow him to feel supremely satisfied while leaving the other party utterly humiliated.

Dong Lin had never imagined he would one day be so thankful that this opportunity had never come.

After dismissing Dong Lin, Qi Yue arrived and was warmly welcomed by the disciples as soon as she entered.

“Everyone already knows?” Qi Yue was very surprised and laughed. “I wanted to give you all a surprise.”

“No need for surprises. We already knew everything would be fine,” Hu San shouted.

The disciples laughed with a roar.

“Who was it that couldn’t eat or sleep every day?” everyone teased.

“I was angry—angry at those blind people,” Hu San argued.

While the disciples were joking around, Liu Pucheng told Qi Yue about Dong Lin’s visit.

“Prison disaster should be avoided if possible,” he said with a sigh.

Qi Yue frowned.

“But this person clearly has ill intentions, and he’s very unfriendly toward you. His words can’t be trusted,” she said.

Liu Pucheng sighed.

“We’re from the same master’s school, after all,” he said in a low voice.

Qi Yue could only nod.

“I’ll mention it to my adoptive father and have him sent far away,” she said.

Liu Pucheng thanked her repeatedly.

Old Physician An also came over at this time.

“For Director Zhou to assume the position of Medical Director is truly cause for celebration—a blessing for us physicians,” he said with feeling.

“If he had wanted the position, he would have taken it long ago,” Qi Yue shook her head.

Everyone fell silent.

With Zhou Maochun’s medical skills and qualifications, if he had wanted the position, there truly wouldn’t be a second person in the world who could compete with him.

He simply hadn’t wanted it. But now he was assuming the position of Medical Director.

“It’s to support me,” Qi Yue said.

“This isn’t just supporting you,” Old Physician An smiled and shook his head. “Director Zhou has avoided the world for too long. His emergence is a blessing for everyone, a blessing for the physicians.”

Earlier, to gain Liu Pucheng’s sympathy, Dong Lin had hidden nothing about what had happened at the Imperial Medical Academy. Everyone also knew the words Zhou Maochun had spoken in that room.

Treating illness was inherently a matter of unpredictable fortune and misfortune. Moreover, the physicians faced nobles and powerful families, making their practice truly nerve-wracking. If someone backed them up, even if it might not truly be useful, everyone felt somewhat comforted.

“Yes, if Director Zhou had taken charge earlier, Old Physician An, your leg wouldn’t have been broken,” Hu San interjected.

Really bringing up the most sensitive topic!

Everyone glared at him.

“Exactly,” Hu San felt he wasn’t wrong and added another sentence.

Qi Yue coughed.

“We’ve finished discussing the good news. There’s also a difficult matter that everyone needs to discuss together,” she said, changing the subject.

A difficult matter?

Everyone looked at Qi Yue with slight tension.

“I had an audience with His Majesty today,” Qi Yue said, taking out a bright yellow booklet from her sleeve. “His Majesty wants our Qianjin Hall to handle something.”

Seeing what Qi Yue held, the disciples became excited again.

“This is the Emperor’s imperial edict?” Zhang Tong asked excitedly, his face flushed red. He wiped his hands on his clothes repeatedly but still hesitated to take it. “Should we kneel?”

Hu San snatched it from the side and opened it to read.

“Senior Brother, this isn’t that kind of edict. Don’t be so nervous,” he said, though his trembling hands showed he was no less nervous than Zhang Tong.

“His Majesty wants our Qianjin Hall to be responsible for military medical affairs?” Liu Pucheng didn’t snatch the booklet to read, preferring to hear Qi Yue explain directly.

Qi Yue nodded.

“This is good news,” Old Physician An said with feeling again.

Meanwhile, Zhang Tong and the others, though they knew what the booklet said, still wanted to see it with their own eyes—those were characters written by the Emperor himself. But Hu San kept looking left and right, seemingly never finishing, frustrating the disciples who kept pushing him.

“Don’t rush, don’t rush,” Hu San shouted while muttering, “How can I not find it?”

“Find what?” the disciples asked, puzzled.

“Master,” Hu San looked up and shouted, “Why didn’t His Majesty mention giving money?”

Everyone was stunned, not understanding.

“We spent so much money, and isn’t it said that court commendations and such always come with money?” Hu San continued shouting.

The disciples couldn’t help but laugh, and Zhang Tong gave Hu San a slap on the head.

Qi Yue also laughed.

“Now that we have this, are we still afraid of having no money?” she said with a smile, pointing at the booklet still in Hu San’s hand.

“This money is for the future, but what we spent before is still lost,” Hu San muttered.

“You money-grubber!” Zhang Tong said, snatching the booklet and going aside to read it seriously.

While Hu San muttered, Qi Yue continued talking with Liu Pucheng and Old Physician An.

“This matter is indeed difficult to handle—it can’t be done well in a day or two with just one or two people,” Old Physician An said.

Qi Yue and Liu Pucheng nodded.

“Yueniang is fully responsible for this matter, but who should actually implement it needs careful consideration…” Old Physician An said. “After all, this is military affairs, and your female identity, Yueniang, is truly inconvenient.”

“I’ll go,” Liu Pucheng quickly said.

“That won’t work. Yongqing Prefecture’s Qianjin Hall can’t do without you,” Qi Yue quickly said.

With some disciples having left Yongqing Prefecture to prevent the plague, the newly recruited disciples couldn’t yet work independently. Yongqing Prefecture was Qianjin Hall’s foundation and absolutely couldn’t be abandoned.

“Master.”

Someone nearby suddenly called out.

Everyone looked over to see Zhang Tong with bright eyes, gripping the booklet tightly.

“Master,” he stepped forward several paces, his expression barely containing his excitement. “This disciple is willing to go!”

After a pause, he said, “This disciple wants to go!”

As soon as he spoke, the other disciples also reacted and immediately began shouting.

“Master, we want to go!”

“Master, we want to go!”

Except for Hu San, almost all the disciples stepped forward.

The previous plague prevention wasn’t Zhang Tong’s specialty. This military medical surgical treatment was his specialty, and with this being a personal edict from the Emperor, one could imagine what kind of future awaited them if they succeeded.

The batch of disciples who had gone for plague prevention could now work independently. So young, having made a name for themselves and established their footing in such a short time—even if they couldn’t become renowned great physicians in this lifetime, having this skill would be enough to ensure their descendants’ livelihood for generations.

Now it was finally their turn to have an opportunity.

Qi Yue looked at everyone.

“Although we have His Majesty’s edict, this matter seems simple to describe but will be very difficult to implement—not only difficult but also arduous and dangerous,” she said.

“Master, physicians do not avoid danger,” Zhang Tong said. “Please don’t ask us such questions anymore, Master. We from Qianjin Hall fear nothing.”

The disciples all nodded.

“Let him go. Zhang Tong has been with me so long, he can graduate,” Liu Pucheng also spoke up.

Only then did Qi Yue nod.

“Very well, then you shall go. I’ll remain in the capital to support you. Go and act with confidence—as long as you don’t violate medical ethics, if you encounter trouble, blame it all on me,” she said with a smile.

In early April, Zhangye Guard City finally showed some signs of spring.

“Come, come! Where are you military physicians? All of you come out quickly!”

Someone was shouting loudly outside.

The busy military physicians in the room all stopped, their hearts sinking as they looked toward Qiao Minghua.

Were they finally going to be held accountable for what they had done?

Qiao Minghua set down the medicine pestle in his hand and strode out. The others hesitated for a moment before following.

Three military officers had arrived outside—this was unusual, as even when conscripting them for military campaigns, such people never needed to appear personally.

“You fellows have truly had good fortune!” one of them shouted roughly.

The person beside him made a “hey” sound.

“Speak properly,” he reminded, then looked at Qiao Minghua and the others. His arrogant expression softened slightly. “Congratulations to you all. The military merit from above has come down. Your medical unit will henceforth receive treatment equivalent to a first-class squad. Qiao Minghua, you are granted the position of squad leader.”

Everyone listened in stunned silence.

What… did this mean?
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“Old Qiao, congratulations on your promotion,” the officer said with a smile, reaching out to give Qiao Minghua’s shoulder a heavy pat.

Qiao Minghua’s frail frame couldn’t withstand such a blow and nearly fell over, causing the nearby officers to burst into laughter.

Promoted?

Promoted!

“Not just you—all the military physicians in the guard cities are the same,” the officer said, looking at these dazed military physicians and shaking his head.

These worthless people, how strange!

Qiao Minghua was the first to come to his senses. His usually indifferent expression suddenly became excited, his body trembling so much he could barely stand.

All of them…

All the military physicians…

He raised his head. It was noon, the sunlight harsh, but he still stared fixedly until his eyes grew dizzy.

What powerful hope this was.

Qiao Minghua fell to his knees with a thud, unable to hold back his tears.

These days he had been crying more and more frequently, as if trying to pour out all the tears he had accumulated over twenty-plus years.

Hearing the commotion from the military medical camp behind them, the three officers couldn’t help but shake their heads.

“Look at these people. It’s just a squad leader position, and a nominal one at that, yet they’re acting like they’ve become generals. Really pathetic,” one of them mocked.

“Not bad though. Since he’s become a squad leader, he can continue to be promoted in the future. Now he’s a company commander, maybe a centurion someday,” another said.

Exactly—it wasn’t about what this position was, but about the precedent. It was like a small opening had been made in a wall. Though it wasn’t a door, once an opening was made, as more people passed through, it would eventually become a door.

The two nodded.

“Really can’t understand why these fellows got promoted. They supposedly have merit, but why don’t we see any rewards for us?” the first officer said, touching his face in dissatisfaction.

The other two immediately stopped him.

“Stop talking nonsense! The superiors have their own judgment. It’s not your place to babble!”

Though crude, the officer knew what could and couldn’t be said, so he fell silent. The three looked back at the military medical camp once more, still able to hear the excitement from within.

Still, this was truly baffling!

They shook their heads and pursed their lips.

Qi Yue and the others had already decided that Zhang Tong would lead fifteen disciples to the frontier to train military physicians in various locations. There was still much preparation work to be done before departure.

The medicines from Yongqing Prefecture could no longer keep up with supply, so Hu San suggested directly establishing a pharmaceutical factory in the capital to produce all medical supplies including gauze, stretchers, protective gear, surgical instruments, and more.

This was a major project, naturally handled by Hu San, the grand manager.

“Is there enough money?” Qi Yue asked—this was her concern.

“Enough,” Hu San said with a beaming smile. “I’ll negotiate with the Ministry of War. We’re supplying them, after all. They should at least pay an advance deposit.”

He carefully shook a piece of paper in his hand.

This was a copied version of the Emperor’s edict, functioning like an imperial sword—wherever it went, ghosts and spirits would make way.

Hu San felt that this was the pinnacle of his life. Remembering how he used to feel so proud when chased and flattered by craftsmen in Yongqing Prefecture, he truly despised that mindset.

What was that compared to this? Dealing with a bunch of craftsmen—look at now. He was dealing with government officials.

Amid Qianjin Hall’s bustling activities, plus Zhou Maochun’s appointment as Medical Director of the Imperial Medical Academy, this matter of impeaching physicians due to military affairs could be said to have settled, at least from observers’ perspectives.

New officials bring new policies. On Zhou Maochun’s first day in office, he issued a strange rule: anyone requesting imperial physician consultations must first inform him.

This statement once again caused astonishment.

What if Zhou Maochun couldn’t be found when needed? After all, no one could predict when they might need an imperial physician. Saving lives was like fighting fires—there was no time for delays. Such concerns naturally arose, but Zhou Maochun’s attitude was excellent. He said there was no need to worry, as he would make the Imperial Medical Academy his home, staying there day and night for eating, drinking, and sleeping, guaranteeing he could always be found.

Once Zhou Maochun said this, no one dared say anything more. Everyone understood what he intended to do.

This matter wasn’t over—it was just beginning.

Those who could summon imperial physicians were naturally the capital’s powerful figures: censors, various ministry officials, especially those who had previously impeached Zhou Maochun. They were all crying bitter tears in their hearts.

Who would have thought this old man would emerge unscathed and even drive away the Medical Director to seize control of the Imperial Medical Academy?

So this was where he had been waiting for them.

They dared not boast that no one in their households would ever fall ill—probably no one in the world would dare make such a claim.

Zhou Maochun didn’t dare prevent imperial physicians from treating them, but verbal mockery was inevitable. When begging at someone’s door, one’s attitude naturally couldn’t be the same as when impeaching them.

Thinking of this, these people’s hearts grew cold, especially the older ones, who regretted their actions so much they tugged at their beards at home.

One shouldn’t offend anyone, but especially not physicians! This was different from others—with others, you could at worst have a complete falling out and never see each other again. But physicians were different, especially for those who had worked so hard to reach their current positions and hoped to enjoy a few more years. They couldn’t do without these life-saving doctors.

Zhou Maochun didn’t care how these people regretted their actions. He indeed moved into the Imperial Medical Academy, never leaving, waiting with gritted teeth.

“The Emperor summoned me?”

Qi Yue, busy to the point of exhaustion, had to put down her brush upon hearing the news.

“What’s the matter?” she couldn’t help but ask the arriving eunuch.

If someone else had asked, they would probably only get an eye roll from the eunuch, but perhaps the effect of that generous five thousand taels hadn’t worn off yet—the eunuch before her shook his head with a smile.

“It must be something, and something good,” Chen Shi said with a smile, sitting in her chair watching her.

Qi Yue smiled too and agreed.

Chen Shi lifted her tea, watching Qi Yue leave. This time she didn’t escort her to the door.

Qi Yue stepped out and looked back.

“A’Ru, go invite the old master,” she said quietly, pointing to the room. “Have him check Madam’s pulse.”

A’Ru was stunned but asked nothing, simply agreeing and leaving.

“Is Madam ill?” A’Hao, who had overheard, asked in confusion. “Her complexion looks fine.”

Qi Yue shook her head.

Her complexion did look the same as before, but upon closer inspection, it was still different.

Meeting the Emperor was still in the same room as last time, with stacks of memorials piled in front of him as before.

When she entered, Li Tong was carrying in more documents.

“That thing you submitted through the Imperial Medical Academy…” the Emperor said, flipping through the memorials beside him. “About selecting soldiers who recovered from battlefields without disabilities and can read for battlefield first aid training—I’ve reviewed it.”

“This humble woman’s crude words,” Qi Yue quickly kowtowed.

The Emperor laughed.

“Crude or not, I don’t care or mind. I told you, I only look at results,” he said, tossing the memorial down.

This meant approval. Qi Yue kowtowed again in gratitude.

The room fell somewhat silent.

“You can’t enter the Imperial Medical Academy. Why not come to the palace as a female official?” the Emperor suddenly said.

“Thank you for Your Majesty’s grace,” Qi Yue quickly said. “But this humble woman dares not.”

The Emperor said nothing.

Qi Yue knew this meant she should continue.

“This humble woman’s medical skills are actually not good,” she said after consideration.

The Emperor laughed.

“Is this modesty or are you negotiating conditions with me?” he asked. “Don’t they all say you’re a divine physician?”

“Your Majesty,” Qi Yue looked up and couldn’t help but smile.

The Emperor looked at her without averting his gaze, also smiling as he listened to her speak.

“…They say I’m a divine physician, but actually they’re referring to my methods of treatment. People haven’t seen them before, so they appear miraculous. It’s not that my medical skills are particularly good,” Qi Yue said.

“What’s the difference?” the Emperor asked with an ambiguous smile.

No difference?

Qi Yue looked at him. Was this Emperor too clever? He could hear double meanings in every sentence!

“Alright, I understand,” the Emperor looked away and sat up straight. “Go handle your face-saving matters first. We’ll discuss this later.”

Qi Yue could only agree and bow in acknowledgment.

The woman’s figure disappeared in the hall, and the Emperor sat motionless.

The soft footsteps didn’t interrupt his reverie.

Cai Zhong gently placed a cup of tea nearby.

“Look at me,” the Emperor suddenly said.

Cai Zhong was stunned.

“I told you to look at me,” the Emperor said with some impatience.

Only then did Cai Zhong confirm the Emperor wasn’t talking in his sleep. He quickly raised his eyes and glanced at the Emperor.

“Is this what you call looking?” the Emperor frowned.

Cai Zhong quickly said he was foolish, then raised his eyes to quickly glance at the Emperor again.

“You don’t look good at all,” the Emperor said, waving his hand.

Cai Zhong was somewhat amused despite himself.

What did he mean by “not looking good”?

Of course he didn’t look good. What was attractive about a man, especially one who wasn’t really a man anymore?

What was His Majesty thinking?

Seeing the Emperor pick up nearby memorials and begin reading again, he dared not speak and quietly withdrew.

The room returned to silence.

The Emperor put down the memorials again.

So being looked at directly could be this pleasant…

He smiled slightly and lowered his head to continue reading memorials.

Meanwhile, Qi Yue emerged with the memorial and encountered Li Tong coming from the corridor.

“Should I take this directly or give it to you?” Qi Yue quickly asked in a low voice.

Li Tong looked at the memorial in her hand, slightly stunned.

“This—give it to me. It needs to be returned to the Imperial Medical Academy,” he said.

Qi Yue was stunned. It wasn’t for her? Perhaps the Emperor had just wanted her to look at it.

“Oh dear, I brought it out without knowing,” she said.

“No problem, no problem,” Li Tong said. “Miss, you’ve brought out the finished one for me. I was about to retrieve it.”

Qi Yue smiled and handed it to him.

“Miss Qi, Young Master Fan and I are treating Lord to dinner. Now that matters have finally settled, we’re formally welcoming Lord. Please join us, Miss Qi,” Li Tong said.

Qi Yue nodded.

Only then did the two leave. Upon exiting the palace gates, besides the waiting A’Hao and guards, there was one more person.

Chang Yuncheng extended his hand. A smile bloomed on Qi Yue’s face as she walked quickly forward and placed her hand in his.

Chapter 374: Thoughts
Cai Qing walked in from outside, and A’Ru hurried to greet her.

“Madam says thank you to Director Zhou,” she said with a smile.

Zhou Maochun, who was sitting and drinking tea, put down his teacup.

“Don’t mention it, don’t mention it. I watched her grow up, after all,” he said, standing up. “Then I’ll take my leave.”

He was saying goodbye?

A’Ru quickly pulled Cai Qing aside.

“Please let the old director take a look,” she said.

Cai Qing only smiled and shook her head.

Zhou Maochun had already walked out, so A’Ru had no choice but to see him off first.

In front of the door, people were bustling about getting out of carriages, with many servants noisily unloading things from the vehicles.

Chen Shi’s gatekeepers and others were helplessly trying to stop them.

“Our madam doesn’t receive guests,” they said.

“I’m not a guest, I’m Marquis Dingxi, family,” Marquis Dingxi said, wiping his sweat with a handkerchief.

It wasn’t even hot yet, but he couldn’t help sweating—perhaps from excitement at seeing his son and daughter-in-law.

The gatekeepers hadn’t responded yet when he continued.

“Whether she sees me or not doesn’t matter. Is Yueniang here? I just need to see Yueniang. I’m her father-in-law—you know that, right?” he said, unable to suppress a hint of pride.

As soon as he finished speaking, someone spat.

“Shameless! Aren’t you afraid of biting your tongue when you talk like that!” Zhou Maochun glared and scolded.

Only then did Marquis Dingxi notice the old man coming out. This old man looked familiar…

“Director Zhou,” he quickly said with a smile. After smiling, he realized what had happened and immediately darkened his face. “How do you talk?”

Others might be wary of the old imperial physician, but he wasn’t.

What was so great about an imperial physician? His family had a divine physician.

Zhou Maochun snorted.

“My daughter has no father-in-law, only a former father-in-law. If you dare speak nonsense again and ruin my daughter’s reputation for marriage, I won’t forgive you,” he said, glaring fiercely at Marquis Dingxi before getting in his carriage and leaving.

A’Ru called out twice from behind but couldn’t stop him.

Marquis Dingxi also spat.

“Whether your daughter has a father-in-law or not is none of my business. With someone like you, it’s a wonder your daughter could even get married,” he also snorted, while noticing A’Ru’s strange smile and feeling uneasy. “Who is his daughter?”

“Our young lady recognized Director Zhou as her adoptive father,” A’Ru said awkwardly.

Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng were intercepted by A’Ru on their way back.

“By the way, Li Tong said they’re treating you to dinner?” she was saying to Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head decisively.

“Not going,” he said.

“Why not? They mean well,” Qi Yue laughed.

Chang Yuncheng snorted.

Mean well? The drunkard’s intention wasn’t the wine—saying they were treating him, but really wanting to treat Qi Yueniang.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Then I just won’t go. You can go alone, have dinner, and annoy them at the same time,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“I don’t have time to mess around with them,” he said, turning to look at her. “I have to leave in a few days.”

Qi Yue smiled at him.

A’Ru came to meet them with several servants.

Qi Yue thought something had happened to Chen Shi, but after listening, she learned that Marquis Dingxi had come.

“Father came?” Chang Yuncheng was also surprised.

“Yes, the Marquis heard that Miss Qi… and also that you, young master, had gotten into trouble, so he rushed over,” a servant quickly said.

Father had actually come for him. Although it was mostly for Qi Yueniang, regardless of who it was for, when he heard of trouble, his first thought was to rush over, not to avoid it. And it wasn’t just a thought—he had acted on it. Chang Yuncheng felt strange in his heart.

“Truly, fatherly love is like a mountain,” Qi Yue said with a suppressed smile, leaning slightly toward Chang Yuncheng and lowering her voice. “Moved? Want me to lend you my shoulder to cry on?”

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh, raising his arm to gently bump her.

“How is Madam Chen?” Qi Yue asked A’Ru quietly. “Did he examine her?”

“No, Madam said she was fine and wouldn’t let the old master examine her,” A’Ru said quietly.

Qi Yue frowned.

“Never mind, I’ll discuss it with my adoptive father when I see him,” she said.

Marquis Dingxi had reserved an entire floor of the capital’s finest restaurant. Upon hearing this, Qi Yue couldn’t help but shake her head.

“This is too extravagant,” she said.

Approaching the room, she could hear Marquis Dingxi’s booming voice from inside.

“…Not extravagant, nothing is too extravagant for hosting Director Zhou… Director Zhou took such pains to diagnose my wife’s illness back then, such kindness I can never forget…”

“But it seems the Marquis forgot when he saw me just now…”

“How could that be? Impossible!”

“Hmph, no need to remember anyway. I wasn’t the one who cured your wife.”

“Yes, yes, Yueniang cured her. Now that Yueniang is your adopted daughter, we’re family—why distinguish between yours and mine? Come, come, Director Zhou, try this wine. It’s special good wine unique to our Yongqing Prefecture…”

“The wine is indeed good.”

“If you like it, Director, quickly send all that wine to the Director’s home.”

Hearing this, Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng didn’t dare listen further and quickly pushed open the door.

Marquis Dingxi was urging servants to move the gifts.

“Not just wine—I brought a whole cartload of various rare items, all to be sent to the Director’s home,” he said loudly.

“That’s not appropriate. You should keep them for giving to others,” Zhou Maochun frowned.

“They’re specifically for you, Director!” Marquis Dingxi said shamelessly.

Even ghosts wouldn’t believe that!

Marquis Dingxi had naturally come to the capital to seek connections, but after arriving, the matter had already been resolved. He certainly wouldn’t go around giving gifts to people anymore; on the contrary, he was waiting for others to give him gifts.

After all, she was the daughter-in-law of the Marquis Dingxi’s household!

Of course, before waiting for others to give him gifts, he had to resolve one matter first.

“Father.”

“Marquis.”

Seeing Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue enter, Marquis Dingxi was overjoyed.

Zhou Maochun snorted.

“Yueniang, come here,” he said with a stern face.

Qi Yue smiled obediently and walked over.

“How many times have I told you to be careful? This is the capital. As a woman, don’t walk too close to men casually,” Zhou Maochun glared and scolded.

Qi Yue just smiled with pursed lips.

“Not casually, not casually. How can you say casually?” Marquis Dingxi quickly said, personally pouring wine for Zhou Maochun and offering it with a hair-raising smile.

“What are you trying to do?” Zhou Maochun glared.

“Director, I’ve been terribly worried, never imagining such a godsend as you,” Marquis Dingxi smiled. “If you would speak up, these two children’s matter would be much simpler.”

Zhou Maochun immediately understood his meaning and spat.

“What matter? Don’t randomly connect things. My Yueniang has nothing to do with your child anymore. There’s no matter,” he snorted.

Marquis Dingxi didn’t care about his expression and sat down beside him.

“Director, this can’t be delayed any longer. Look, it’s rare for everyone to be together. Let’s settle it quickly. The two children are in love…” he chuckled.

Zhou Maochun leaned away to avoid him.

“In love? Are you joking? Then how did they become former husband and wife?” he snorted.

“It’s all my fault!” Marquis Dingxi said cleanly, draining his wine. “I’ll accept punishment. As long as you’re willing to speak up and request imperial grace, I’ll go before the palace to apologize with thorns on my back without blinking.”

This was the first time Zhou Maochun had met such an unreasonable person. He was already recognized as difficult to deal with, but compared to Marquis Dingxi, he was far behind.

This man dared to say anything!

Zhou Maochun finally admitted defeat and fled, while Marquis Dingxi pursued his victory, following with a cartload of gifts.

Qi Yue didn’t even have a chance to ask about Chen Shi’s condition.

Walking out, she saw another familiar face.

“Young master, the Ministry of War’s official document has arrived. You’ve been demoted two ranks and fined one year’s salary,” Jiang Hai said with a bitter face.

Chang Yuncheng was unconcerned.

Although he was punished this time, surely no one would be so blind as to come and kick him while he was down.

The Emperor’s temperament was like this. If you were wrong, you’d definitely be punished, regardless of the reason. But this didn’t mean he was targeting this person or disliked them.

“Hey, Jiang Hai,” Qi Yue greeted with a smile. “You’re back too?”

Jiang Hai covered his face with his hand.

“Madam, I didn’t know you were the madam…” he said awkwardly.

“I didn’t tell you,” Qi Yue smiled.

“It’s not your fault, not your fault,” Jiang Hai quickly waved his hands. “It’s all the young master’s…”

Chang Yuncheng coughed heavily.

“The official document has arrived, so it’s time to leave. Why aren’t you going to pack?” he said with a stern face.

Jiang Hai made an “oh” sound and hesitated, not wanting to leave.

“Don’t you have something to ask your adoptive father? Go quickly,” Chang Yuncheng said, pulling Qi Yue away without allowing argument.

Jiang Hai stood there looking lost.

A’Hao walked past him, snorting with her nose in the air.

“Serves you right,” she said.

Jiang Hai came to his senses and saw her, blinking his eyes.

“Miss A’Hao,” he grinned, producing a silk flower from behind his back like magic. “This is the most famous silk flower from Liaodong. I specially brought it back for you—there’s only one.”

A’Hao was dumbfounded.

With a suppressed cry of “Ah,” Madam Xie woke from her dreams again, hearing faint sounds of movement outside.

“Madam, you’re awake?” Rao Yufang walked over with small steps, asking with concern while taking a teacup from a maid behind her.

“I slept too long this afternoon,” Madam Xie said quietly, pressing her chest.

“Next time I’ll wake you up, Madam,” Rao Yufang said, sitting by the bed and offering her the teacup.

“That would be troublesome for you,” Madam Xie smiled, taking the tea and drinking a sip to calm her nerves.

Seeing her lost in thought, Rao Yufang didn’t speak.

“Is there news from the capital?” Madam Xie asked loudly.

Nanny Song, who was standing in the outer room, quickly walked in.

“Yes, the third young master just came by. He said it’s fine—the Emperor won’t pursue Qianjin Hall’s matter. Not only won’t he pursue it, he’s agreed to their methods,” she smiled.

Madam Xie’s face darkened.

“Who asked about her!” she slammed the teacup to the ground.

Everyone in the room was startled.

Rao Yufang’s expression remained unchanged as she gently patted Madam Xie’s arm.

“Madam, Nanny Song means that since the young master was implicated by Qianjin Hall, if Qianjin Hall is fine, then the young master will naturally be safe too,” she said softly.

“Yes, yes, Madam, that’s what this servant meant—the young master is fine,” Nanny Song quickly said.

Only then did Madam Xie’s expression soften slightly.

“You’re getting worse at speaking. You should have just said the young master was fine. Why bring up all that nonsense?” she said, taking a deep breath and getting out of bed.

“What exactly was said?” she asked again.

“Demoted two ranks, fined salary,” Nanny Song said directly this time.

Madam Xie’s figure paused.

“This is called fine?” she demanded with raised eyebrows.

Nanny Song became somewhat flustered from the scolding.

“Madam, being willing to punish means the Emperor doesn’t blame him. Still, appearances must be maintained—otherwise, where would imperial authority be?” Rao Yufang said softly again.

Madam Xie laughed coldly.

“The one who should be punished isn’t my Yuncheng, but that lowly servant. Punishing her wouldn’t serve as an example?” she said, walking a few steps and becoming increasingly angry. “Always being implicated by that lowly servant! There’s never been anything good! That bastard Yuncheng just won’t listen to me!”

“Madam, this shows the young master values loyalty and righteousness,” Rao Yufang said quietly.

Madam Xie laughed coldly, supporting herself on the table.

“Has the letter to Shandong been sent?” she suddenly asked.

Hearing her suddenly mention this, Rao Yufang looked uneasy and lowered her head.

Nanny Song quickly responded yes.

“It should have arrived by now,” she said.

“I’m afraid Madam will suffer undeserved disaster,” Rao Yufang said quietly.

“What undeserved disaster? Proposing such a match to you—aren’t the Rao family people afraid of being pointed at behind their backs? How can they bully an orphan like you? Besides, we arranged the match first,” Madam Xie snorted. “Don’t worry about it. This is adults’ business. I’ll handle it with your family.”

Saying this, she let out a long breath and pondered briefly.

“We’re going to the capital,” she said.

Ah?

Both Rao Yufang and Nanny Song were stunned.

Going to the capital!

Chapter 375: This Heart
Marquis Dingxi peeked his head in from outside the door. Before he could see clearly, Zhou Maochun hurled a teacup at him.

“You surnamed Chang! Don’t force me to throw you out!” he shouted, somewhat jumping mad.

Marquis Dingxi chuckled and quickly waved his hands.

“I don’t mean anything by it. I just wanted to see if Yueniang would like some tea. I brought it from Yongqing Prefecture—perhaps she’s used to it,” he said while looking at Qi Yue in the room.

“Drink what drink! My Yueniang doesn’t drink tea!” Zhou Maochun shouted.

Marquis Dingxi wasn’t angry and continued smiling cheerfully.

“Fine, fine. You continue talking, continue talking,” he said, retreating.

Zhou Maochun was so angry his beard bristled and his eyes bulged.

“No wonder you wanted a divorce. Having such a father-in-law is truly too embarrassing!” he said.

Qi Yue smiled as she poured tea for him, making no comment.

“Adoptive Father, you should still go look at Madam Chen’s illness,” she said. “I feel it’s not good.”

Zhou Maochun made an “mm” sound.

“Yueniang,” he said after consideration, “there’s a saying: ‘Treat illness, not fate.’ I think this Madam Chen’s problem is fate, not illness.”

Ah?

Qi Yue was stunned by his words.

How could adoptive fathers all say this phrase?

Her father had once said this too, and she had given him a good critique for it.

“Adoptive Father, let’s not engage in this idealism…” she said with a laugh.

“What is idealism?” Zhou Maochun asked.

Qi Yue touched her nose.

“Nothing. Adoptive Father, let’s examine the patient before making decisions,” she said.

Zhou Maochun made an “oh” sound.

“So idealism means I’m talking nonsense without examining the patient?” he said with some teasing.

“No,” Qi Yue quickly laughed. “No, Adoptive Father, your medical skills are superb. Reading pulses through silk threads and diagnosing illness through walls is nothing to you.”

Zhou Maochun laughed heartily.

“Stop talking nonsense,” he said, lifting his tea and drinking it all. “It’s like this. The meaning of ‘treat illness, not fate’—Yueniang, you actually understand it too. Whether a person is ill or not, the body will send warnings, and the person will sense it themselves. Madam Chen refuses to see a doctor, either because she says she’s not ill and doesn’t need to see a doctor, or because she doesn’t want to be treated anymore…”

He looked up at Qi Yue.

“The patient herself is already rejecting medical treatment. Even if medicine is prescribed, first, she won’t take it, and second, even if she takes it, it won’t work,” he said. “What you need to do now isn’t urgently request a doctor, but first go convince Madam Chen.”

While they were talking inside, Chang Yuncheng was outside accompanying Marquis Dingxi.

Marquis Dingxi was cheerfully watching servants clean a guest room.

This was a room used by Imperial Medical Academy clerks when on duty, with conditions comparable to an ordinary inn room at best.

Because Zhou Maochun was making the Imperial Medical Academy his home, and Marquis Dingxi was determined to properly express his sincerity to Zhou Maochun, he insisted on following him. Zhou Maochun, worn down by his nagging and wanting peace and quiet, agreed to let him move in.

Chang Yuncheng looked back at the room again and couldn’t help but sigh.

Though the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion was far from the capital, it was in no way inferior to other marquises’ wealth. Marquis Dingxi Chang Rong had lived in luxury since birth. Especially after becoming fascinated with elegance, he paid even more attention to food, clothing, and living standards.

This room couldn’t even compare to servants’ quarters in the marquis’s mansion, yet Marquis Dingxi was going to live in it.

Looking at Marquis Dingxi’s cheerful expression, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help feeling somewhat heartbroken.

“Father, you should go stay at our residence,” he said.

Though Marquis Dingxi didn’t come to the capital often, he had purchased property there.

“You’re being foolish,” Marquis Dingxi maintained his fatherly authority in front of his son, glaring at him.

“Father, you don’t need to do this. Director Zhou understands in his heart. It’ll be fine after a while,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Marquis Dingxi snorted.

“I said you’re foolish and you’re really not smart,” he said. “Of course I know that old man understands in his heart—he’s deliberately making things difficult.”

He carefully glanced toward Zhou Maochun’s room.

“I’m not giving him face—I’m giving Yueniang face,” he said in a low voice, then sighed. “At this point, don’t worry about who’s embarrassing whom. As long as we can handle things successfully and live good lives, everything will be fine.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at Marquis Dingxi. He really wasn’t used to this kind of father. He wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words, standing there with a very strange expression.

Just then, Qi Yue came out.

Marquis Dingxi immediately beamed with smiles, then turned to see Chang Yuncheng’s expression and became angry.

“What’s with that ugly look? You’ll scare ghosts!” he slapped Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder and scolded quietly. “Hurry up and go talk properly.”

After shouting, he ran over himself without caring about Chang Yuncheng.

“Yueniang, let Yuncheng escort you back,” he said with a smile.

Zhou Maochun’s irritated voice came from inside the room.

“Escort what escort! My Yueniang has been in the capital for so long—does she need escorting?”

Marquis Dingxi ignored this, winking at Chang Yuncheng before happily stepping into the room.

“…In-law, what would you like for lunch? I brought a cook. Last time was too rushed—you didn’t get to taste our Yongqing Prefecture delicacies, so I specially brought a cook this time…”

“…I say, Marquis Dingxi, you really dare to say anything! You brought that cook for yourself! I’m not a three-year-old child!… And what are you calling me? Who told you to call me in-law? Watch yourself…”

Hearing the bickering from inside, Qi Yue looked at Chang Yuncheng and smiled.

“Let’s go, driver,” she said with a laugh, tilting her head.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and raised his hand to tap her head once.

“Are you going home first or to ask Hu San about the project?” he asked, reaching out to help Qi Yue into the carriage.

Qi Yue grabbed his hand and pulled.

“What are you doing? Are you so eager to get rid of me and go home?” she said with feigned surprise, staring at him.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned by her words, then couldn’t quite believe it.

“Actually, Adoptive Father was wrong,” Qi Yue said with a wrinkled nose and a smile. “I’m not familiar with the capital at all. Though I’ve been here about half a month, I haven’t been anywhere.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“What about you? Have you ever played around here?” Qi Yue asked.

Played around?

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“Each time I come and go in a hurry. I can’t think of what to do for fun or what to see,” he said.

“Shall we go look around?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng hesitated.

“You have many things to be busy with now…” he said.

“Silly,” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled. “No matter how busy things are, they can’t compare to how important you are.”

Again… again…

Chang Yuncheng felt tingling from his feet to the top of his head.

This woman—where did she learn all these sweet words! Simply… simply too much to bear!

“Going this way, we can reach Dajue Temple. I heard the magnolia flowers are blooming perfectly,” Chang Yuncheng said while reaching out to take a chubby clay doll that Qi Yue was holding.

Hearing this, Qi Yue quickly looked ahead, still chewing on a piece of sticky cake.

“Flowers to admire?” she said, turning to look around frantically. “Should we buy some snacks to eat under the trees while flower viewing?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at the bags large and small hanging fully from her arms and smiled.

“Dajue Temple has vegetarian meals,” he said, taking several more bags from Qi Yue’s arms and hanging them on his own already full arms. “The vegetarian restaurant is right beside the magnolia trees. You can see the whole courtyard of flowers from the window—no need to stand foolishly under the trees eating.”

“How is that foolish?” Qi Yue glared. “That’s ambiance.”

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily, bumping her with his elbow.

“Come on, let’s go quickly.”

Unfortunately, when they reached Dajue Temple, the vegetarian restaurant was fully booked.

“I’ll pay more…” Chang Yuncheng was quite embarrassed and somewhat anxious.

Even the young monks in the capital carried themselves with some grandeur.

“Benefactor, Buddhist law is equal,” he said indifferently with some arrogance, bowing and turning to leave.

What a joke. Did they think Dajue Temple was some rural temple?

Money? They saw the most of that!

Qi Yue smiled and pulled back Chang Yuncheng, who wanted to continue arguing.

“Who told us to decide on a whim,” she laughed. “This shows their vegetarian food is really good.”

“It’s not that good. I think it’s not as good as our Great Buddha Temple in Yongqing Prefecture,” Chang Yuncheng said indignantly.

“Yes, yes. I’ve also eaten at Great Buddha Temple. I thought it was especially delicious too—probably nowhere could surpass it,” Qi Yue said with a smile, pulling Chang Yuncheng’s arm to turn around.

These words evoked Chang Yuncheng’s memories, thinking of that moment when they were separated by a window and couldn’t see each other. His expression grew slightly rigid.

“But we never ate together,” he said. “Tomorrow—tomorrow I’ll come early and book the whole place.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“You have money to burn,” she said, patting his back with a laugh, making the things in her hands rattle.

This reminded Qi Yue.

“See, I still had foresight and didn’t listen to you about throwing these things away. Come on, let’s sit on the ground and have a picnic under the flowers,” she said with a smile.

Before she finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng suddenly pulled her to hide behind a nearby rock.

“What…” Qi Yue opened her mouth in surprise.

Chang Yuncheng covered her mouth.

An assassination? Being followed?

Qi Yue’s heart pounded as she gripped his hand.

Hurried footsteps came from the vegetarian restaurant.

“…Miss Qi?” Fan Yilin called out loudly.

Li Tong, who followed closely, looked left and right outside the door. There were quite a few people, but no sign of that woman.

“You must have heard wrong. Where is Miss Qi?” he said. Though he spoke this way, he couldn’t help standing on his toes to look around.

“How could I hear wrong?” Fan Yilin said. “I heard her laugh. Miss Qi’s laugh is different from others’—very pleasant.”

Li Tong couldn’t help coughing lightly.

“Don’t say such things in front of the young master,” he said.

Fan Yilin snorted.

“So what if I say it? Am I afraid of him?” he said. “I’d beat him without blinking.”

Right, you get beaten so hard you can’t blink…

Li Tong thought with amusement while looking around again.

Among the red flowers and green willows, the bustling crowd indeed showed no sign of that woman.

“Let’s go. You heard wrong,” he patted Fan Yilin’s shoulder with slight disappointment. “Miss Qi is busy now—how would she have time to come out?”

Fan Yilin walked a few steps left and right, unwilling to give up, before reluctantly abandoning the search.

“I clearly heard it… how could I hear wrong…”

Only after the voices disappeared did Chang Yuncheng breathe a sigh of relief.

“What bad luck—how do we keep running into this guy everywhere?” he muttered.

Qi Yue laughed, her hand pressed against his chest.

“How wonderful—they’re both there, so there are seats inside. Why don’t we…” she said.

Before she finished, Chang Yuncheng interrupted with a glare.

“No way,” he shouted, then quickly lowered his voice and pulled Qi Yue away from behind the rock without choosing a path.

Qi Yue stopped talking and smiled, letting him lead her forward.

Withered yellow bamboo leaves fell, covering them both from head to toe.

Chapter 376: For Whom
Chang Yuncheng still sent Qi Yue back home after lunch.

“There’s plenty of time, you focus on your business first,” he said, then added, “I’ll definitely arrange for tomorrow’s vegetarian feast.”

“There’s plenty of time,” Qi Yue also smiled and said, waving her hand at him.

Only after watching her enter the house did Chang Yuncheng turn his horse around and leave.

After a simple wash and changing into everyday clothes, Qi Yue went to find Chen Shi.

Unlike previous days when she could enter directly, she was stopped by a servant woman.

“Miss, please wait a moment. Let me see if Madam has fallen asleep,” the servant woman said with a somewhat unnatural smile.

Qi Yue looked up at the sky.

Sleeping so early? Is this an afternoon nap or evening sleep?

Cai Qing hurriedly walked out from inside.

“She didn’t sleep at midday, but just now said she was tired and wanted to rest briefly,” she said with a smile.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound—this seemed reasonable.

“Then I’ll come back when she wakes up,” she said, about to turn around.

Cai Qing quickly stopped her.

“Miss, please trouble you to invite Doctor Zhou again,” she said with a smile. “It’s really strange. Originally, I didn’t think there was anything wrong, but after hearing what you said, Miss, and after Doctor Zhou’s visit, Madam truly feels somewhat uncomfortable. I don’t know if it’s because of her troubled mind.”

Qi Yue was overjoyed, not expecting that Chen Shi had actually come to understand on her own.

It seemed it wasn’t that she knew about the illness but didn’t want treatment.

“Good, good, I’ll go have someone send word right away. It’s best to have him come take a look. This way, if there’s something wrong, she can take medicine early, and if there’s nothing wrong, it’ll ease her troubled mind,” she said happily.

“There’s no rush, Miss,” Cai Qing said with a smile.

Qi Yue had already walked away without stopping.

Watching her disappear at the courtyard gate, the smile on Cai Qing’s face vanished. She turned and walked into the house, looking at Chen Shi lying on the bed in the inner room.

“She’s reassured now, isn’t she?”

Chen Shi’s voice came from within.

Cai Qing walked over and responded affirmatively, looking at Chen Shi’s pale, bloodless face on the bed. She couldn’t help but want to cry.

“She became suspicious, and if I kept avoiding her, she would only become more anxious,” Chen Shi said with a smile, trying to sit up, but it was somewhat difficult.

Cai Qing quickly helped support her.

“But if Doctor Zhou examines me, it can’t be hidden,” she said with a choked voice.

“I never intended to hide it from Doctor Zhou,” Chen Shi said with a smile, patting Cai Qing’s hand.

Cai Qing was somewhat puzzled.

Originally thinking it was so late, Zhou Maochun wouldn’t be invited until tomorrow at the earliest. Unexpectedly, just as it was time for dinner, Zhou Maochun was brought by Qi Yue.

Qi Yue followed him in and became anxious upon seeing Chen Shi’s complexion.

“It’s all because you frightened me,” Chen Shi said reproachfully. “You keep saying I’m ill, I’m ill every few days. Now I feel like I’m sick everywhere.”

Qi Yue was amused again.

Zhou Maochun said nothing and sat down, taking out his pulse pillow.

“Don’t watch here. Your adopted father rarely comes home. Go personally cook a specialty dish to show your filial piety,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

“Really? This girl has specialty dishes?” Zhou Maochun said, looking at Qi Yue with disbelief.

Qi Yue nodded eagerly.

“Of course I do. Adopted father, I’m not just a divine physician. I have another unknown identity—divine chef,” she said with complete seriousness.

Both Chen Shi and Zhou Maochun laughed heartily.

“Go quickly, let me see the hidden skills of your divine chef,” Zhou Maochun said.

Qi Yue laughingly threw out a line “just you wait and see” and went out.

Cai Qing waved her hand and led the servant women out as well.

Only Chen Shi and Zhou Maochun remained in the room.

Chen Shi didn’t extend her hand, and Zhou Maochun didn’t ask to take her pulse. After a moment of silence.

“Where did you get this poison?” Zhou Maochun spoke first, his brows tightly furrowed, scrutinizing Chen Shi.

Chen Shi only smiled.

“Doctor Zhou is indeed a divine physician,” she said with a smile.

“As long as one isn’t blind, even non-doctors can tell,” Zhou Maochun said with a snort. “Why are you hiding it from Yueniang?”

“I don’t want her to be sad,” Chen Shi said with a slight smile, then sighed. “This child is without father or mother in this world, not a single relative left, all alone and pitiful.”

Zhou Maochun scoffed and shook his head.

“That’s only speaking of blood relatives. Who says that without blood relatives one is alone and pitiful?” he said. “Is she still alone and pitiful now?”

Chen Shi’s expression was stubborn.

“Those aren’t blood relatives. No matter how good they are, they’re not blood relatives. No matter how good, they can’t compare to blood relatives!” she said indifferently.

Women’s hearts are truly unreasonable, Zhou Maochun was too lazy to argue further.

“So what do you want to do?” he asked directly. “I can help you hide it, but just because I hide it doesn’t mean you won’t die, does it?”

Chen Shi bowed slightly to him.

“Just hide it for this period,” she said. “During this time she’s busy, and she just suffered such a great shock. She’s finally getting better. Rather than letting her know and worry daily, it’s better to let her be sad for just one day.”

Such matters of life and death were nothing in Zhou Maochun’s eyes. If one should die, then die—it’s unavoidable. Since it’s unavoidable, what’s there to be sad about?

He curled his lip and paid no more attention.

When Qi Yue came to call everyone for dinner, Zhou Maochun had already written the prescription.

“Once every three days,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at it while asking in a low voice what illness it was.

“Congenitally weak, plus too many worries, plus old ailments. In short, she’s just ill,” Zhou Maochun said.

Chen Shi’s mother lost her father during pregnancy, so the mother must have been greatly grieved. Children born under such circumstances are indeed prone to congenital deficiency.

Qi Yue nodded.

“This medicine is only taken once every three days?” she asked in a low voice again. “Will it work?”

Zhou Maochun glared and snatched back the prescription.

“If you don’t want to take it, don’t take it,” he said.

Qi Yue quickly smiled and grabbed it back.

“Take it, take it,” she said with a smile, while hurriedly pushing Zhou Maochun. “Adopted father, you’ve worked hard. Please take your seat quickly and try the old duck soup your daughter specially made for you.”

Just as she was speaking, someone from outside came to say that Marquis Dingxi had arrived. Zhou Maochun’s face immediately grew very long.

“Just in time for dinner, what a coincidence,” Marquis Dingxi entered with a hearty laugh.

“What coincidence? Who said you could eat here? Is it appropriate for an uncle to come here for meals? Don’t you have your own cooks?” Zhou Maochun said with glaring eyes.

Marquis Dingxi looked somewhat embarrassed.

“No, no, I didn’t come specifically to eat. I heard that sister-in-law was ill, so I came specially to see her,” he said hastily, pointing to the servants carrying things in the courtyard. “I brought many specialties from Yongqing Prefecture. I’m sure sister-in-law will recover faster eating these familiar foods.”

“More of those taro roots?” Zhou Maochun glared at the outside. “How many did you bring?”

Marquis Dingxi chuckled.

“Well, well, you all eat slowly. I’ll leave first,” he said, though his feet were reluctant to move.

After all, this was Chen Shi’s home, and Qi Yue couldn’t very well insist he stay.

A servant woman hurried out from behind.

“Madam invites the Marquis to dine before leaving,” she said with a bow.

Before her words finished, Marquis Dingxi had already seated himself at the dining table.

“Don’t be polite, don’t be polite,” he said with hearty laughter, picking up his bowl and chopsticks. Looking at the table full of dishes, he said, “Good, good, very good, very good.”

“Please try this—it’s soup I made,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

Zhou Maochun’s heart jumped, and he quickly picked up his bowl and chopsticks. But he was still a step too slow. Marquis Dingxi had already ladled a large bowl and began drinking.

“Good, good,” he praised while drinking the hot soup in one breath without regard for the temperature, then reached to ladle more.

Zhou Maochun tapped his chopsticks with his own.

“Marquis Dingxi, can you show some restraint!” he shouted.

The surrounding servant women couldn’t help but lower their heads and laugh. Qi Yue let them enjoy their liveliness while she went with the servant women to the inner courtyard to serve Chen Shi her meal.

Chen Shi only sipped the soup briefly.

“Don’t worry either. I’m taking medicine and slowly recovering. You know my constitution was never good to begin with,” she said with a comforting smile.

Qi Yue nodded and didn’t force her to eat, sitting beside her to chat.

Outside the window, night gradually fell. The night passed without incident.

The next day, Chang Yuncheng’s anticipated vegetarian feast was not to be had, as he was urgently summoned by the Ministry of War. Qi Yue was also busy with preparations for military medical supplies. Although Hu San was fully responsible, she couldn’t be a hands-off boss. She also needed to continue lecturing Zhang Tong’s disciples and organizing various teaching materials for Zhang Tong and his team to use when they reached the border, watching Chen Shi take her medicine, having Zhou Maochun come for regular follow-ups, and so on.

In the blink of an eye, it was eight days later. Zhang Tong and his group departed, along with Chang Yuncheng.

Although he had been demoted, he still had to work.

“I still couldn’t accompany you…” Chang Yuncheng said apologetically.

“There’s plenty of time,” Qi Yue patted his arm with a smile. “When the first batch of supplies is ready, I’ll personally deliver them. The first stop will be to see you, alright?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled and stroked Qi Yue’s hair.

Zhou Maochun coughed heavily nearby.

“Why are you coughing! You should have settled things earlier. Now you’re separating again—when will you see each other next?” Marquis Dingxi immediately said.

He had been nagging about this for two days already.

“Why the rush? Nothing comes that easily!” Zhou Maochun said with glaring eyes.

“How can I not be anxious? Look, if you had asked for the Emperor’s decree now, you could have held the wedding today. After all, everyone knows each other—no need to be so formal. By the time Yuncheng returns, you could probably be holding a child…” Marquis Dingxi said, pulling at him.

Zhou Maochun spat.

Qi Yue and Chang Yuncheng exchanged a smile.

“Take care,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“You take care too. I’ll come see you very soon,” she said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng also nodded.

The weather seemed to have suddenly warmed up. At Duke Deqing’s mansion, the old lady was surrounded by daughters-in-law and elderly servants.

“Why make new clothes? I’m so old now and don’t see people. One outfit worn from winter to summer is fine,” the old lady said.

Everyone in the room laughed.

“The old lady is saving for her children and grandchildren,” an elderly servant woman said flatteringly.

“Oh right, don’t forget clothes for Xueniang,” the old lady suddenly remembered and said quickly.

A daughter-in-law quickly responded.

“We’ve already sent someone,” she said.

“I heard something about Xueniang? Is she ill?” the old lady asked, sitting down.

“Yes, when we went the other day, she looked very unwell and said she was taking medicine,” the daughter-in-law replied.

The old lady sighed and stood up again.

“I’ll go see her. She’s unwilling to come see us, so I’ll go see her,” she said.

Everyone hurriedly tried to dissuade her, saying it was hot, that they needed to prepare the carriage, and so on. In the midst of this chaos, a maid ran in from outside.

“The young lady has returned,” they called out.

Everyone was stunned.

“Which young lady?” a daughter-in-law asked quickly.

Before the words finished, a middle-aged woman strode in—it was the young lady who had married into the Rao family in Shandong.

“Why have you returned at this time?” the daughter-in-law quickly went to ask.

The woman ignored her and, without ceremony, sat down in a nearby chair.

“Mother, Xueniang is going to destroy our family,” she said immediately, wiping tears with her handkerchief.

Chapter 377: Seeking
These words startled everyone in the room.

“What’s wrong? She doesn’t contact the family all year round—how did she provoke you again?” the old lady asked in confusion.

Rao Chen Shi wiped her tears with her handkerchief, looking haggard and clearly truly distressed.

“That’s what I should ask her—what exactly is she trying to do?” she said choking back tears.

The Rao family servants who had followed her in were taken away, leaving only a few Chen family daughters-in-law. Some brought hot tea, others brought hot water and towels. Everyone wasn’t in a hurry to question her, but carefully attended to her needs.

“Did the second son-in-law come too?” the old lady asked those outside.

Before the daughters-in-law could answer, Rao Chen Shi, who was cleaning her face, put down the towel.

“He still dares to show his face? All dignity is lost,” she said, and the tears that had just stopped began to fall again.

The old lady quickly waved her hand.

“Enough, enough! Say what you have to say directly! How did things get like this? When did you arrive in the capital?” she asked.

“Just arrived,” Rao Chen Shi said, picking up the teacup to drink, obviously parched with thirst.

The old lady hurriedly called for someone to prepare food.

“Mother, how can I eat at a time like this,” Rao Chen Shi put down the teacup and said, “Where is Xueniang? Have her come see me.”

The old lady gave her a stern look.

“Tell me what’s going on first,” she said.

“Mother, this is all because you’ve spoiled her like this,” Rao Chen Shi said, throwing her handkerchief on the table.

A servant woman entered with lowered head.

“Old lady, the master asks whether there’s any matter concerning the second lady’s return?” she said quietly.

The master was Chen Xue’s legitimate older brother. Both husband and wife were in poor health and were quietly recuperating and practicing Taoism in the adjacent courtyard, basically not going out or interacting with people.

It seemed the second lady had made quite a commotion entering.

“Big brother? There is indeed something. I’ll go see sister-in-law in a moment,” Rao Chen Shi said.

The old lady glared at her daughter.

“You’re forty or fifty years old, about to be a grandmother, and still so reckless,” she said quietly but sternly. Then she looked at the servant woman, “Tell the master it’s nothing. When you have time, copy another chapter of the Treatise on Response and Retribution for me.”

The servant woman responded and withdrew.

“We can’t control her—let her legitimate brother and sister-in-law handle it,” Rao Chen Shi continued.

“Don’t talk nonsense to me—if there’s something to say, say it!” the old lady slammed the table and shouted.

The old lady was getting on in years and increasingly confused at times, but when she lost her temper, she was still this fierce.

Rao Chen Shi didn’t dare lose her temper anymore.

“It’s about my husband’s younger brother’s child, Yu Fang,” she said.

“Oh, that girl who can’t be beaten or scolded, and runs to cry at your brother-in-law’s old residence at the slightest provocation?” the old lady said.

“Yes! I practically want to worship her like an ancestor. Why did I ever take on this hot potato!” Rao Chen Shi said with a sigh, then curled her lip. “She’s just like Xueniang.”

The old lady slapped the table again with a bang.

“What kind of thing is she? What kind of thing is her father? How dare you compare her to Xueniang!” she shouted angrily, “Do you have any real business or not? If not, get out of here!”

She was truly angry now. The servant women and daughters-in-law in the room hurriedly tried to mediate and gave Rao Chen Shi meaningful looks.

Rao Chen Shi reluctantly apologized.

“It’s like this—Xueniang said she would arrange a marriage for Yu Fang, so I believed her,” she said, not daring to speak carelessly anymore and getting to the point.

The old lady snorted.

“You believed she could marry that child off far away, didn’t you?” she said.

A mother knows her daughter best. Rao Chen Shi smiled sheepishly.

“Mother, I swear to heaven that I truly wanted what’s best for Yu Fang with all my heart,” she said seriously. “This isn’t just about my reputation—it’s about the Rao family’s reputation. I put my whole heart into her.”

This was true. The old lady’s expression softened.

“So what happened next? Did arranging the marriage turn you into enemies?” she asked.

Rao Chen Shi looked around at the people in the room and picked up her tea.

Those in the room understood.

“I’ll go check the kitchen and have them add more dishes.”

“Since the second young lady has returned, she should stay home for a day. I’ll go see how they’re preparing the room.”

The daughters-in-law said one after another, smiling as they led people out.

Closing the door also closed off the conversation in the room.

When night fell, Qi Yue watched Chen Shi drink her medicine.

“You don’t need to watch me like this all the time—I’m not a child,” Chen Shi said with a smile.

Qi Yue smiled and handed her some candied fruit.

Chen Shi didn’t eat it.

“I take more medicine than food—where would I need this?” she said with a smile, looking at Qi Yue. “Has His Majesty not summoned you these past few days?”

Qi Yue turned to put down the plate.

“Why would the Emperor summon me?” she said with a smile.

Chen Shi raised her hand to wipe her mouth.

“About those pharmaceutical matters you’re handling—are they all going well? Is His Majesty satisfied?” she asked.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“Everything’s fine. You can rest assured about my work,” she said with a smile.

“I’ve never been able to rest assured about your work,” Chen Shi shook her head, looking at Qi Yue. “Go rest quickly. You’re working too hard. If you keep staying up late, your complexion and energy will suffer.”

Qi Yue casually touched her face and agreed with a smile.

Just as she entered her room, A’Hao came bouncing over with a letter.

“A letter from the Prince!” she called out.

Qi Yue quickly reached out to take it, tearing open the envelope while skillfully kicking off her shoes, then flopping down on the bed.

A’Ru helplessly cleaned up behind her.

“Tea or goat’s milk?” A’Hao asked, habitually picking up two cups.

Qi Yue opened the letter, and a flattened dried grass fell out—a small rabbit woven from grass.

“Tea!” she said with a smile, raising her hand.

This was the rhythm of staying up all night. A’Ru quickly snatched the tea from A’Hao’s hand.

“Why are you encouraging this nonsense?” she said, placing a cup of goat’s milk in front of Qi Yue. “Sleep early. In your dreams you can see the Prince, and be as sweet as you want. That’s better than staying up half the night in your room staring at letters with a silly smile.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and drank the goat’s milk like wine, earning another round of complaints from A’Ru.

“He’s traveling so fast—by now he’s already halfway there,” Qi Yue said, lying on the bed and turning over to lie on her stomach, looking at the letter. “His handwriting is really beautiful.”

“Yes, the Marquis hired good teachers. When the Prince was young, he was beaten many times for his calligraphy,” A’Hao said, sitting on a small stool by the bed while sewing shoes.

Qi Yue turned over again to lie on her back.

“…He writes so elegantly too. ‘Not seeing you for a day is like three autumns passing,’ and he even added the character ‘xi’…” she said with a smile.

A’Ru came in carrying two garments.

“Listen, you’ve been reciting this all evening. We all know how much the Prince misses Miss Qi. Please stop talking about it,” she said in mock pleading.

Qi Yue laughed.

“I’ll keep reciting it. I know you’re jealous of me,” she said.

“Sister A’Ru won’t be jealous of you—she can see her husband every day. You should be jealous of Sister A’Ru,” A’Hao said with sparkling eyes.

Qi Yue laughed and nodded.

“You little devil!” A’Ru hadn’t expected the topic to turn to her. Embarrassed and laughing, she reached out to pinch A’Hao’s ear.

A’Hao ran to Qi Yue for protection.

The room immediately filled with laughter and playful noise.

After the laughter died down, A’Ru folded the clothes nearby.

“What are these clothes for?” Qi Yue asked.

“Made for brother-in-law,” A’Hao said.

A’Ru pressed her hand on A’Hao’s head, making her quickly say she wouldn’t dare.

“They’re summer clothes for the Prince,” A’Ru said, looking at A’Hao. “What about the shoes you’re making? Are they finished? All you do is play around all day.”

“They’re done, they’re done! This is the second pair,” A’Hao said quickly.

Only then did Qi Yue realize what the two maids were doing with their needlework every evening.

“You’re making clothes for him too?” she said with a smile.

“We used to make three seasons’ worth of clothes for the Prince, sending a big bundle each time,” A’Hao said, gesturing.

But unfortunately, back then the Prince never accepted them. Those finished clothes piled up in the room season after season.

Perhaps thinking of the past, A’Hao’s expression became somewhat melancholy.

That feeling was something Qi Yue had never experienced.

“Mm, this is really nice. Too bad I can’t do needlework, or I’d make something too,” she said with a smile.

“Eh?” A’Hao looked up at her in surprise. “Miss, your needlework is quite good too.”

A’Ru coughed.

“It’s getting late. Go to sleep quickly. You’ll be busy again tomorrow,” she said, taking the clothes and shoes. “How much more is there? I’ll help you finish tonight.”

A’Hao’s attention was diverted.

“No need, no need. I’ll finish it in a moment,” she said.

The two maids extinguished the lights in the room one by one, leaving only one, and lowered the curtain of the inner room.

“No more staring at letters with silly smiles instead of sleeping,” A’Ru warned before leaving.

Qi Yue tucked the letter under her pillow and lay down with her eyes closed.

A’Ru chuckled softly and closed the door as she left.

The outer room’s light went out, and dim moonlight filtered in. Hearing the footsteps fade away, Qi Yue opened her eyes and pulled the letter from under her pillow. The room was too dark to read clearly, but it didn’t matter—she had already memorized it. She pressed the letter to her heart and silently recited each word.

The clothes and letter were quickly packed and sent away, and Qi Yue began waiting for the next letter.

“We’ve found the shop, Master. I had someone look at several auspicious dates—which one do you think is suitable?” Hu San handed a piece of paper to Qi Yue.

“I don’t understand these things. Teacher, you choose,” Qi Yue said to Liu Pucheng beside her.

Liu Pucheng didn’t decline and nodded.

“The first batch of finished medical supply samples is ready. Master, please go take a look,” Hu San said busily about another matter.

Qi Yue nodded happily.

“Let’s go now,” she said without hesitation and started walking.

Before she reached the door, she was stopped.

“His Majesty is summoning me?” Qi Yue asked the eunuch who had come to the door with some surprise.

“Yes, Miss Qi, please hurry,” the eunuch said with a smile.

The boss was most important. Qi Yue nodded.

“Go get some samples for me,” she said to Hu San.

As the carriage left the alley, another carriage entered. Seeing the imperial eunuch, they quickly stopped to give way.

“What’s this? Has Xueniang entered the palace?” the curtain was lifted, and Duke Deqing’s old lady asked.

“It doesn’t seem so—looks like that Miss Qi,” the servant outside answered.

As the carriage approached, the old lady didn’t lower her curtain.

That Miss Qi.

She thought to herself, then saw the carriage suddenly lift its curtain and a woman poke her head out.

“Oh right, Hu San, bring some syringes and such too,” she instructed.

Hu San responded affirmatively.

Qi Yue lowered the curtain.

The carriage passed by unhurriedly.

The coachman here then led the horse.

“Old lady, please sit steady…” a servant woman beside her said, then turned to look and cried out in alarm, “Old lady, what’s wrong?”

This cry brought all the attending servants rushing over. They saw Duke Deqing’s old lady clutching her chest, gasping heavily—more precisely, exhaling but not inhaling, her face already turning blue.

One servant woman quickly took out a porcelain bottle, opened it, and placed it under the old lady’s nose. Another heavily patted the old lady’s back. After two wheezing sounds, the old lady finally caught her breath.

“I, I, I…” she said tremblingly, gasping, her gaze fixed intently on one direction, but she couldn’t say anything for a long time.

It seemed, it seemed!

Chapter 378: Resemblance
With such commotion at the gate, Chen Shi’s people quickly learned of it and hurriedly invited the old lady of Duke Deqing inside.

The old lady of Duke Deqing was directly helped into Chen Shi’s room, where a daybed was arranged for her to lie down.

Chen Shi was lying on the bed opposite.

“What happened?” Chen Shi sat up and asked in surprise. “How did you let the old lady come out?”

The old lady, in her seventies, had basically stopped going out over a decade ago.

The old lady of Duke Deqing drank some tea and was massaged and tended to by several servant women, finally recovering her composure.

She looked at Chen Shi, also very surprised.

“Why do you look so pale?” she asked, about to get up. “You child, you’re ill and didn’t say anything!”

She called for imperial physicians.

“Doctor Zhou has already examined me and prescribed medicine that I’m taking,” Chen Shi said with a smile, having people stop her.

Since Zhou Maochun had seen her, the old lady of Duke Deqing was somewhat relieved.

“That woman you brought back…” she began to ask, then forgot how to address her, “that woman who moved into your father’s room…”

This sounded so strange that the surrounding servant women hurriedly reminded her in low voices.

“Miss Qi.” Only then did the old lady remember, continuing, “What kind of person is she?”

Chen Shi smiled.

The old lady was becoming increasingly confused, often forgetting things mid-sentence, and the servant women beside her had to remind her in low voices.

“That’s not what I mean,” the old lady of Duke Deqing said impatiently, waving her hand and still looking at Chen Shi. “She, she’s just like, like that family’s child?”

That family? Which family?

The surrounding servant women were completely confused.

Chen Shi just smiled.

“Which family?” she said, her tone questioning but her expression calm.

“Xueniang, you know who I’m talking about!” the old lady said sternly.

Chen Shi lowered her head with a smile, then raised it again.

“Really? I can’t remember clearly. If Auntie says she resembles someone, then she must,” she said.

Qi Yue was unaware of what was happening at Chen Shi’s place. She had already kowtowed to the Emperor and was opening the box she had brought.

“Miss Qi is truly clever and intelligent,” the Emperor said with a smile, looking at the woman kneeling before him.

Qi Yue was no longer as constrained as during her first few meetings with the Emperor. Hearing this, she looked up with a smile.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” she said.

The eunuchs beside them couldn’t help but tsk-tsk—this woman was really quite bold.

The Emperor’s smile grew deeper.

He no longer needed to say the explanation he had prepared for why he had summoned her.

“This subject knows Your Majesty must be waiting to see the progress,” Qi Yue said, lowering her head while taking things out of the box.

The Emperor looked at her.

“Rise,” he said.

Qi Yue looked up again with a smile.

“Thank you, Your Majesty. I’m quite comfortable like this,” she said, changing to a kneeling position.

This was the first time the eunuchs had seen someone refuse the Emperor’s command so casually and easily, and looking at both the speaker and listener, neither seemed particularly aware of it. The conversation seemed perfectly natural.

Qi Yue then took out scissors and knives, startling the eunuchs.

“Oh my, this won’t do,” they said, quickly standing and surrounding Qi Yue.

Qi Yue was somewhat puzzled.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“You can’t bring these weapons before His Majesty,” the eunuchs said urgently.

Weapons?

“Get out of the way, you’re making a fuss and embarrassing me,” the Emperor said with displeasure.

The eunuchs sheepishly moved aside, watching as the Emperor not only showed no concern but also didn’t have the eunuchs present the items to him. Instead, he got up and walked over, standing in front of Qi Yue.

“These…” he bent down slightly to look at the items Qi Yue had arranged in a row, asking curiously, “are these the things you use to demonstrate your divine skills?”

“Yes,” Qi Yue said with a smile, pointing them out to him one by one. “Forceps, surgical knife, scissors—these are divided into many types…”

The Emperor first bent down slightly to look, then simply sat down. The eunuchs were surprised again and hurriedly brought cushions.

Were these things really so interesting to look at?

Or was it…

The eunuchs stood to the side, their lowered gazes inevitably falling on the woman sitting across from the Emperor.

Qi Yue had already laid out everything and explained what each item was.

“This syringe is the one you mentioned last time for drawing air from Elder Li’s stomach?” the Emperor asked, extending his slender finger to hesitantly pick up the syringe.

“This isn’t that one. This is an injection syringe. What Elder Li used was a puncture syringe,” Qi Yue said with a smile, rummaging through the box, then smiling apologetically, “It hasn’t been made yet.”

The Emperor looked at her and smiled, putting the syringe back.

There shouldn’t be anything else, right? She had already shown His Majesty that she wasn’t slacking off. Qi Yue began preparing to pack up.

“So how is this surgical knife used?” the Emperor asked, pointing again.

He still wanted to know how to use it?

Qi Yue smiled and reached out to pick it up, holding it like a writing brush.

“Like this,” she said, then changed her grip, “and like this, and this way…”

The Emperor smiled as he watched the woman’s hands nimbly change positions. The surrounding eunuchs’ hearts rose to their throats—goodness, she was so skilled with blades, how dangerous…

It wasn’t just the eunuchs before the Emperor who were nervous. At this moment, Rao Chen Shi was pacing back and forth at home, constantly asking if the old lady had returned. Fortunately, not long after, word came that she had returned. Overjoyed, she hurried over.

The old lady of Duke Deqing walked quickly with a stern face, supported by two servant women.

With Chen Xueniang’s strange temperament, had even mother failed to get anywhere with her?

“Mother, what did Xueniang say?” she asked.

“She said nothing,” the old lady of Duke Deqing replied. “I can see she knows very well what’s going on.”

“She’s doing it on purpose!” Rao Chen Shi said with a nod, angry, anxious, and aggrieved. “I’ve never provoked her. From childhood I’ve always deferred to her, truly treating her as a sister. How can she be so heartless, putting me in such an unrighteous position! I’ll have no face to enter the Rao family door after this.”

“What are you talking about?” the old lady of Duke Deqing seemed to come to her senses, frowning. “How did she frame you?”

Rao Chen Shi was stunned by the question.

“Wasn’t it she who requested the divorce decree?” she asked.

“How would I know,” the old lady of Duke Deqing said.

Rao Chen Shi was going crazy.

“Didn’t you ask her? Didn’t you say she admitted it?” she said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing suddenly understood.

“Oh that—I forgot to ask,” she said.

Rao Chen Shi nearly choked.

“Then what did you go there for?” she said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing looked confused.

“Right, what did I go there for?” she murmured.

Rao Chen Shi was frustrated beyond measure.

“Weren’t we going to play cards? Have the people arrived?” the old lady of Duke Deqing asked again.

The old lady’s confusion was acting up again. The servant women hurriedly supported and coaxed her.

“They’ve arrived, they’ve arrived. Just waiting for you, old lady.”

Rao Chen Shi helplessly waved her hand.

“Quick, help mother take her medicine,” she said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing heard her speak.

“Er Hua? How did you come? When did you arrive?” she asked.

Rao Chen Shi rubbed her forehead and sighed.

“Mother, I’ve been here for several days. I’m about to leave now. I’ll come see you another day,” she said, and without waiting for the old lady of Duke Deqing to speak again, she hurried away.

The servant women supported the old lady as they walked inside.

“Go to the master’s place,” the old lady suddenly said.

The servant women were stunned, thinking the old lady was severely confused, so they agreed verbally but didn’t change direction.

“Oh my, I’m not confused,” the old lady said irritably, shaking off the servant women and walking tremblingly toward Chen Xue’s brother’s residence.

Unable to tell when the old lady was confused and when she was clear, the servant women helplessly followed.

Chen Xue had two older brothers, both nearly fifty, living in the eastern courtyard of Duke Deqing’s mansion. One courtyard was divided into two, with the brothers living separately. Both were sickly and had resigned from office early to stay home. They had few children, and those they had were sent far away. Now the younger generation had almost forgotten that the Chen family’s main branch had these two men.

The old lady of Duke Deqing went straight to Master Chen’s side.

Master Chen loved practicing Taoism and only came out of his meditation room to meet her when he heard that the old lady of Duke Deqing had come. If it were anyone else, they would only be able to speak through servants.

“Have you seen the woman Xueniang brought back?” the old lady of Duke Deqing asked directly.

Master Chen shook his head.

“I’ve only heard my second brother mention her, but haven’t seen her,” he said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing was silent for a moment.

“I suspect this woman is related to someone,” she said.

Master Chen looked at her.

The old lady of Duke Deqing seemed to have difficulty speaking.

“Wanning Villa,” she said.

Master Chen’s expression changed dramatically.

“Aunt, such words… cannot be spoken carelessly…” he said in a low voice.

“I naturally know such words cannot be spoken carelessly,” the old lady of Duke Deqing said. Having spoken these words that had been weighing on her heart, she seemed somewhat relieved, squinting as if seeing far away. “But today I saw her. I was nearly frightened to death. Those eyes, that appearance, exactly like that child…”

“Didn’t they say it was a woman?” Master Chen questioned quietly.

“Wasn’t that child handsome enough to look like a woman? One look and Xueniang was enchanted…” the old lady of Duke Deqing said with a snort, then coughed and stopped, looking at Master Chen and remembering something. “Oh right, you never saw him.”

She sighed and squinted.

“None of you saw him. Speaking of resemblance, this woman actually looks more like that child’s grandmother, Noble Consort Zheng…” she murmured.

Before she finished speaking, Master Chen suddenly stood up.

“Aunt!” he cut off the old lady’s words.

“Enough, I’m this old—don’t startle me with your outbursts,” the old lady glared at him. “You siblings frightening me is enough for me to bear.”

Master Chen gasped and paced back and forth.

“Impossible. That great fire—no one escaped, they all died, completely dead,” he murmured, then nodded decisively. “Aunt, it’s just some resemblance. There are many people in this world who look alike.”

The old lady of Duke Deqing looked at him.

“Given Xueniang’s feelings for that person, seeing someone who resembles him so much, it’s understandable that she would do something extreme,” Master Chen said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing sighed and looked toward the door.

“Yes, there are many people in this world who look alike. Given Xueniang’s temperament, such behavior is quite normal. But why would the old lady of Marquis Dingxi do such a thing?” she said slowly, a flash of light appearing in her usually cloudy eyes. “A beggar’s background, a life-saving debt—would anyone really believe such dubious claims?”

Chapter 379: Knowing One’s Place
The clear voice of the woman continued in the great hall.

Cai Zhong slowly walked over.

“Your Majesty, tea,” he said with a bow, carrying a tray with two cups of tea.

The Emperor glanced at it, took one cup, and drank slowly without speaking.

Cai Zhong felt this was his most anxious choice ever. He pushed the tray in his hands toward Qi Yue.

Qi Yue’s mouth was somewhat dry from talking, so she casually took it.

“Thank you,” she said out of habit, while setting down a needle with one hand. “Suturing is like this—it relies on the coordination of scissors and forceps. It’s different from making clothes.”

The Emperor gripped his teacup and made an “oh” sound.

“How fascinating. How did you think of all these things?” he said with a smile.

Cai Zhong, who was still bowing, slowly straightened up and stepped back, letting out a quiet sigh of relief.

Qi Yue finished the last sip.

“Accumulated experience from generation to generation,” she said, pointing to her head and squinting with a smile. “Human potential is limitless.”

The Emperor looked at her and smiled slightly as well.

Qi Yue began packing the items in front of her into the box.

A young eunuch entered from outside, whispered a few words to Cai Zhong, who nodded and walked toward His Majesty.

The young eunuch couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed, looking somewhat shocked, as if he hadn’t expected Cai Zhong to do this.

“Your Majesty, the imperial kitchen asks whether to serve the meal,” Cai Zhong said with a smile, walking closer.

Was it already noon?

Qi Yue quickly looked at the sky outside. The Emperor also seemed somewhat surprised and glanced at the hourglass nearby.

“This subject…” The host was about to eat, so Qi Yue quickly bowed to take her leave.

The Emperor had already spoken first.

“Miss Qi has tasted my tea—why not taste the imperial cuisine as well?” he said with a smile.

The young eunuch beside them finally showed understanding, looking at Cai Zhong with immense admiration.

No wonder he could be the chief steward…

“Your Majesty, this subject should return home,” Qi Yue said after a moment’s hesitation.

As soon as these words were spoken, even the air in the room seemed to freeze.

The young eunuchs needn’t be mentioned—even Cai Zhong’s expression became distorted.

Someone had actually… rejected the Emperor’s banquet invitation…

Imperial cuisine…

The number of court officials who had eaten it could be counted on one’s fingers.

No, the key point was—she had rejected the Emperor!

Cai Zhong would bet this woman had no idea what she was saying.

The Emperor also seemed somewhat surprised, though his expression remained unchanged, still looking at her with a smile.

“Madam Chen is ill, and my adopted father prescribed some medicinal food for her to eat for three days. She doesn’t take care of herself—if I don’t watch her, she won’t eat,” Qi Yue said seriously, apparently feeling nothing unusual.

“I want to die…”

This phrase echoed in the Emperor’s ears, his expression becoming slightly grave.

He made an “mm” sound.

“It’s not that Miss Qi finds eating with me uncomfortable, is it?” he suddenly said.

Qi Yue quickly waved her hands.

“No, no. Your Majesty is such a good person. This subject was uncomfortable at first, but now I don’t feel that way at all,” she said.

The Emperor smiled.

“I’m such a good person?” he said. “That’s because you haven’t seen my bad side yet.”

“That’s because I haven’t seen Your Majesty’s good side yet,” Qi Yue said again.

This was somewhat convoluted. Cai Zhong was stunned and worked it out in his mind, while the Emperor was already laughing heartily.

“Your Majesty,” Qi Yue was about to kowtow and take her leave, but almost forgot to request something important, so she quickly spoke again.

The Emperor looked at her.

“What? Having second thoughts?” he asked with a smile.

This Emperor really spoke casually.

“Your Majesty, you’ve seen all the samples just now. When the first batch of supplies is ready, this subject will personally deliver them to the frontier,” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor made an “mm” sound.

Qi Yue was relieved, kowtowed again, then rose and backed toward the exit.

“Wait. What did you say?” the Emperor suddenly asked.

Hadn’t he heard just now? Was he distracted?

Qi Yue quickly repeated what she had just said.

“You want to go?” the Emperor asked, tilting his head slightly to look at her.

“Yes, since this subject designed them, it’s better to go personally to ensure they know how to use them,” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor smiled faintly.

“If I can use them, surely they can too?” he said.

Eh?

Qi Yue was stunned again.

What did he mean?

The Emperor looked at her and stood up.

“You’re not allowed to go,” he said. After dropping this statement, he turned and walked outside.

Not allowed to go?

Qi Yue snapped back to reality.

“Your Majesty…” she called out quickly.

The Emperor didn’t acknowledge her and had already walked leisurely to the door.

Qi Yue wanted to chase after him, but Cai Zhong quickly blocked her.

“Oh my, Miss Qi, you mustn’t,” he said with some admonishment.

“But…” Qi Yue was about to say something when Cai Zhong didn’t give her the chance, glaring at a young eunuch.

“Why aren’t you quickly carrying Miss Qi’s things?” he scolded.

Immediately, several young eunuchs rushed forward, and finally one lucky one managed to snatch the box from Qi Yue’s hands.

Qi Yue had no choice but to leave.

Walking out of the palace gates and seeing the delighted A’Ru and A’Hao who came to meet her, Qi Yue finally exhaled.

“Could it be that these don’t work?” A’Ru asked somewhat anxiously, seeing her expression.

“No, His Majesty was very pleased,” Qi Yue said, pouting slightly.

“Then…” A’Hao asked in confusion.

“His Majesty won’t let me go,” Qi Yue said only after getting into the carriage.

A’Ru and A’Hao exchanged glances.

“Why?” they asked in unison.

“I don’t know,” Qi Yue said with a snort. Thinking about not being able to see Chang Yuncheng, she felt her face couldn’t brighten no matter how hard she tried—it just kept drooping.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. This time was too rushed anyway, and we just returned from there. It’s good to rest. We can go in the second half of the year. Those medical supplies won’t be delivered just once,” A’Ru comforted her.

That was the only way to think about it. Besides, the pharmaceutical business was just beginning and really needed people. Hu San and Liu Pucheng alone might not be able to handle everything.

“For the second batch, I must go, even if the Jade Emperor himself tries to stop me,” Qi Yue said, finally perking up.

Returning home to eat with Chen Shi, Chen Shi carefully asked what she had said when meeting the Emperor. Qi Yue selectively told her, and Chen Shi listened happily, her whole spirit seeming to improve.

“His Majesty even offered me imperial cuisine,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “But I didn’t dare eat it.”

Cai Qing beside them also showed surprise, but Chen Shi appeared calm, as if this was something she had long expected.

“It’s good you didn’t eat this time,” she said with a smile.

That kind of person the Emperor is…

This way is actually better.

Qi Yue nodded.

Though the two meant different things.

Watching Qi Yue leave, Chen Shi leaned wearily against her pillow, too tired even to open her eyes.

“Madam,” Cai Qing couldn’t help but choke up.

“Why are you crying?” Chen Shi said softly with closed eyes, a slight smile appearing on her lips. “Now… how wonderful.”

Cai Qing nodded and responded with a choked voice.

The room fell into complete silence.

When Qi Yue left the palace gates, the old lady of Duke Deqing had also finished speaking.

Master Chen sat in somber silence for a moment.

“I’ll go see Xueniang,” he said.

The old lady of Duke Deqing sighed.

“If she doesn’t want to talk, she won’t,” she said.

“If she truly wants our Chen family to die out and be completely ruined,” Master Chen said indifferently.

“Speak nicely to her—her health isn’t good,” the old lady of Duke Deqing instructed again.

Master Chen smiled bitterly and bowed to the old lady of Duke Deqing.

“What are you doing this for?” the old lady shook her head.

“Aunt, we’ve caused you trouble,” Master Chen said, straightening up. He smiled bitterly again. “The founding Emperor was right—Xueniang is indeed an ungrateful wolf.”

The old lady of Duke Deqing interrupted him with a sharp sound.

“Don’t say that about her. She was still young then,” she said. “She was led astray and did some foolish things.”

Master Chen shook his head.

“You can tell what someone will be like at seventy by observing them at three,” he said, bowing to the old lady again. “Aunt, go rest quickly. Don’t worry about this. I’ll go ask her what’s really going on.”

“Now I don’t want you to go ask,” the old lady of Duke Deqing said hesitantly. “I should go instead. She didn’t grow up with you all, so she might be closer to me.”

“For her, closeness is useless,” Master Chen said, supporting the old lady and personally escorting her out. “Aunt, don’t worry about it. I’ll go see her in a few days.”

The old lady could only sigh and say no more, letting the servant women support her back to her room.

After all, she was getting on in years. After running around for half the day and talking so much, her energy was spent. She dozed off as soon as she lay down, and even those serving her medicine couldn’t wake her.

Rao Chen Shi hadn’t left yet. After packing her things and seeing the old lady in this state, she wasn’t asked to stay, so she could only go bid farewell to Duke Deqing’s wife.

“Since you’ve returned, stay home for a few more days,” Duke Deqing’s wife said.

“Stay for what? Mother doesn’t like me anyway,” Rao Chen Shi said.

Duke Deqing’s wife quickly patted her hand with a smile.

“Sister, don’t say that. Mother mentions you every day, saying you married far away and she raised you for nothing,” she said with a smile.

“She should be mentioning Xueniang instead,” Rao Chen Shi said sourly.

Though Duke Deqing’s wife didn’t know what had happened, she knew it was related to Xueniang.

“Sister, the closer you are, the more casual you can be,” she said. “Don’t you know that yourself?”

Her own family also had an orphaned niece from her brother-in-law’s family staying with them. Compared to her own children, she couldn’t beat or scold her, treating her well but always lacking that bone-deep intimacy—it was more like mutual respect.

Rao Chen Shi immediately understood and showed a smile.

“I came in such a hurry, and there’s a pile of things to sort out at home. I’ll come again in a few days,” she said with a smile.

The two women chatted and laughed as they walked to the main hall, when two servant women hurried in.

“Madam, the wife of Marquis Dingxi has come,” they said, holding a calling card.

The wife of Marquis Dingxi?

Duke Deqing’s wife and Rao Chen Shi exchanged surprised glances.

“Perfect timing!” Rao Chen Shi said with raised eyebrows, her smile completely gone.

Before her words finished, Madam Xie was seen striding in, surrounded by several servant women.

She saw the two women in the main hall and was slightly startled. Having been distant for years with no contact, she had only met them once at Chen Shi’s wedding and couldn’t immediately recognize who was who.

“How dare you come here?” Rao Chen Shi walked over angrily.

“Second sister, let’s speak nicely,” Duke Deqing’s wife quickly mediated while slightly bowing. “Madam Xie.”

With this address, Madam Xie could distinguish who was who.

She looked Rao Chen Shi up and down.

“Well, well, sisters are indeed close—gathering together like this,” Madam Xie said with a cold smile, stepping over the threshold and looking at Rao Chen Shi. “Have you sisters figured out any new ways to torment me?”

Chapter 380: Who Is It
With those words, the atmosphere in the room suddenly became tense.

“Who’s tormenting whom?” Rao Chen Shi hadn’t expected to be accused in reverse and shouted dizzily in anger, “You surnamed Xie…”

Before she could finish her words, someone stepped out from behind Madam Xie, knelt down before Rao Chen Shi without speaking, and began crying with her hand covering her mouth.

Rao Chen Shi, with her sentence unfinished, felt dizzy with anger again.

“You shameless…” she pointed at Rao Yu Fang and said tremblingly.

“Who’s shameless?” Madam Xie interrupted her coldly, “It’s you sisters who first did shameless things, yet you call others shameless.”

Rao Chen Shi’s hand moved from Rao Yu Fang to Madam Xie, her face iron-blue, lips trembling.

“I…” she opened her mouth but couldn’t speak, then uncontrollably raised her hand to strike.

Duke Deqing’s wife quickly reached out to stop her, and the servant women also rushed over.

“Go ahead and hit me! Still hitting people! You Duke Deqing’s mansion has high position and power—if you hit me a couple times, so be it. I’ll accept it,” Madam Xie said coldly.

“It’s all my fault. Aunt, please hit me,” Rao Yu Fang cried, crawling on her knees to Rao Chen Shi.

The room immediately became chaotic.

“Let’s all speak nicely—what’s this about? We’re all relatives,” Duke Deqing’s wife said, having people help Rao Chen Shi sit down, then inviting Madam Xie to sit, and asking Rao Yu Fang to get up.

Except for Rao Yu Fang who refused to get up, both Rao Chen Shi and Madam Xie sat down.

The servant women in the room then asked Madam Xie’s servants to go rest.

Madam Xie’s servants hesitated and didn’t want to leave.

“Go ahead, it’s fine. We’re already in their house—if something really happens, you guarding me won’t protect me anyway,” Madam Xie said sarcastically.

Duke Deqing’s wife looked slightly embarrassed.

Only then did the servant women in the room withdraw.

“Madam Xie, what exactly is…” Duke Deqing’s wife began to ask.

Before she could finish, Rao Chen Shi, having caught her breath, spoke first.

“Your Marquis Dingxi’s mansion seduced my daughter, and you still have the face to come to our door…” she said angrily.

Madam Xie laughed mockingly.

“I was sitting at home, whether in your Shandong or here in the capital, separated by thousands of miles,” she said. “I’m really capable to seduce your daughter from so far away. I’d like to ask what’s wrong with your Rao family that you’d force a young lady to travel thousands of miles alone to seek refuge with relatives.”

She shook her head and made several tsk-tsk sounds.

Rao Chen Shi was again so angry her vision darkened, seeing Rao Yu Fang still kneeling and crying at her feet.

“You, you want to go to your maternal grandmother’s house? Fine, fine. Someone come,” she shouted. “Come, prepare a carriage and properly escort the young lady there. Tell the Duan family that I, as her aunt, am incompetent…”

Upon hearing this, Rao Yu Fang cried even harder.

Duke Deqing’s wife closed her eyes.

“Everyone speak properly!” she suddenly shouted.

The room was quiet for a moment.

“Worthy of being Duke Deqing’s wife—truly imposing and dignified,” Madam Xie said indifferently.

“Madam Xie,” Duke Deqing’s wife looked at her with a solemn expression, “You and I are relatives. Setting aside everything else, if my family has offended you in any way, tell me. I will certainly give you an explanation.”

After saying this, she looked at Rao Chen Shi.

“Sister, please give me, your sister-in-law, some face. Yu Fang’s situation is already like this—the most important thing is to discuss how to handle the aftermath. There’s no point in arguing about past matters,” she said.

Since she said this, and given her status, both Madam Xie and Rao Chen Shi somewhat suppressed their tempers and sat properly.

“Offended? I wouldn’t dare claim that,” Madam Xie said coldly. “I just want to ask this Rao family lady—since you promised the engagement initially and we arranged everything as you requested, why did you turn around and break the engagement?”

Duke Deqing’s wife didn’t know about past events, having only heard a vague summary from the daughters-in-law who came to whisper to her today. It seemed Chen Xue had acted as matchmaker, but somehow instead of a successful marriage, it had turned into enmity.

Duke Deqing’s wife couldn’t help but look at Rao Chen Shi.

Rao Chen Shi’s expression was ugly.

“We broke the engagement? You did such face-slapping things—who would still dare arrange marriages with you! If you don’t want the marriage, fine! But there’s no need to bully people like this!” she also said coldly.

“What did we do?” Madam Xie demanded. “Clearly you went back on your word…”

“You even requested such an imperial decree—who would still dare marry into your family! Is your Marquis Dingxi’s mansion playing with people?” Rao Chen Shi stood up angrily.

Madam Xie was stunned.

“Our imperial decree—wasn’t it to elevate your daughter’s status as a respected wife?” she asked with a frown.

Rao Chen Shi spat.

“Your wife received an imperial decree for divorce—is that honor for us? That’s clearly meant to slap our faces! Who would dare marry into your family? That would be extending our faces for the Emperor to slap!” she shouted, pointing at her own face.

So that was the reason. Madam Xie suddenly understood—no wonder later matchmakers all avoided her!

Her anger immediately intensified.

“Good! So you sisters really had no good intentions, actually tormenting my family like this!” Madam Xie suddenly stood up with raised eyebrows and shouted.

Rao Chen Shi was even more furious.

“I tormented your family? You tormented my family! What were your intentions, requesting such an imperial decree! It’s fortunate we didn’t make it public then, or our entire Rao family would have been laughed to death!” she also stood up, pointing at Madam Xie with raised eyebrows.

Duke Deqing’s wife now understood the situation.

“Which of you actually requested that divorce decree?” she asked, looking between them.

“Her!”

Both Madam Xie and Rao Chen Shi pointed at each other simultaneously.

Then they were both stunned.

Duke Deqing’s wife also looked at both of them.

“Are we sick? Requesting two imperial decrees,” Madam Xie spat. “Our family doesn’t have that kind of influence.”

“I know you don’t have that influence,” Rao Chen Shi also spat. “Didn’t you have Xueniang petition for it? She has great influence in the palace.”

“What ‘us’? It was clearly you. Not wanting to marry into our family, you played us—you sisters schemed to get this decree!” Madam Xie immediately replied.

At this point, both stopped talking and looked at each other. Duke Deqing’s wife also slowly stood up, basically understanding the situation.

“Chen Xueniang!”

Both Madam Xie and Rao Chen Shi said in unison.

After speaking, they were quiet for a moment. Then one headed toward the door while the other looked at Duke Deqing’s wife.

“Call Chen Xue out and explain this clearly to me!” Madam Xie said, trembling with anger and patting her chest. “I, Xie Zhengmei, treated her wholeheartedly, so why would she treat me this way!”

“I’m going to find her and get this straight! I knew it was her doing! That black-hearted woman—does she have any familial affection left!” Rao Chen Shi also shouted, trembling with anger.

Just as her words finished and she had just reached the door, someone came from outside.

“Who do you want to get an explanation from?” The old lady of Duke Deqing stood tremblingly at the doorway, her expression somber as she surveyed the room. “Explain it to me first.”

While chaos erupted there, Qi Yue was unaware of it.

She slept peacefully until dawn, though she woke up feeling somewhat listless.

“Didn’t I tell you? You’ll definitely be able to go next time, certainly before the year ends,” A’Ru said with mixed amusement and annoyance.

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound.

“I know, but my spirits need time to recover, right?” she said lazily.

A’Hao brought over rouge and powder to apply a layer.

“Then let’s use cosmetics to help. Look, now you look much more spirited,” she said, examining the mirror.

Qi Yue grinned at her reflection.

“Good, let’s get to work,” she said, clenching her fists.

Today was the opening day of Qianjin Hall, but since it was just for show, it was very simple. Now they were all busy with pharmaceutical business and had no staff to run consultations here.

After the firecrackers finished crackling, Liu Pucheng and others entered the building.

All necessary furnishings were complete, just lacking staff and doctors.

“If you wanted to hire people, the entire street would probably be lined up,” Old Physician An said with a smile, looking at Hu San. “Manager Hu probably doesn’t dare go home these days? Those waiting to curry favor have blocked your doorway.”

Everyone laughed at this.

Not just those waiting to be hired. The pharmaceutical business involved all aspects. Originally everyone went through Ministry of War connections, but unexpectedly this time the Ministry of War refused to speak up. Upon inquiry, they learned all authority was held by Qianjin Hall. A group of people flocked to Qianjin Hall, only to find it hadn’t even opened. So they all followed Hu San, inviting him to dinners, drinks, sending gifts and money—using every means possible, making Hu San so annoyed he hid everywhere.

Even Hu San, who usually enjoyed this kind of attention, couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Brother, don’t tease me. I’m about to die of frustration,” he said with a forced smile.

A’Ru glared at him.

“Old Physician An, Old Physician An,” Hu San quickly corrected himself. “Without those annoying people around, I don’t need to use Old Physician An’s reputation as a front.”

Old Physician An laughed heartily.

“It’s my honor,” he said with a smile.

“Since it’s an opening, we should celebrate properly at lunch. I’ve reserved the vegetarian restaurant at Great Enlightenment Temple—it’s quiet there, and we can pray for blessings and good fortune,” Hu San said.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up, but then she thought of something.

“You all go. I’d better not,” she said.

Hu San became anxious.

“Master, anyone else can skip it, but you can’t,” he said.

Old Physician An also smiled and urged her.

“You can skip other times, but today you must go,” he said.

Everyone urged her, so Qi Yue had to agree. The group got into separate carriages and headed to Great Enlightenment Temple.

“What kind of medical hall is this? Why is it closing right after opening?”

People on the street crowded around, pointing and commenting curiously.

Two or three well-dressed people looked over and happened to see Old Physician An getting into a carriage. They frowned and looked at the shop that had just hung up the Qianjin Hall sign.

“Hey, isn’t that the old white-haired guy?”

“That’s him! He still dares to open a medical hall!”

“He’s tired of living! Let’s go tell the Little Prince!”

Several people squeezed out of the crowd and ran off.

Qi Yue, guided by young monks, entered the vegetarian restaurant. It was indeed empty with no one there, and only A’Hao followed behind her.

On the way here, first Hu San was urgently called away by the pharmaceutical factory, then Old Physician An had an old friend seeking treatment, and finally even Liu Pucheng and A’Ru were called away by Hu San.

Qi Yue had to come alone.

“Everyone’s so busy, yet insisting on eating this meal,” she said, sitting down.

“They’ll finish soon, and we definitely have to eat,” A’Hao said with a grin, then turned to the young monk. “What vegetarian dishes do you have? Where’s the kitchen? Let me take a look.”

“Oh, don’t be so troublesome. Just sit and wait,” Qi Yue called out.

A’Hao completely ignored her.

“I’ll just take a look. In case there’s something Miss doesn’t like, I’ll have them change it,” she said with a grin, and without waiting for more words, ran out with the young monk.

Qi Yue shook her head. In the vast pavilion, she sat alone by the window, looking at the magnolia tree outside.

There were no flowers now.

As she watched, a person strolled leisurely under the flower tree.

Qi Yue’s somewhat dull gaze swept over, then suddenly froze. She jumped up with a start. Looking again, the person under the tree had already passed by, walking calmly without looking sideways.

“Hey there!” she couldn’t help calling out. Was she seeing things? Or was it someone similar?

How could she have seen that person—it was Chang Yuncheng!

With her shout, the man who had walked several steps away stopped and turned back to smile at her.

Qi Yue slapped the table and was about to jump out the window.

What similarity! What seeing things! It was him!

Oh my goodness!

Just as she stood up, chaotic laughter suddenly erupted outside the door.

“Surprise!”

A’Hao jumped up and shouted, with A’Ru and Hu San behind her, and even Liu Pucheng was laughing along.

Qi Yue’s tears came down as she ran outside in two or three steps.

“You guys! This was my idea! My idea! You actually sold me out!” she shouted.

A’Hao and the others laughed and scattered. Chang Yuncheng had already walked to the doorway.

Qi Yue rushed over in a few steps. Chang Yuncheng quickly opened his arms and caught her steadily.

It really was real!

Chapter 381: Overheard
“How dare you hide this from me! How dare you hide this from me! You scoundrel! And you even conspired with them all to deceive me!”

Qi Yue grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s shoulders and shook him violently.

Chang Yuncheng just smiled.

“I didn’t hide it for long, I only arrived this morning too.” He smiled and kissed her forehead and cheek.

Qi Yue cupped his face with her hands and glared at him furiously.

“Then why did you only let me know at noon!” she shouted. “Don’t you know how much I missed you?”

That such words could be spoken so righteously and openly made Chang Yuncheng’s heart bubble with joy.

“I know, I know.” He said repeatedly, holding tightly the woman still clinging to him. “That’s why I gave you a surprise. Everyone said you like surprises, didn’t you always want surprises?”

He laughed heartily as he spoke.

Qi Yue knew it must have been A’Hao, that big mouth, who had told them about her plans to go to the northern desert to find Chang Yuncheng and all those so-called surprises she’d planned, which only ended up being shocks instead.

“Don’t laugh.” She huffed.

Outside, Hu San saw the monks coming to deliver the meal and quickly stretched out his hand to stop them.

“Hey, hey, wait a moment.” He said.

The monks looked solemn.

“Amitabha, monks do not speak false words. When we say we’ll serve the meal at a certain time, we serve it at that time.” He said woodenly.

The group lifted their feet and walked toward the door.

“Hey, hey, I say, can’t you read the situation?” Hu San quickly stepped forward to block them again.

“Yes, yes, it’s inconvenient for you to go in.” A’Hao also hurried to follow, saying, “See no evil and all that.”

The monks looked at them calmly.

“Benefactors worry too much. We little monks have no dust in our hearts, we have Buddha in our hearts, there is no such thing as not seeing, not hearing, not speaking.” The lead monk still spoke calmly, raised his hand to push the door and went in.

Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue inside had already heard this conversation. They separated when the monks entered.

The monks passed by them with solemn expressions, placed the vegetarian meal on the table, then walked away from them with calm expressions.

Qi Yue suppressed her laughter and raised her hand to pat Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder.

“This is a pure Buddhist place, what are you fooling around for?” She said with mock seriousness.

“Buddha is compassionate and likes to see people happy. You and I are so happy now, Buddha is very pleased to see this.” Chang Yuncheng said seriously, pulling out a chair to sit down.

Qi Yue sat down beside him with a smile, then turned to greet A’Ru and the others.

“We’ll be next door.” A’Ru said.

Without waiting for further invitation, several people left with smiles to go next door. They could hear the lively serving of food there too.

Only then did Qi Yue turn back, not bothering to eat, but looking at Chang Yuncheng with a smile.

“What are you smiling at? Eat quickly.” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Nothing, beauty is food enough.” Qi Yue smiled with narrowed eyes, still looking at him.

“Where did you learn all these improper words?” Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“Oh my, look how proper you are.” Qi Yue laughed loudly.

After laughing for a while, she picked up her chopsticks and slowly ate while asking him how he came back.

“…You haven’t even reached Zhangye yet, right? Is it okay for you to run back halfway? Even though you were demoted, you can’t just give up completely.” She frowned.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“Don’t worry, I won’t forget about getting my wife honored and my son titled. But right now, the urgent thing is to first have a wife and son.” He smiled.

Qi Yue smiled and tapped her chopsticks.

“Speak seriously.” She huffed.

“Yes.” Chang Yuncheng then also put on a serious expression and said, “I didn’t reach Zhangye. On the road I encountered a batch of seized goods being sent to the capital, which is exactly what my current position should be responsible for… so I faithfully carried out my duty…”

He chuckled as he spoke.

Qi Yue pursed her lips in a smile and glared at him.

“There’s more.” Chang Yuncheng hesitated, twirling his chopsticks as if finding it hard to speak.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“I received a letter from my mother. She said she’s come to the capital.” Chang Yuncheng finally said.

Actually, if he didn’t say it, it wouldn’t matter, but he still spoke it out.

After he finished speaking, he lowered his head to eat, as if not daring to look at Qi Yue’s expression.

He heard the woman draw out a long “oh” sound.

“Your mother also came to the capital?” Qi Yue asked curiously. “Is there something wrong?”

There was no disappointment or unhappiness in her voice.

Chang Yuncheng boldly raised his head slightly.

“I don’t know, she just said if it’s convenient, she’d like me to come to the capital to meet.” He said.

Qi Yue smiled and used her chopsticks to pick up food for him and put it in his dish.

“Then she must miss you. It’s been a long time since you’ve seen each other, right?” She asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“More than half a year.” He said.

The room inevitably fell silent for a moment.

“Yueniang, I, I’m not, I am,” Chang Yuncheng stammered, wanting to speak but not knowing how.

Qi Yue then got up and leaned over to kiss his face.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned.

“I, I.” He stammered again.

Qi Yue kissed him again.

Chang Yuncheng finally reacted, reached out to pull her close and kissed her face too.

“Eat, eat.” He said loudly, grinning.

Qi Yue gave him a sideways glance, nodded toward her own dish, and Chang Yuncheng immediately smartly picked up food for her.

The atmosphere in the room became cheerful again.

After eating, they wandered around Dajue Temple intimately, and according to Chang Yuncheng’s idea, they should also visit the night market.

“Even if you’re not tired, I am.” Qi Yue said with a smile, patting his arm. “When are you leaving?”

“It’ll be three or four days.” Chang Yuncheng smiled, looking at her reluctantly. “I’m really not tired, don’t worry about me. The night market is really fun.”

“There are many fun things, can you enjoy them all in one day?” Qi Yue glared at him and pushed him toward his horse. “Play, play, play – is playing more important than important matters? Three or four days – instead of wasting that time, why don’t you quickly go find my adoptive father and resolve the matter of getting a wife!”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, then overjoyed. Without saying a word, he mounted his horse and galloped away urgently.

Qi Yue was both annoyed and amused, waving her hand at the dust raised by the horse’s hooves.

A’Ru and A’Hao couldn’t help but laugh, and they all got into the carriage together.

Returning home, Qi Yue simply washed and changed clothes, then went to visit Chen Shi.

These past days, taking medicine, she felt that Chen Shi wasn’t getting better, but seemed to be getting worse.

Thinking this, she took a detour to Chen Shi’s small kitchen. The little maid had just finished preparing the medicine, so Qi Yue took it herself and entered through the back door. She had just walked to the back corridor under the eaves when she heard a heavy thud from inside, like a teacup being slammed on the table.

“So you’re saying you deliberately had Second Sister send the Rao family girl to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion?”

A man’s voice said.

A guest? A male guest?

This was very strange. Since Chen Shi came here, basically no one had visited her.

Qi Yue hesitated and was about to turn around, but the four words “Rao family girl” made her pause slightly.

Was that… Rao Yufang?

“It was me.” Chen Shi’s flat voice came.

“Then, first telling the Marquis Dingxi’s wife about requesting an imperial decree to marry some left and right wives, and then having Emperor issue a divorce decree through Imperial Concubine Dong – that was also you?” The man continued.

“It was me.” Chen Shi said flatly.

Qi Yue was shocked. The matter of the left and right wives was actually Chen Shi’s idea…

She had always thought it was Madam Xie’s idea, but it turned out…

Qi Yue felt her mind was somewhat confused.

“What are you trying to do?”

The man’s voice inside was deep, seeming somewhat agitated.

“You’ve harmed people on both sides – your husband’s family and your natal family. What exactly are you thinking?”

“Nothing, isn’t this quite good? The two families can continue to arrange marriages and become in-laws, and Yueniang won’t be in their way.” Chen Shi said flatly.

“How is this good?”

The man’s voice became even more irritable as he shouted.

“If that Rao family girl hadn’t run to the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion on her own, where would the becoming in-laws come from!”

“So that’s called fate. In the end, they were still meant to become in-laws.” Chen Shi maintained that maddening tone.

With a crash, this time it was a teacup breaking on the ground.

The room immediately fell silent.

After a moment, the man’s voice, now calm again, spoke.

“In the end, you actually just wanted that girl called Yueniang to leave the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, right? And to leave completely, with no chance of turning back! So you went around saying this and that, everywhere putting on this act of being a kind person, manipulating everyone – the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, your sister’s family, and this Yueniang – playing with them all, isn’t that right?”

Qi Yue held her breath.

“Yes.” Chen Shi said flatly.

Qi Yue turned and quickly left.

The little maid in the medicine room was surprised at her returning so soon. Before she could speak, Qi Yue waved her hand.

“The medicine is a bit hot, I’ll watch it cool down.” She said. “You go out first.”

“This servant can watch it.” The little maid said.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“You go out. I’ll watch it.” She was already showing some impatience and turned to look around.

There wasn’t really anywhere to sit in the kitchen. There was a small stool in front of the stove, so Qi Yue sat on it, feeling her mind was in chaos. She took a deep breath and carefully sorted through the words she had just heard.

This was rare – Miss Qi was usually gentle and pleasant. The little maid didn’t dare say anything more and hurried out, thoughtfully closing the door.

The room fell into silence.

At this time, Chang Yuncheng had already jumped down from his horse in front of the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion in the capital, watching the gatekeeper take it.

“Has mother arrived?” He asked.

“She has, she arrived last night.” The gatekeeper said happily. “Lord, you’ve returned too, this is wonderful.”

As soon as he finished speaking, someone walked out from inside.

“Big brother.” Chang Yunqi called out, coming over with surprise.

Chang Yuncheng nodded at him.

“The exams are about to start. Are your preparations going well?” He asked with an older brother’s attitude.

Chang Yunqi bowed respectfully and answered yes.

Meanwhile, the Marquis Dingxi was also getting out of a carriage, still pulling along an old man who looked very unwilling.

“Good sir, good sir, whether I can hold a grandchild in the future depends entirely on you, old sir. The continuation of our Marquis Dingxi’s bloodline all rests on your words. Eight generations of my ancestors will thank you…” He chattered on.

Good sir?

Chang Yunqi was momentarily confused. What kind of official was this?

He was about to go greet his father, but the Marquis Dingxi couldn’t be bothered to look at him and hurriedly pulled the old man inside.

The entrance quickly returned to quiet. Chang Yunqi straightened up, looked toward the three people already walking toward the guest hall, smiled faintly, lightly brushed his clothes and walked away.

“The Marquis has arrived.”

Hearing this, Madam Xie stood up, and beside her, a kind-faced, neat middle-aged woman also stood up, looking at the Marquis Dingxi and the old man entering the door.

“Where did you go? We looked everywhere for you.” Madam Xie said.

The Marquis Dingxi couldn’t be bothered with her questioning.

“You came at the right time.” He said hurriedly, then pulled Zhou Maochun.

“You came at the right time.” Madam Xie also said, interrupting the Marquis Dingxi’s words, pointing at the woman beside her. “This is Madam Huo from the household of the Grand Secretary of the Chancellery. She’s acting as matchmaker, and we’ve already arranged the marriage with the Rao family girl.”

At these words, the room fell silent for a moment.

The Marquis Dingxi blinked.

“With whom?” He stammered.

“The Rao family from Shandong. You forgot? That girl we’ve had our eye on for a long time.” Madam Xie said with a smile.

The Marquis Dingxi stared blankly, as if he still didn’t understand.

Zhou Maochun beside him understood, and immediately kicked away the Marquis Dingxi who was still holding onto him.

“Damn your grandmother! Chang Rong! You bastard dare to trick me!”

This voice was deafening, carrying out of the guest hall. Outside, Chang Yuncheng, who was holding gifts prepared for Madam Xie and had just stepped onto the stairs, also looked toward the guest hall in shock, the box in his hands falling to the ground with a crash following Zhou Maochun’s shout.

Chapter 382: Speaking Directly
Zhou Maochun’s curse startled everyone in the room.

Who was this old man?

What kind of madman was this?

How dare he curse the Marquis Dingxi like that?

“You…” Madam Xie was about to speak.

“You shut up!” The Marquis Dingxi pointed at her nose and scolded.

Madam Xie was startled again by the scolding.

Before she could say anything, the Marquis Dingxi had already lunged toward the door, desperately holding onto Zhou Maochun who had one foot out the door.

“Master Zhou, Master Zhou, Master Zhou…” He called out repeatedly. “Listen to me, listen to me…”

Though Zhou Maochun was old, his spirit was strong, and he struggled so hard that the Marquis Dingxi could barely hold him.

“Close the door, close the door!” The Marquis Dingxi simply shouted.

No matter what, he couldn’t let Zhou Maochun escape!

The servants in the courtyard didn’t know what was happening, but seeing the Marquis Dingxi’s fierce expression, they were frightened and hurried to close the door, even adding two door bolts. The clever ones also grabbed handy tools nearby, ready to surround and attack at any moment.

They had already heard from the servants of Yongqing Manor who came with the Marquis Dingxi that the Marquis Dingxi’s household should always be prepared for fights. Originally they thought those people were bragging, but they didn’t expect to witness it so soon.

Everyone gathered around nervously but excitedly, thinking they must use their best skills to show the Marquis Dingxi that they who guarded the house in the capital were not useless.

Zhou Maochun’s face was flushed with anger.

“What are you doing? Planning to kill me to silence me?” He shouted.

“No, no, Master Zhou, don’t leave. Listen to me, this is a misunderstanding…” The Marquis Dingxi dragged his arm and wouldn’t let go, saying repeatedly, then saw Chang Yuncheng still standing there stunned, “Why don’t you hurry up and stop your father-in-law…”

Chang Yuncheng stood motionless, just looking toward the room.

Madam Xie had already come out and saw Chang Yuncheng. She was overjoyed.

“Yuncheng, you’re back?” She walked down a few steps and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s arm, looking him up and down. “When did you return? Are you tired? Why didn’t you give us advance notice?”

“Mother.” Chang Yuncheng called out in a trembling voice, looking at Madam Xie.

Madam Xie smiled in response, her eyes filled with tears of excitement.

“Come, come, quickly go inside and rest. Have you eaten?” She said repeatedly.

At this time, Madam Huo from the Chancellery was already dumbfounded. Looking at the courtyard, on one side the Marquis Dingxi and an old man were pulling and tugging, almost embracing each other, while servants nearby held stools and brooms with threatening looks. On the other side, Madam Xie and the Lord were reuniting as mother and son, crying and laughing.

What, what was all this about? Why did it look so ridiculous!

“Mother, there’s no rush to eat.” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at Madam Xie. “Let me first introduce someone to mother.”

Madam Xie was momentarily stunned.

She watched Chang Yuncheng walk directly to Zhou Maochun and the Marquis Dingxi who were still entangled and struggling.

“You damn boy, hurry up…” The Marquis Dingxi shouted.

Before he finished speaking, Chang Yuncheng bowed to Zhou Maochun, but his gaze was on Madam Xie.

“Mother, this is my father-in-law.” He said.

Madam Xie’s expression immediately changed. Only then did she remember that seeing Chang Yuncheng had made her too overjoyed, and she had overlooked what the Marquis Dingxi had shouted earlier.

“Why don’t you hurry up and stop your father-in-law…”

Could it be that Yuncheng already had a woman he fancied in the capital?

It seemed the Marquis Dingxi knew about it too?

Madam Xie hesitated. If Yuncheng was willing, she wouldn’t mind whoever he married, as long as it wasn’t that lowly servant.

Madam Huo from the Chancellery heard clearly this time, her expression shocked.

Zhou Maochun kicked Chang Yuncheng again and also broke free from the Marquis Dingxi.

“Stop fucking dreaming! This matter is over! I can’t disappoint the good show you father and son arranged for me!” He cursed breathlessly. “Want to marry my Yueniang? Wait for the next life!”

After shouting, he walked toward the door. The servants surrounding them, hearing the words “father-in-law” and “son-in-law,” didn’t know whether they should help their master fight or what, and were quite troubled for a moment, so they simply blocked the way without moving.

The Marquis Dingxi was greatly alarmed. He wanted to continue pulling Zhou Maochun, but thinking he should resolve the misunderstanding first, he turned and grabbed Madam Xie.

“What are you babbling about here! What Rao family girl! Our Yuncheng won’t marry her!” He shouted, then shouted to Zhou Maochun, “Master Zhou, Master Zhou, look, look, this is a misunderstanding. The confused woman doesn’t know anything at home, don’t mind her…”

Madam Xie staggered from being pulled. The phrase “my Yueniang” echoed in her ears, and she felt a thunderous ringing in her head.

“Who? Whose who?” She also shouted.

Before she finished speaking, Madam Huo from the Chancellery also walked quickly toward the door.

“Madam Xie, I’ll take my leave first.” She said with an unpleasant expression and stiff voice.

“No, you can’t leave.” Madam Xie also grabbed her and shouted.

Meanwhile, the Marquis Dingxi had also grabbed Zhou Maochun again.

“Yueniang is my daughter-in-law. This is absolutely unchangeable, Master Zhou, you must believe me.” He said.

Madam Xie’s face turned iron-gray.

“No.” She shouted. “My family’s daughter-in-law is the Rao family girl. This is already set in stone!”

At these words, the courtyard fell quiet for a moment, and everyone turned to look at Madam Xie.

“I think you husband and wife should discuss this first before speaking.” Zhou Maochun snorted, pushing away the Marquis Dingxi and walking toward the door.

“Yes, Madam Xie, this kind of matter should be discussed within your family first.” Madam Huo also said, smiling stiffly, pushing away Madam Xie’s hand and also walking toward the door.

The Marquis Dingxi was furious.

“No need to discuss! I make the decisions in my household!” He shouted, walking a few steps to Madam Xie and raising his hand. “You damn wife…”

Madam Xie didn’t dodge at all, but there was no burning pain on her face.

Chang Yuncheng blocked between them, embracing Madam Xie’s shoulders, taking the heavy slap from the Marquis Dingxi on the back of his head.

“Yuncheng!” Madam Xie cried out.

“You’re still protecting this bitch, your father-in-law has run away!” The Marquis Dingxi cursed.

Chang Yuncheng looked at Madam Xie.

“Father, she is my mother.” He said to the Marquis Dingxi. “No matter what, I cannot watch her…”

Watch her being beaten by father…

“Mother, I beg you.” He looked at Madam Xie, pleading painfully. “Please don’t make a scene.”

“Keep making a scene and I’ll divorce you!” The Marquis Dingxi pointed at Madam Xie from behind, following up. “I haven’t settled the previous accounts with you yet!”

Madam Xie looked at them. She smiled.

“You actually went around in circles and got involved with that lowly servant again…” She said.

“Mother, if it’s not Yueniang, I won’t marry.” Chang Yuncheng held her arm, speaking slowly.

Madam Xie shook him off, laughed coldly, and stepped back a few paces.

“Divorce me?” She raised her chin, saying shrilly, pointing at the Marquis Dingxi. “What’s the big deal about divorcing me?” Then she pointed at Chang Yuncheng. “Chang Yuncheng, I also tell you, wanting to marry that woman isn’t difficult…”

If he had heard these words before, Chang Yuncheng would have been very surprised and delighted. But at this moment, looking at Madam Xie, he only felt his heart sink heavily, bottomlessly deep…

“First, hold my funeral, then, hold your wedding.” Madam Xie said coldly, word by word.

Zhou Maochun and Madam Huo, who had reached the door and were removing the door bolts themselves because the servants weren’t cooperating, heard these words and turned back in shock.

This woman had gone mad…

“Then go die!”

Hearing the Marquis Dingxi’s roar from inside the gate, Chang Yunqi quickly stepped aside several paces.

“It seems we need to take another walk before coming back.” He said with a smile to the two servants behind him.

The two servants looked awkward, wanting to laugh but feeling they shouldn’t.

Chang Yuncheng gestured, and a servant approached, listened to Chang Yuncheng whisper a few words, responded affirmatively, then turned and ran off.

The gate was then opened. First Zhou Maochun stormed out angrily, followed by the embarrassed-looking Madam Huo. Chang Yunqi bowed his head in greeting, but neither of them acknowledged him and hurried away in different directions.

Qi Yue knew nothing of what was happening here. She sat in the small kitchen for a long time before standing up.

“The medicine has cooled.” She touched the medicine bowl and said to herself.

It had completely cooled.

Only then did she pick it up and open the door. The little maid outside, who had been waiting anxiously and was somewhat frightened, finally breathed a sigh of relief.

“This servant, this servant will go.” She stammered.

Qi Yue smiled and waved her hand, saying nothing as she carried the medicine bowl and walked along the small path toward Chen Shi’s place.

Chen Shi was in her room when she heard people talking outside.

“What’s wrong?” She asked. “Is A’Ru talking?”

Only then did Cai Qing come in from outside.

“Yes.” She said, somewhat hesitantly.

“What’s wrong? Is something wrong with Yueniang?” Chen Shi sat up urgently from the bed and asked anxiously.

“Nothing much, just, just can’t find her…” Cai Qing said hurriedly.

How could this be called nothing?

Chen Shi was about to get out of bed.

“What nonsense, don’t listen to their rambling.”

Qi Yue’s voice came from outside, carrying some laughter.

“I went to the back kitchen to brew medicine for aunt.” She laughed, lifting the curtain with one hand as she entered. “These two girls are making a big fuss over nothing. Instead of admitting they didn’t look carefully, they’re scaring themselves.”

Only then did Chen Shi relax, and Cai Qing also patted her chest, reaching out to take the medicine bowl.

“Let me do it.” Qi Yue said, smiling at Cai Qing. “I want to say a few words to aunt.”

Cai Qing was momentarily stunned, then understood, looked at Chen Shi, and Chen Shi nodded at her.

Cai Qing then led the maids in the room out, and the door was closed.

“It’s cold.” Qi Yue said, picking up a small spoon to feed Chen Shi.

Chen Shi took it herself.

“Let me do it.” She said.

Qi Yue didn’t insist.

“What do you want to say to me?” Chen Shi asked while drinking the medicine.

“There’s something I’ve always considered my own business, so I didn’t tell aunt. That was my mistake.” Qi Yue said, looking at her.

Chen Shi paused slightly and looked up at her, her expression gentle.

“I previously didn’t want to continue living as husband and wife with Chang Yuncheng. Besides not being quite used to it, there was also a big reason: they actually wanted to marry another woman.” Qi Yue said, smiling.

Chen Shi looked at her, slowly stirring the medicine bowl without speaking.

“Of course, aunt, the reason you arranged for this woman might also be my fault. I made you misunderstand that I wanted a divorce, so you arranged it this way.” Qi Yue continued.

Chen Shi smiled slightly.

“Oh.” She simply said “oh” and placed the medicine bowl on the small table beside her.

“Let’s not talk about the past.” Qi Yue said. “Now I want to tell aunt clearly, to avoid any more misunderstandings.”

“What?” Chen Shi asked with a smile.

“I like Chang Yuncheng. I will be with him for this lifetime, until our hair turns white, never leaving, never abandoning.” Qi Yue also said with a smile.

The smile on Chen Shi’s face slowly faded, and she raised her hand to strike.

Qi Yue reached out to block it, not letting the slap fall on her face like the previous two times.

“Aunt.” She looked at Chen Shi and said, “Although I don’t know exactly why you’re doing this, I know that you truly care for Yueniang, or rather, want to give Yueniang what’s good for her. But…”

She slightly lowered her head then raised it again.

“I’m not quite used to having my life arranged by others, especially under the banner of ‘it’s for your own good.'” She said with a bitter smile. “This is a deep-rooted fault of mine. Please bear with me, aunt.”

Chapter 383: Confiding
Chen Shi looked at the woman before her with some bewilderment.

“Yueniang, listen to me. I’ll find you a better family. Don’t listen to the Old Marchioness, don’t marry the Prince.” She said urgently, reaching out to grasp the woman’s hand.

No, not the woman’s hand.

The girl’s hand.

The person before her looked the same, but carried a timid air, just as she had since entering the mansion, always looking at people with her head lowered, never with bright smiles.

She moved her hands from her sides to the front, avoiding her grasp, gently twisting her clothing sash without speaking.

“Yueniang, listen to me.” Chen Shi was so anxious she nearly cried as she tried to grab her hand again.

This time, she was even more frightened, pulling back her hand and trying to dodge. She glanced up at Chen Shi, eyes as evasive as a little rabbit’s, yet carrying stubbornness.

Chen Shi understood this kind of stubbornness.

This type of girl, beneath her timid exterior, harbored an almost obsessive stubbornness.

She let go of her hand in dejection.

Going around in circles, she was still spinning in place.

“Aunt, rest well. Didn’t you want to be good to me? My happiness is how you’re good to me.” Qi Yue said, standing up to arrange the cushions behind her.

Chen Shi reached out to grab her.

“What counts as you being happy? Marrying that Chang Yuncheng is happiness?” She said in a trembling voice, somewhat breathless. “Yueniang, why won’t you listen to me?”

As she spoke, tears couldn’t help but roll down her eyes.

Qi Yue sat down, frowning slightly.

“By rights, Chang Yuncheng should be quite good in your eyes, shouldn’t he?” She asked.

Setting aside his initial bad temper, his birth, appearance, and position were truly remarkably good. How could Chen Shi not approve of him?

“A divorced woman like me – could there be anything better than being with Chang Yuncheng?”

She had always thought Chen Shi had sought the imperial decree because she couldn’t bear to see her suffer grievances from Chang Yuncheng and Madam Xie. She hadn’t expected that the events before seeking the decree were also her idea, which clearly meant she wanted her to leave the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion.

For a woman like Qi Yueniang, was taking this step really good?

“Yes.” Chen Shi’s eyes lit up, tightly grasping Qi Yue’s hand. “Listen to me, there really is, very soon there will be.”

Qi Yue smiled and patted Chen Shi’s hand.

“Aunt, you still don’t understand. What I mean is, the good life I want to live is the life I want to live, not the life you think I should live.” She said, speaking very slowly as if afraid Chen Shi wouldn’t understand.

Chen Shi tightened her grip.

“Yueniang!” She called out, her face showing some anxiety and unease. Then thinking of something, she sighed and let go, leaning back. “Yueniang, I know. To you, I’m nobody, and I can’t control you. But what if I said all this was for your father’s sake?”

She looked up at Qi Yue.

There was no surprise on Qi Yue’s face.

“I know I shouldn’t be a simple beggar.” She nodded. “I also know that aunt knows my father and relatives.”

She smiled at this point.

“So aunt is actually doing this for my father, not for me?” She asked with a half-real, half-fake smile.

Chen Shi was stunned.

“I’m not interested in knowing about my father, nor about any background. It’s probably something shameful anyway.” Qi Yue spread her hands. “In any case, one must be oneself. Since those things are past and those people are gone, and Qi Yueniang is just a little beggar, then let her remain a little beggar forever.”

Chen Shi looked at Qi Yue in shock. Could someone hear this and remain so unmoved?

Background, relatives, bloodline – weren’t these what a person cared about most?

Why would the woman before her react this way upon hearing this?

Surprise, shock, excitement, joy, sadness – nothing, nothing at all!

Was this still human?

Chen Shi wasn’t wrong. These reactions should have been what Qi Yueniang would have, and certainly would have had. Unfortunately, the person before her wasn’t Qi Yueniang.

Chen Shi watched the woman stand up, turn around, and walk toward the door.

“What if…” She suddenly sat up, gripping the blanket. “What if you could bring devastating disaster to Chang Yuncheng, to the entire Marquis Dingxi’s mansion?”

Qi Yue’s body stiffened, and she stopped walking.

The air in the room seemed to freeze.

Chen Shi watched the woman slowly turn around. She already regretted it – she had regretted it the moment she spoke those words.

She was actually threatening her, threatening his daughter, his only flesh and blood…

Chen Shi placed her hand on her chest, watching the woman turn to look at her.

“Then I should thank the Old Marchioness even more, thank aunt.” Qi Yue smiled slightly, then with a serious expression, bowed her head and gave Chen Shi a solemn bow.

Chen Shi collapsed back, covering her mouth with her hand as tears fell like rain.

Meanwhile, at the Grand Secretary’s mansion, after hearing Madam Huo’s words, Rao Chen Shi was shocked and furious.

“What? How could…” She stood up in distress.

Madam Huo’s expression was also complex.

Today’s events had truly opened her eyes. Having lived half her life in the capital and seen many strange things, none had brought as much shock as today.

“This Marquis Dingxi’s mansion is really absurd. The husband and wife don’t even discuss things, each arranging marriages for their child separately.” She shook her head, then looked at Rao Chen Shi with some earnestness. “You should be more careful about this marriage. Such elders are really…”

She shook her head, having conveyed her meaning without saying more.

Who wouldn’t want to be careful about this marriage! But there was no choice – they had already lost face to this extent!

Rao Chen Shi looked embarrassed, forcing a smile, not knowing what to say. She listened to Madam Huo’s earnest and rambling words about choosing spouses, especially emphasizing that Rao Yufang was fostered under her name, not her biological daughter, requiring even more care lest people gossip and point fingers. This only made Rao Chen Shi’s heart more anxious, angry, and depressed, yet she could only thank her repeatedly.

After finally seeing off Madam Huo, Rao Chen Shi went straight to her husband’s study and sat down crying.

Scholar Rao helplessly put down his book and stroked his beard.

“What’s wrong now? Ever since coming to the capital, you cry every day?” He asked. “If this continues, you might as well return to Shandong.”

Rao Chen Shi put down her handkerchief.

“It’s all because of your niece!” She said.

Scholar Rao frowned and sighed. It wouldn’t be right to speak ill of his niece, but scolding his wife seemed unfair given her years of irreproachable service.

“I know you’ve been wronged.” He finally said, standing to pour tea and bringing it to Rao Chen Shi.

Seeing her husband give her face, Rao Chen Shi’s grievances lessened considerably, though she didn’t dare accept his tea.

“Good that you know.” She said.

“I know.” Scholar Rao sat beside her. “The whole family knows you’ve been devoted to Yufang and properly sent her off. We can consider this matter settled.”

Mentioning this made Rao Chen Shi anxious again.

“This marriage is truly hopeless.” She said. “This time our reputation is completely ruined!”

“How so? Wasn’t everything settled?” Scholar Rao asked in confusion. “What more do the Xie family want? We won’t skimp on the dowry. Besides the original items, we’ll add two more loads. This way their extra betrothal gifts won’t be wasted. We don’t care about the money – we just want respect.”

“What respect is left? What respect!” Rao Chen Shi said angrily, then related what Madam Huo had told her. “Master, what should we do? This is utterly humiliating!”

Scholar Rao was also shocked.

“Outrageous!” He slammed the table heavily, his usually refined face showing anger. “The Marquis Dingxi’s mansion goes too far!”

“So what if they go too far? What can we do? We can only endure it!” Rao Chen Shi was both angry and helpless, pressing her forehead. “That Editor Fang from the Hanlin Academy was such a good family. They were just poor, but with support from both our families, how could his future be bad? As long as he’s a good person with prospects, how could life be difficult? The dowry alone would ensure she never worried about food and clothing. How could this dead… this child be so disobedient!”

Outside the rear window under the pomegranate tree, a small figure quietly turned and tiptoed away from under the tree, running off like a wisp of smoke.

Under the flower-covered corridor, Rao Yufang turned around.

“So it’s true?” She asked in a low voice.

The little maid nodded.

“The madam said it herself.” She whispered.

Rao Yufang looked thoughtful. Because of being confined for reflection, she wore no makeup, her eyelids red and swollen from crying, looking pitiful and forlorn.

“Go on.” She said, handing the little maid some money. “Buy some fruit to eat.”

The little maid happily thanked her, took the money, and ran off.

Rao Yufang sat down nearby, slowly stroking the vines with her hand.

“Miss.” A seventeen or eighteen-year-old maid with thin eyebrows and a long face approached, looked around, and whispered, “Third Young Master has something to tell you.”

Rao Yufang glanced at her.

“About that Qi Yueniang matter?” She said, viciously tearing off a thin branch. “Tell him I already know.”

The maid responded affirmatively.

“Miss, what should we do?” She asked quietly with some unease. “I heard that Qi Yueniang’s adoptive father is the Medical Director of the Imperial Medical Academy.”

“So what if he’s Medical Director? Is his position higher than uncle’s? He’s just a doctor.” Rao Yufang said impatiently, tearing the branch and leaves to shreds before throwing them on the ground and standing up.

The maid quickly agreed.

“But Miss, Third Young Master said the Marquis Dingxi is on Qi Yueniang’s side.” She couldn’t help adding.

After all, men were the ones who made decisions at home.

If uncle hadn’t decided back then, how would Rao Chen Shi have dared refuse the Marquis Dingxi’s proposal and instead arrange her marriage with that poor, ugly wretch!

With the Marquis Dingxi being forceful, plus Rao Chen Shi fanning the flames, this matter might fail again…

Rao Yufang slowly paced back and forth a few times, but ultimately didn’t know what to do.

“Go tell Third Young Master he must handle this matter well.” She finally said irritably. “Otherwise, he shouldn’t expect to have an easy time.”

The maid responded and hurried away.

The Marquis Dingxi’s wife and Chang Yunqi were right – that Qi Yueniang had endured three years of hardship to win Chang Yuncheng’s favor. If she could do it, why couldn’t she do it too? And she would certainly do it better!

What she lacked was just the qualification to endure hardship, and that qualification was finally within reach. She absolutely couldn’t let it slip away!

Rao Yufang let out a soft breath.

Chapter 384: Soundless
When night fell, Nanny Su came out and waved at Chang Yuncheng who was still standing at the door.

“She’s sleeping.” She said quietly. “Lord, you should go rest too. You’ve just returned from such a long journey…”

Chang Yuncheng grunted acknowledgment but didn’t move.

“Lord, you know madam’s temperament…” Nanny Su hesitated before speaking.

Chang Yuncheng grunted again, unclear whether he was responding or just happened to interrupt Nanny Su’s words.

Nanny Su couldn’t continue.

The atmosphere became oppressive.

“Nanny Su.” Just as Nanny Su was about to turn and go inside, Chang Yuncheng spoke. He looked at the closed door as if seeing through it to the inside. “Tell me, mother loves me most, doesn’t she?”

Nanny Su was stunned.

“Lord, naturally.” She said hurriedly, stepping forward in her urgency.

“Mother also hopes I’ll be happy, right?” Chang Yuncheng said again, his gaze still on the door.

Nanny Su understood his meaning.

“Lord, madam is so insistent precisely because she wants you to be happy…” She said choking up.

“What I think is good, why doesn’t mother believe it?” Chang Yuncheng interrupted her, or rather, he wasn’t listening to her at all, but speaking to himself.

Nanny Su couldn’t answer this question, because she couldn’t very well say that what the Lord thought was good wasn’t good…

Chang Yuncheng also knew he wouldn’t find answers here, so he turned and walked away.

Nanny Su instinctively wanted to follow him, taking a few steps before stopping.

Chang Yuncheng also stopped.

“Nanny Su.” He turned around.

Nanny Su quickly responded.

“My feelings for mother are like mother’s feelings for me. Only when she’s well can I be well and happy. If something happens to her, I’d be more upset than if something happened to myself.” Chang Yuncheng said slowly.

“Madam feels the same way about you…” Nanny Su said quickly, choking up again.

“Then.” Chang Yuncheng interrupted her again. “Mother needs to eat well, take her medicine well, and be well. When she’s well, I can be well too. When I’m well, isn’t that good for her?”

Nanny Su was stunned. Chang Yuncheng said nothing more and walked away slowly.

She gently pushed open the door and entered the room. Two maids were standing anxiously holding medicine bowls.

“Give them to me.” Nanny Su sighed and reached out.

The maids were overjoyed, quickly handing over this hot potato.

Nanny Su carried the medicine bowl into the inner room.

Madam Xie was lying on the bed facing inward, seemingly asleep.

On the nearby table sat cold food and dishes.

Nanny Su sighed and sat down, calling out “Madam.”

“I won’t eat. If I die, wouldn’t that be exactly what they want? Don’t even mention kneeling – even if they kneel until dawn, don’t expect me to eat…” Madam Xie said coldly.

Nanny Su sighed.

“Madam, the Lord has left.” She said quietly.

“…If he truly wants me to be well, then he should quickly… What?” Madam Xie suddenly turned around, looking at Nanny Su with disbelief.

“The Lord has gone to rest.” Nanny Su couldn’t bear to look at her face and said with lowered head.

The room fell silent, then came the crackling of breaking things.

Nanny Su was splashed with medicine, watching the medicine bowl shatter on the ground. The broken porcelain pieces kept multiplying until finally the table was completely clean.

Chang Yuncheng hadn’t rested but walked out the door. He didn’t know where to go, just walked slowly until he saw Chen Shi’s residence.

He stared at it for a while, then simply sat down by the roadside, feeling his pockets and regretting not bringing wine.

Just sitting there in a daze, the door suddenly opened.

Chang Yuncheng stood up and moved into the shadows.

“So late and you’re still going out, madam?” The gatekeeper said with some unease.

“Going for a walk.” Qi Yue replied, pulling up the hood of her thin cloak.

The gatekeeper looked at the maids and guards following behind her.

“Take this lantern.” They quickly handed over a lantern marked with “Duke Deqing Chen.”

The guards didn’t take it, looking at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue looked at the lantern, lost in thought.

It seemed like a long time passed.

“Take it.” Qi Yue nodded and turned to step forward first.

Cai Qing, standing behind the trees in the courtyard, let out a breath. Watching the guards take the lantern and surround Qi Yue as they walked away, she turned and hurried off.

“Miss Qi took the lantern.” She whispered to Chen Shi.

Chen Shi lowered her gaze without speaking, slowly closing her eyes.

Cai Qing lowered the bed curtains and tiptoed out.

A’Ru and A’Hao lit the lamps in the room, and Qianjin Hall brightened up.

“Hu San said in a few more days he’ll hire some assistants. A house needs people to have vitality, and business needs to emphasize popularity.” A’Ru said.

Qi Yue nodded, sitting down in a chair.

“Oh right.” She suddenly remembered something, looking at A’Ru. “Go call Hu San over, I have something to discuss with him.”

A’Ru nodded without asking questions and left with a guard.

Qi Yue immediately stood up from the chair.

“Xiao Qu, Xiao Qu, quickly go to the street corner and buy some wine.” She said hurriedly.

Everyone was stunned, and some couldn’t help but laugh.

The laughter came from outside the door, and Xiao Qu and others immediately became alert and defensive.

“Drinking wine, is that necessary?” Chang Yuncheng entered with a smile.

Seeing him enter, Qi Yue was overjoyed.

“How did you get here?” She asked. “No, how did you know I came out?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled without answering.

“Xiao Qu, go buy wine.” He just said.

“Let’s go out to drink.” Qi Yue pulled his arm. “I originally wanted to go out anyway, but it’s inconvenient alone. Now it’s perfect.” She turned to instruct a guard, “You stay and wait for A’Ru and them, just make up some excuse.”

Qi Yue looked at the water surface rippling with lamplight, moonlight, and starlight, rubbing her somewhat sore legs.

“Walking so far just to feel the river breeze!” She laughed. “I thought you were taking me to some high-end luxury entertainment venue.”

Chang Yuncheng had already sat down.

“The ground is cold.” Qi Yue reached out to pull him up, looking around. “There’s a tea pavilion over there, let’s go there. We can still feel the river breeze.”

Chang Yuncheng pulled her down to sit with him instead.

“We’re staying right here.” He said firmly.

“Quite the romantic.” Qi Yue laughed, sitting properly beside him. She opened the small wine bottle in her hand, took a sip while looking up, and exhaled while gazing at the star-filled sky.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak, also taking a sip and silently looking at the sky like her.

“Did you see your mother?” Qi Yue asked proactively.

Chang Yuncheng grunted.

“Did Master Zhou tell you everything?” He asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“No, I haven’t seen my adoptive father yet.” She said, shaking the bottle and smiling.

Without seeing Zhou Maochun, today’s events were already chaotic enough.

She didn’t ask what happened. Chang Yuncheng didn’t say either.

The two each took another sip of wine.

“I feel really sorry for you.” Chang Yuncheng said, looking at the rippling river water.

“Don’t say that.” Qi Yue said. “In this lifetime, no one can have everything perfect. There are always unsatisfactory and disappointing things. That’s why it’s called life. Otherwise, if everything were worry-free, we’d be immortals.”

Chang Yuncheng smiled, turning to look at her and putting his arm around her.

“That’s why I feel even more sorry for you, such a good person.” He said.

Qi Yue chuckled.

“Who knows who’s sorry to whom.” She laughed, pursing her lips at the end and taking a sip of wine.

“Of course it’s me.” Chang Yuncheng emphasized without doubt. “If you hadn’t married…”

“If I hadn’t met you…” Qi Yue interrupted him.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, feeling her tone was strange this time.

“…where would I be now?”

“How would life be?…”

“…should life be treasured?…”

“…Maybe I’d meet someone else, living an ordinary life, not knowing whether… there would also be love sweet as honey…”

Qi Yue leaned against his shoulder, singing softly, stopping here to take a sip of wine.

“Don’t stop, continue.” Chang Yuncheng pinched her ear.

Qi Yue laughed.

“You like hearing me say sweet words, don’t you?” She said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and agreed.

“I want to hear them for a lifetime.” He said.

“Then listen for a lifetime.” Qi Yue laughed, sitting up straight. “Oh, I forgot to tell you. This time you’ll leave first, and I’ll probably wait until the second half of the year to see you, traveling with the second batch of supplies.”

“That’s fine, I can come see you too.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue smiled at him, bringing the wine bottle over. Chang Yuncheng also smiled and clinked bottles with her.

“Cheers.” He said.

They each took a sip, and Chang Yuncheng reached over to take the wine bottle from Qi Yue’s hand.

“Hey, hey, I’m not finished drinking yet.” Qi Yue quickly tried to grab it back.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and held it high.

“Enough, just a sip or two for the experience.” He said.

“Aren’t disappointed people supposed to get drunk to express themselves?” Qi Yue laughed, poking his face. “Shouldn’t we two be drinking ourselves senseless and crying together?”

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“You know me, I know you. Where’s the disappointment?” He laughed. “I’m quite satisfied right now.”

Saying this, he pulled Qi Yue up.

“We can still catch the Eastern Suburbs night market if we go now.” He said, then thinking of something, he felt his waist. “But I didn’t bring money…”

Qi Yue laughed and patted his arm.

“Don’t worry, big sister will pay.” She laughed.

“If you’re paying, that’s good. You have more money than I do anyway.” Chang Yuncheng laughed, poking her forehead and stepping forward first.

Qi Yue covered her forehead.

“Hey, be more polite to your benefactor.” She said, laughing as she caught up and took his arm.

Watching the two walk away hand in hand, A’Ru sighed with relief.

“I told you not to worry, but you insisted on coming to check.” Hu San said. “With the Lord watching, how could he let her drink too much? The Lord is actually very considerate, not like…”

“Shut up.” A’Ru turned to glare at him.

Hu San immediately obediently shut his mouth.

A guard behind them chuckled.

“How about you two also take a stroll?” He smiled.

Hu San quickly nodded at these words.

“Good, good.” He said, then looked at A’Ru with full apology. “I’ve been too busy. After coming to the capital, I haven’t taken you around…”

“Who cares?” A’Ru gave him a sideways look and walked toward the direction Qi Yue had gone.

Hu San stood there slightly dazed.

“Aren’t you going? Are you really too busy to think straight?” The guard laughed.

Hu San smiled and hurried to catch up.

Chapter 385: No Solution
When dawn was just breaking, the gates of the Chen residence, which had only closed at midnight, were knocked on again.

Qi Yue, who hadn’t slept at all, was called by A’Ru and came out after simple washing and grooming.

Zhou Maochun was pacing back and forth in the room, his face full of anger.

“Yueniang, I only learned yesterday why you wanted a divorce.” He said angrily.

A’Ru and A’Hao both looked curious and confused.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Did adoptive father meet Madam Xie?” She asked while personally pouring tea.

She knew what had happened yesterday without asking.

With Madam Xie’s temperament, besides the Old Madam Xie, she probably understood her best.

“She’s simply a madwoman.” Zhou Maochun cursed. “Yueniang, why should we go to such a family?”

“Yes, it’s truly troublesome.” Qi Yue also sighed.

Seeing her understand this way, Zhou Maochun put away his cautious and tactful thoughts and straightforwardly told her about yesterday’s events.

“This is clearly targeting you.” He said angrily. “Though I’ve never married and have no parents, I don’t know about these messy things, but thinking about it, I know that with such a mother-in-law, no matter how well Chang Yuncheng treats you, this life can’t be lived.”

Qi Yue sighed again.

So that was it. She had thought Madam Xie was firmly opposing this marriage, but hadn’t expected she had already found a replacement.

Seeing Qi Yue silent, Zhou Maochun felt sorry for her.

“But Yueniang, don’t worry. We’re not afraid of her either. With your adoptive father here, I’ll support you. What do you want to do?” He said loudly.

“Adoptive father, honestly, I really don’t know what to do.” Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“Yueniang, what’s wrong with that Madam Xie? Why is she so… so… opposing you? You saved her life back then.” Zhou Maochun said, then waved his hand. “But saving someone’s life doesn’t count for much. There are plenty of ungrateful people.”

“Actually, I think Madam Xie isn’t really targeting me as a person anymore.” Qi Yue said. “To be precise, she’s targeting this matter, this thing that went against her wishes from the beginning…”

She then told Zhou Maochun about the origins of this marriage arrangement and the relationship between Chang Yuncheng and Madam Xie.

Zhou Maochun made an “oh” sound, understanding.

“Yueniang, then this matter has no solution.” He said seriously.

Qi Yue spread her hands at him.

“Yes, everyone actually understands this in their hearts.” She said.

As they spoke, noisy sounds came from outside the door.

Zhou Maochun frowned.

“Some people don’t understand.” He snorted.

Before he finished speaking, the Marquis Dingxi burst in.

“Oh Yueniang, don’t listen to your adoptive father’s nonsense. This matter is absolutely fine. No problems at all.” He shouted hurriedly, waving his hand. “We’ll hold the wedding immediately.”

“What about your crazy daughter-in-law?” Zhou Maochun scolded irritably.

“Let her get lost. I’ve already written the divorce papers. I’ll throw her out right now.” The Marquis Dingxi answered readily.

Zhou Maochun slammed the table.

“Then what kind of marriage is that!” He shouted.

How could they not get married?

The Marquis Dingxi was confused.

“Oh, right. Divorcing her isn’t enough. I’ll have to trouble my in-law to request an imperial decree so Yueniang can enter the door with proper ceremony.” He clapped his hands, grabbing Zhou Maochun’s arm.

Zhou Maochun angrily shook him off.

“What about your son? Divorce his mother and still expect him to happily come marry a wife? Do you think your son is a sparrow? Are you arranging a marriage or making enemies? Are you deliberately trying to harm my daughter?” He shouted.

In his urgency, Zhou Maochun used dialect. Both the Marquis Dingxi and Qi Yue looked at him in confusion.

“What’s a sparrow?” The Marquis Dingxi asked studiously.

Zhou Maochun angrily kicked him away.

While they were making a commotion, someone hurried in from outside.

“Miss Qi, Miss Qi, quickly. His Majesty requests your presence.”

What now? Qi Yue felt somewhat helpless.

The Marquis Dingxi was overjoyed.

“Yueniang, remember to tell the Emperor when you enter the palace. This is perfect timing.” He said hurriedly.

“Is my daughter unable to get married? Must she chase after and demean herself like this?” Zhou Maochun shouted in great anger.

While they were arguing, Qi Yue hurriedly redressed and left.

“Yueniang, remember!” The Marquis Dingxi didn’t forget to chase after her and shout, causing the palace eunuch to look over in confusion.

Zhou Maochun quickly pulled him back.

Watching Qi Yue’s carriage disappear, Zhou Maochun finally let go of the Marquis Dingxi. Not wanting to say another word to him, he left.

“In-law, in-law, we really can’t delay any longer. Whatever it is, we’ll discuss it after the marriage.” The Marquis Dingxi chased after him shouting. Only when he saw Zhou Maochun’s carriage leave did he stop reluctantly.

Look at Qi Yueniang – personally summoned by the Emperor!

Having such a daughter-in-law would bring such prestige to the family!

The Marquis Dingxi couldn’t help but feel proud, but then became even angrier.

It was all that败家娘们 Madam Xie’s fault!

Today, no matter what, he had to throw her out!

The Marquis Dingxi immediately urged his return home. Just as he reached the front gate, he saw a carriage stopped with a middle-aged woman getting out.

“We’re from Scholar Rao’s mansion…” The servant woman was speaking to the gatekeeper, holding a calling card.

The Rao family!

The Marquis Dingxi immediately flew into a rage and jumped from his carriage.

“You’re not allowed in!” He shouted.

The servant woman and Rao Chen Shi were startled, seeing this refined, prosperous-looking man with a vicious expression charging over, thinking they’d encountered a villain. Only when they heard the gatekeepers bow and call “Marquis” did they realize this was the Marquis Dingxi.

“Marquis, there’s something we should sit down and discuss.” Rao Chen Shi said.

“Discuss what? Our family has nothing to discuss with yours.” The Marquis Dingxi said bluntly.

Rao Chen Shi hadn’t expected to be turned away at the front gate and was so angry her face flushed red.

“What do you mean nothing to discuss? The fine things your family has done – are you trying to deny responsibility now?” She said angrily.

“Done what? Done what?” The Marquis Dingxi glared. “I don’t know anything. Marriage is by parents’ command. I’m the father and I don’t know about it – what does it count for? Leave quickly, leave quickly. This matter ends here. Stop making trouble. My family will be holding a wedding in a few days.”

With that, he turned and went inside.

Watching the gate slam shut before her eyes, Rao Chen Shi felt her vision go dark. She trembled all over, pointing at the gate, but in the end couldn’t say a word and turned to get in her carriage.

The carriage sped through the street.

Chang Yunqi lowered the second-floor window and withdrew his gaze.

“It seems my father has already torn off all pretense with your family.” He said.

Across from him sat a woman in a cloak covering her face. Hearing this, she raised her head.

“My family’s reputation isn’t so easily torn.” Rao Yufang snorted.

Chang Yunqi smiled and sat down at the table, pouring himself tea.

“But my former sister-in-law’s reputation is truly formidable now.” He said slowly. “Not only does she have the backing of the Imperial Medical Academy, which moves among the palace inner courts and powerful nobles, she also has the backing of Duke Deqing Chen’s family, the Emperor’s closest minister. And she herself has recently gained imperial favor. His Majesty has entrusted her Qianjin Hall with military and political matters that he never allowed others to touch before. Though it seems to be the seemingly unimportant matter of military medicine, this is also unprecedented.”

Rao Yufang bit her lower lip.

“What my father loves most in his life is his reputation.” Chang Yunqi shook his head. “Anything involving reputation, he absolutely cares about – whether it’s good reputation or…” He looked up at Rao Yufang and smiled slightly. “Bad reputation…”

Rao Yufang looked at him and gracefully stood up.

“Thank you for Third Young Master’s guidance.” She smiled slightly. “I will certainly let your father see what reputation is about.”

With that, she pulled her hood over her head and left.

Behind her, a maid hurried to follow, glancing at Chang Yunqi before leaving.

Chang Yunqi smiled slightly at her, putting a finger to his lips in a shushing gesture.

The maid smiled shyly and nodded imperceptibly.

Only Chang Yunqi remained in the room. He slowly finished the last sip of tea.

“Next, it’s up to the Rao family.” He said to himself with a smile. “Big brother, this is all I can help you with. Good luck.”

With that, he threw a piece of silver on the table and left casually.

This time entering the palace, Qi Yue didn’t see the Emperor in the hall where he handled state affairs, but in the rear palace, and he wasn’t alone.

“So this is the divine physician Miss Qi.”

A beauty rose gracefully from a beauty couch, looking at Qi Yue with surprise in her eyes – not because of the divine physician title, but because of her age and appearance…

“Beauty Liu says she’s unwell. The usual female physicians have seen her many times without improvement. Take a look.” The Emperor said, his gaze passing over Qi Yue, squinting slightly.

Treating illness. Qi Yue sighed inwardly but couldn’t say anything. She remembered the Emperor had given her the title of female physician.

Observation, listening, questioning, pulse-taking – she had become much more skilled at these in recent days. Staying with Liu Pucheng, Old Physician An, and Zhou Maochun was like reading three hundred Tang poems – even if you couldn’t compose poetry, you could improvise.

After completing the familiar examination, Qi Yue also used her modern methods to check, but couldn’t see anything wrong.

Of course, she wouldn’t be foolish enough to say this directly.

“Nothing serious. Continue the usual treatment.” She said.

Beauty Liu was very happy, shyly tugging at the Emperor’s sleeve.

“Your Majesty, this concubine said it was nothing, but Your Majesty still wasn’t at ease.” She said happily.

The Emperor nodded.

“Now I’m at ease.” He said, withdrawing his hand. “Rest well.”

With that, he stepped outside.

The eunuchs understood and loudly announced the imperial departure.

Beauty Liu was shocked.

“Your Majesty.” She quickly stood and called out. “Your Majesty, this concubine has prepared hometown dishes. Doesn’t Your Majesty like them?”

The Emperor didn’t stop or turn back, just waved his hand.

“I don’t care for them lately. You eat them yourself.” He said, already stepping out the door.

Beauty Liu chased a few steps, knowing it was irreversible, and stamped her foot in frustration.

Qi Yue still stood in place, momentarily unable to catch up with the situation.

“Oh my, Miss Qi, hurry up. There are several more ladies His Majesty wants you to examine.” The eunuch who had left came back to call her.

Qi Yue quickly bowed to the beauty and hurried out.

The Emperor stood outside the hall door, looking at a cluster of brilliant flower beds before the palace. Only when Qi Yue approached and bowed did he continue walking.

“Your Majesty, this commoner woman is not capable of treating the palace ladies’ ailments.” Qi Yue couldn’t help saying.

“Is it that you don’t want to, or that you can’t?” The Emperor said.

“I can’t.” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor turned to look at her.

“Miss Qi, your spirits aren’t very good.” He suddenly said.

Qi Yue couldn’t help touching her face. Though she had applied makeup, it probably still couldn’t hide it.

“Didn’t sleep well.” She smiled and said, then bowed. “I’ve disturbed Your Majesty.”

“What matter could make the divine physician so worried?” The Emperor asked again.

Well…

Qi Yue naturally would answer “nothing, nothing.”

“Is it nothing, or you don’t want to tell me?” The Emperor didn’t turn back, walking leisurely while speaking leisurely.

This person really was…

Qi Yue felt somewhat frantic inside.

Watching them walk and talk, a lagging eunuch couldn’t help nudging the eunuch beside him.

“Hey, which lady is His Majesty going to see?” He whispered. “Why is he walking in circles around Wende Palace?”

The eunuch beside him glared at him.

“A few more steps won’t kill you!” He whispered.

The eunuch stuck out his tongue and said nothing more.

“Water and soil not agreeing with you?” The Emperor laughed, turning back to look at the woman with lowered head. “Truly worthy of being a physician…”

Qi Yue pretended not to understand this sarcasm and laughed along.

Only then did she realize she seemed to have been walking for a long time. The palace was indeed large – did the ladies all live so far apart…

“Your Majesty, which lady…” She began to ask.

Before she finished, the Emperor interrupted.

“No need to examine anyone. You may go.” He said.

Qi Yue sighed with relief and, without asking anything, quickly took her leave.

Watching the Emperor stand in place for a moment before turning away, Cai Zhong beckoned a young eunuch.

“Investigate.” He said quietly. “Everything about Miss Qi recently.”

The young eunuch responded and left immediately.

Unaware that she was being watched by eunuchs and secret guards, Qi Yue rode home. She had just arrived and hadn’t caught her breath when A’Ru rushed in.

“Something terrible has happened!” She shouted with a pale face.

Qi Yue and A’Hao were startled.

“Sister, weren’t you at the medicine factory with brother-in-law? Did something happen at the factory?” A’Hao asked quickly.

“No, no.” A’Ru shook her head, looking at Qi Yue. “Rao Yufang is dead.”

What?

Qi Yue and A’Hao looked at her, not comprehending.

“The Rao family’s young lady, Rao Yufang, is dead.” A’Ru said again, grabbing Qi Yue’s arm. “The Rao family has surrounded the Marquis Dingxi’s mansion!”

How could this be?

Qi Yue couldn’t believe it.

But one thing was certain – this had truly become a dead end!

Chapter 386: Satisfied
Rao Yufang stepped on the stool to reach the white silk ribbon, standing on her tiptoes and stretching her head toward the inside.

Taking a deep breath, she slightly lowered her feet, and in an instant felt that suffocating sensation.

“Pull the right side, pull the right side.”

A female voice beneath her feet spoke urgently.

Rao Yufang frantically reached out and yanked the right side of the silk ribbon, where there was a hidden knot.

She fell to the ground, covering her neck and gasping for breath.

“Miss.” The maid hurriedly knelt on the ground to help her catch her breath, her face terrified. “Too frightening, we… we shouldn’t play this anymore…”

It took Rao Yufang quite a while to recover.

The feeling of hanging was indeed terrifying, but…

Her hand touched her chest, thinking of what she had witnessed at the gates of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, what Chang Yunqi had described, thinking of her uncle’s agitation in the study, her aunt’s weeping, thinking of that heroic figure on horseback…

The Marquis Dingxi valued his reputation. This time, after she caused such a scene – breaking an engagement and forcing someone to death – let’s see if the Marquis Dingxi’s residence dared to bear this loss of face!

“What’s frightening about it? As if anyone would actually die when they don’t want to.” She scolded the maid in a low voice, biting her lower lip. “Quickly get up, do it a few more times. Once we’re familiar with it, what’s there to fear?”

The maid didn’t dare obstruct her and helped her up.

After two or three attempts, Rao Yufang had become skilled at it. After kicking away the stool, she could stay suspended on the white silk for increasingly longer periods, doing it with ease. A few times she couldn’t help but laugh.

“Remove the quilt.” She got up once more, looking at the quilt spread on the ground to prevent painful falls.

This was getting serious!

No, this was the official performance beginning!

The maid felt somewhat nervous.

“Miss.” She looked at Rao Yufang uneasily again.

Rao Yufang gave her an annoyed look.

“Hurry up.” She said. “Clean it up properly, don’t let anyone see through it.”

Only then did the maid respond yes, somewhat frantically rolling up the quilt and fussing over it for quite a while before putting it away.

“Quick, tie the knot.” Rao Yufang said.

The maid stood on the stool, trembling as she tied a knot.

Rao Yufang looked at her face in the mirror once more – red and swollen eyes, pale lips, haggard and worn. She nodded with satisfaction, then picked up the letter paper on the table, reading through the suicide note she had written.

“Good.” She said, placing the letter paper properly and standing on the stool.

The maid bit her lower lip, her face pale as paper, trembling all over as she watched her.

“Mi… Miss…” She called out in a trembling voice.

“Get out!” Rao Yufang looked at her impatiently and spoke in a low, harsh voice.

The maid stood without moving.

“Quickly! According to what we agreed. Don’t mess it up, or if people see through it, I won’t forgive you.” Rao Yufang said again, reaching out to grasp the white silk.

Only then did the maid hesitantly walk out.

“Close the door.” Rao Yufang said.

The maid frantically closed the door. As the door gradually closed, Rao Yufang, who was already focused on the white silk, didn’t see that the terror on the maid’s face had disappeared, replaced by a subtle, ambiguous smile.

Rao Yufang took a deep breath, calculating that the timing was about right. Taking a deep breath, she skillfully inserted her head into the white silk and without the slightest hesitation, kicked over the stool. Her entire body hung suspended.

Although she was quite familiar with it now, this suffocating sensation really wasn’t pleasant. Rao Yufang felt her breathing becoming increasingly difficult, her mind growing somewhat foggy. Knowing she had reached the limit of what she could endure, she could faintly hear a large group of footsteps approaching…

Almost there…

Almost there…

But the footsteps never arrived…

No one pushed open the door…

No one cried out in terror…

Can’t do it, can’t do it…

Can’t hold on anymore…

Rao Yufang began unconsciously kicking her legs.

This won’t work, can’t use this method anymore. Need to switch to something else, too much suffering…

She frantically reached for the rope knot on the right side. Once, twice, three times…

Gradually, her legs stopped swaying, and her hands, which had been desperately grasping the rope knot, finally dropped powerlessly.

The door burst open with a bang, and screams pierced through the sky above the Scholar’s residence.

Are you satisfied now?

Chang Yunqi smiled slightly.

“You have enough silver to buy your freedom, right? They won’t make things difficult for you, will they?” After hearing the account, he spoke calmly, looking at the young maid across from him with gentle, caring eyes.

The maid smiled and shook her head.

“It’s enough. After such an incident, the master and mistress have completely lost face. All of us old servants who followed the young miss will definitely be sent away.” She said softly, then lowered her head with some shyness.

“You should first go back home with your aunt and uncle.” Chang Yunqi said. “After the autumn imperial examinations in August, I’ll have someone bring you over, though I’m afraid you’ll have to sell yourself under a death contract and start as a maid.”

That word “start” pleased her – with a beginning, naturally there would be progression.

“Being able to serve at young master’s side, Yu’er is already very happy.” She knelt down and said, then thinking of something else, added, “Then this servant first congratulates young master on passing the autumn examinations with high honors, and congratulates young master on… being granted the title of Prince.”

Chang Yunqi laughed.

“Thank you for your auspicious words.” He said.

He didn’t stop her from speaking these bold words or claim he didn’t dare, but instead readily acknowledged them. This showed he truly considered her one of his own people, to reveal his innermost thoughts this way.

The maid rose joyfully and, at Chang Yunqi’s urging, drank a cup of tea.

“I should go now.” She said, bowing farewell.

Chang Yunqi nodded, watching the maid walk out.

He walked to the window and lifted the curtain. From this angle, he could see directly to the main gate of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence in the capital. At this moment, the gate was extraordinarily busy.

People from Scholar Rao’s residence, as well as from Duke Deqing’s residence, had surrounded the gate completely. The Five Cities Military Commissioner’s Office, having received the news, had also arrived. The street was packed with onlookers, completely blocked.

“Those who threaten people with hanging are all stup…” Chang Yunqi sneered disdainfully, but stopped mid-sentence, remembering someone else who had done the same thing…

That person…

He didn’t want to call her stupid, at least not compare her to this Rao Yufang!

He looked down at the street below, then saw that person.

This stupid woman!

Chang Yunqi put down the window, walked past the table, grabbed the teacup the maid had used, concealed it in his sleeve, and headed out.

“It’s really blown up!”

Qi Yue finally squeezed through, followed by Hu San and others.

The area in front of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence had been cordoned off by officers, forbidding people from approaching.

“She really died.” Hu San was still repeatedly telling A’Hao. “I heard that the Rao family’s mistress also tried to hang herself…”

“Two people died?” Qi Yue turned back in surprise.

“No, the Rao mistress didn’t succeed in dying.” Hu San quickly said. “But Miss Rao really died.”

How did it come to death…

“…I heard it was because this marquis’s residence broke the engagement. They first arranged a match with Miss Rao, then regretted it, causing Miss Rao to die of shame and anger…”

“…Really? That’s too much…”

“…Exactly, exactly. This Miss Rao was truly resolute…”

“…Can’t let this family off lightly… really caused someone’s death…”

Listening to the chaotic discussions around her, Qi Yue frowned deeply.

This time the Marquis Dingxi’s residence was truly… ruined!

How was Chang Yuncheng doing now?

“Why did you come?” Someone squeezed through and grabbed her arm, shouting.

Qi Yue turned to see who it was and was immediately overjoyed.

“Yunqi, you came at the right time. How is your brother? Quickly take me in to see him.” She said.

“Are you crazy? Why did you come at a time like this!” Chang Yunqi pulled her away from the crowd without explanation.

“What exactly happened?” Qi Yue asked.

By now they were standing at a distance, away from the noisy, surging crowd.

“I don’t know either.” Chang Yunqi shook his head. “Because the examination period is approaching, I’ve been studying with several classmates at Jinyang Academy outside the city. I rarely come home, and only heard about the incident today.”

Qi Yue made an “oh” sound, frowning without speaking.

Chang Yunqi lowered his gaze, hiding his disappointment.

She didn’t even ask about the examination…

“How could this happen…” Qi Yue said, looking toward the Marquis Dingxi’s residence. “How far had this marriage arrangement progressed?”

This was the key to resolving the matter.

“I’m not clear on that either.” Chang Yunqi continued saying, with some helplessness. “But regardless of how far it had progressed, now it’s troublesome. First, the Rao family’s status, and second, this Miss Rao wasn’t Scholar Rao’s biological daughter but was being raised by them. If they don’t provide an explanation…”

A fatherless, motherless foster orphan had died. The Rao family’s main branch, as her guardians, would inevitably face overwhelming accusations and questions. Just based on this, Scholar Rao would never let the Marquis Dingxi’s residence off.

“You absolutely cannot come now. If the Rao family sees you, they’re like mad dogs now – if they bite you, you won’t be able to shake them off.” Chang Yunqi said.

“This… this doesn’t really affect your family’s affairs, does it? It has nothing to do with Chang Yuncheng, right?” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yunqi shook his head with a bitter smile.

Not knowing if he was smiling bitterly for Chang Yuncheng or for himself.

“If the Prince is fine, then Madam Xie has problems. If Madam Xie is fine, then the Prince has problems.” He hesitated, then said in a low voice, looking at Qi Yue.

In any case, this mother and son would absolutely not escape this time.

Those people who humiliated you, seeing them meet such a fate, are you happy?

Chang Yunqi looked at Qi Yue, but couldn’t ask this question aloud.

And Qi Yue’s attention was clearly not on his words either.

Qi Yue understood the current consequences of the situation. She looked toward the Marquis Dingxi’s residence.

Chang Yuncheng, how was he doing now?

“Are you satisfied! Are you satisfied!” In a room, Madam Xie shouted. She wanted to grab something to throw, but found that everything breakable had already been smashed.

“You don’t want the living person, but you’ll have to take the dead one whether you want to or not! Did you have to kill yourself to be satisfied?” Madam Xie shouted, reaching out to beat Chang Yuncheng in front of her.

Chang Yuncheng let her hit him.

“…It’s over now, it’s over now…” The Marquis Dingxi murmured, his face pale as paper.

This incident was too sudden, too unexpected, too frightening…

“You wouldn’t listen to me, are you satisfied now? Are you satisfied!” Madam Xie continued scolding.

Just then, the door was violently burst open.

“Who is it? Block them, block them.” The Marquis Dingxi jumped up in fright, shouting while trying to hide.

Had the Rao family come to attack?

But they saw a short, fat old woman enter, leaning on a walking stick, walking straight toward them.

“Mother?” Madam Xie was startled, looking at the newcomer. “Why are you…”

Before she could finish speaking, Old Madam Xie had already stood in front of her and raised her hand.

“Are you satisfied?” She shouted in a trembling voice, then raised her hand again.

“Are you satisfied?”

Slap!

“Are you satisfied?”

Slap!

The crisp sound of slapping and these trembling, aged questioning voices echoed in the room, striking everyone’s heart and lungs with each blow.

Chapter 387: Comply
The sudden appearance of Old Madam Xie and her sudden actions left everyone in the room stunned.

“Mother, if you want to hit me, I’ll do it myself. Don’t hurt your body.” Madam Xie shouted.

Old Madam Xie had used all her strength in those slaps, and Madam Xie’s face was already swollen. But after saying these words, without the slightest hesitation, she indeed raised her hand and struck herself hard.

“Grandmother, Mother.” Chang Yuncheng separated the two and called out.

Old Madam Xie, having exhausted her strength, swayed and nearly fell. Chang Yuncheng quickly supported her.

“Are you satisfied now!” She still murmured, looking at Madam Xie.

Madam Xie also looked at her, tears streaming down.

“Mother, it’s all that Qi Yueniang who caused…” She shouted.

Before she could finish, Old Madam Xie raised the walking stick in her hand and struck viciously.

Chang Yuncheng, supporting Old Madam Xie, couldn’t block in time and could only reach out to grab the old lady’s arm.

Madam Xie was still struck and staggered.

Old Madam Xie, having used up all her strength, could no longer stand. Chang Yuncheng quickly helped her sit down beside them.

“I heard you actually did such a thing. I rushed here from home as fast as I could, but I was still a step too late…” She gasped, “You, you, you’ve ruined Yuncheng…”

“Mother, I did it for Yuncheng…” Madam Xie looked up and cried.

Old Madam Xie didn’t get angry but laughed instead.

This laugh made the Marquis Dingxi also look over.

Had this old lady gone mad?

Well, if she was mad, so be it. The household didn’t lack for one more madwoman now.

“You did it for Yuncheng?” Old Madam Xie laughed, pointing at Madam Xie, as if she had heard the most ridiculous joke, and laughed loudly, “You did it for Yuncheng!”

She reached out and pulled Chang Yuncheng beside her, pointing at his haggard face.

“You did it for him? This is what you call doing it for him?” She repeated, then looked at Madam Xie. Restraining her laughter, she shook her head, “You did it for yourself.”

Madam Xie’s face was pale, blue, and swollen as she looked at Old Madam Xie.

“From the day you insisted on marrying into the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, you’ve been holding your breath, holding the breath of not regretting it!” Old Madam Xie pointed at Madam Xie and continued, “Yes, you made this decision for Yuncheng. But ever since making this decision, you’ve been doing it for yourself!”

“To prove to yourself that you were right to make this decision, you’re killing your child…”

When she said this, the Marquis Dingxi beside them suddenly stood up, looking at Madam Xie in disbelief.

Because he was too shocked, he couldn’t say anything at all.

Only Old Madam Xie’s voice echoed in the room.

“To prove to yourself that your perceived sacrifice was worthwhile, you controlled Yuncheng…”

“For yourself, you had to sweep away everything left behind by Old Madam Chang. At first it was against people, then it was against things. Anything that went against your will, you had to sweep away and drive out. You had to destroy all traces, only this way could you show that you had raised your head proudly!”

“For Yuncheng? For Yuncheng, you made him unable to live his good days in peace, instead bringing trouble upon himself for no reason!”

“Now he has to be punished for the stupid thing you did, losing his position as heir! Losing his military merit and position! Losing everything!”

“This is what you call doing it for him! This is the result of what you did for him!”

“Zhenghui and I, thank you for everything you’ve done for us, for Yuncheng!”

“We owe you for this lifetime! We can never repay your kindness! You are the greatest, most benevolent person in the world! You are a hero of our Xie family! Are you satisfied now?”

Old Madam Xie stood up as she said this, heavily throwing her walking stick to the ground.

“Xie Zhengmei, are you satisfied now!”

The room fell silent.

Madam Xie trembled all over as she looked at Old Madam Xie, finally collapsing dejectedly to sit on the ground.

Yes, she had always been holding this breath…

She couldn’t regret it…

She absolutely couldn’t regret it…

She had sacrificed so much…

She had sacrificed her life, how could she accept failure…

But she had still failed, hadn’t she?

She still had nothing, didn’t she?

She was still a laughingstock in the world’s eyes, wasn’t she?

“Mother, Mother.” Chang Yuncheng quickly rushed over, stroking Madam Xie’s shoulders, trying to comfort her as she neared collapse, “It’s alright, it’s alright, everything will be fine, don’t worry, don’t worry…”

“Yuncheng, don’t let her keep dreaming, let her wake up.” Old Madam Xie said, standing up, “Everyone wake up!”

The Marquis Dingxi stood up at this moment, his face no longer showing panic and anxiety, replaced by unprecedented calm.

He looked at Old Madam Xie, and Old Madam Xie looked at him.

“Do whatever you want to do.” Old Madam Xie said, smiling slightly, “Don’t worry, I’m old now, I can’t make trouble anymore.”

The Marquis Dingxi actually smiled too.

“Whether there’s trouble or not, it’s all the same now.” He said, his voice full of exhaustion.

He glanced at Madam Xie on the ground, his eyes unable to hide his sadness.

“It’s really been hard on you.” He said, “All these years in our family, you’ve suffered so much.”

Chang Yuncheng looked up at the Marquis Dingxi.

“Father, for this incident, let me take responsibility…” He said solemnly, “Just considering that Mother has lived most of her life, please don’t divorce her…”

The Marquis Dingxi smiled at Chang Yuncheng.

“Actually, son.” He said, “You’re a good man. I’ve wronged you before. This time, I’ll listen to you.”

After saying this, he reached out and patted Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder.

Chang Yuncheng called out “Father,” his eyes reddening, and he stepped back a few paces to kowtow to the Marquis Dingxi.

Madam Xie suddenly snapped awake.

“What are you doing? What are you doing?” She shrieked, grabbing the Marquis Dingxi’s sleeve, “No, no, you can’t!”

Chang Yuncheng quickly helped Madam Xie, pulling her hands away from the Marquis Dingxi.

“Mother, it’s alright, it’s alright.” He softly comforted her.

“No, no, you’re the heir, you’re the heir!” Madam Xie shouted, desperately reaching out to grab the Marquis Dingxi, “This is my affair! This has nothing to do with Yuncheng! Let the Rao family come for me! This has nothing to do with Yuncheng!”

Chang Yuncheng held her, and Madam Xie couldn’t break free. She watched as the Marquis Dingxi turned and slowly walked away.

That gradually receding figure suddenly became somewhat hunched, as if he had aged ten years, slowly disappearing at the doorway. Gone.

“Just stripping Chang Yuncheng of his title? This is too lenient on the Marquis Dingxi’s residence!”

Chen Shi shouted.

“It was clearly that Madam Xie who seduced our family’s daughter! Deceiving her into an engagement, there’s iron-clad evidence of this!”

“They must make the Marquis Dingxi’s residence marry Yufang through the door! Can’t let her have a lonely grave!”

“Even in death, she’s a person of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence!”

“Chang Yuncheng must also be buried with her!”

“And what about that woman? If she hadn’t interfered, how would Yufang have…”

Before she could finish, the room door was pushed open with a bang.

The people in the room were startled, seeing two servants carrying a soft sedan chair enter.

“Sister.” Chen Xue looked at Chen Shi, her bloodless face appearing even more coldly beautiful, “Want to try?”

Chen Shi was confused by her words.

“Try what?” she asked.

“Try causing trouble for Yueniang.” Chen Xue looked at her and said, “I guarantee you’ll regret it for the rest of your life! Your entire Rao family will regret it!”

Chen Shi’s face flushed red as she suddenly stood up.

“Chen Xue, you’re going too far!” She shouted, “You’re actually threatening me!”

“This time, you’ve already gained enough face. Don’t go too far and bring trouble on yourself.” Chen Xue said coldly. After speaking, she looked around the room, including Scholar Rao, “If the Marquis Dingxi’s residence really wanted to argue, who among you could withstand fifty lashes each? Now it’s just that the dead are greater than the living. They’re willing to step back, and Chang Yuncheng losing his title is already giving you tremendous face!”

Chen Shi laughed coldly.

“Tremendous face for us? Sister must be very satisfied with this result, right?” She snorted, “Your Yunsheng will be the heir of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence in the future. That’s the tremendous face for you, isn’t it?”

Chen Xue laughed mockingly.

“Years ago, when Marquis Ningyang’s illegitimate son inherited the title, and the illegitimate son’s second son inherited again. Although Chang Yuncheng has no heirs, the marquis’s residence still has two sons, proper concubine-born sons, not maid-born sons. How is it that in your eyes, sister, they can’t even inherit the title? The Marquis Dingxi’s residence has endless descendants. Why are you dragging my Yunsheng into this?” She said coldly.

Chen Shi was left speechless but still unwilling to give up.

Given the current situation of the Marquis Dingxi’s residence, if Chen Xue wanted to take advantage to gain something, it would be easy!

“It’s really laughable. Instead of caring for your own children, why are you so concerned about others?” She said again.

Before she could finish, Old Madam Duke Deqing, who had been dozing on the bed, woke up. She picked up a porcelain pillow placed in front of her and threw it down.

The sound made the room quiet.

“Flies don’t bite seamless eggs!” Old Madam Duke Deqing scolded, “What glorious affair is this? What good do you get from tearing it open to look? People can’t wait to see your drama! All of you get out!”

Chen Shi’s face flushed red from the scolding.

Scholar Rao stood up and bowed.

“Mother’s teaching is correct.” He said respectfully, “We’ll listen to Mother in this matter and end it here.”

Chen Shi was about to say something when Scholar Rao glared at her. Chen Shi angrily flicked her sleeve and left.

Chen Xue’s sedan chair also turned to leave.

“And you too.” Old Madam Duke Deqing called out, looking at Chen Xue, “You better behave yourself too! Don’t think you’re the most wronged person in the world, don’t think everything you do is right. In this world, to put it plainly, there’s cause and effect. No one owes anyone anything!”

Chen Xue paused.

“Aunt’s teaching is correct.” She said.

Old Madam Duke Deqing began dozing again, not knowing if she heard or not.

Soon, the Emperor’s desk was placed with the memorial submitted by the Marquis Dingxi’s residence requesting the removal of Chang Yuncheng’s heir status.

Director Lin had already explained the cause of the matter. At this moment, whatever the Marquis Dingxi was saying outside, the Emperor was absent-minded.

He just lightly tapped the memorial occasionally.

So it was because of this…

That’s why she looked so troubled?

But that’s not right. At that time, that what’s-her-name Rao hadn’t died yet, had she?

Actually, that’s right. She died after the incident occurred. The incident had already happened then, so that’s why she was so listless.

The Emperor nodded thoughtfully.

Outside, the Marquis Dingxi had finished his last words and had been waiting for the imperial decree for quite a while, but the Emperor behind the curtain still hadn’t spoken.

His heart was pounding with anxiety.

Could it be that the Emperor disagreed?

Could it be that he wanted to impose severe punishment?

Could it be that the Rao family had pulled some underhanded trick behind the scenes?

The Marquis Dingxi knelt on the ground, his back already soaked with sweat.

Chapter 388: Unease
The Marquis Dingxi thought the Emperor was struggling to make a decision about this matter and felt anxious and uneasy, but Cai Zhong, the eunuch beside him, could see that the Emperor was actually distracted.

Cai Zhong glanced at the Emperor, then at the Marquis Dingxi kneeling outside.

This marquis didn’t interact much with court officials, and he rarely came to the capital. To the people of the capital, he was somewhat unfamiliar, but considering that he always sent the appropriate gifts during festivals and New Year…

Though those gifts were just taro and other specialties from Yongqing Prefecture, if they were truly valuable gifts, they wouldn’t dare accept them. People like them loved both money and face, because they knew that what they lacked most in the world’s eyes was precisely face.

Cai Zhong carried tea and bowed as he approached, this movement bringing the Emperor back to his senses.

“I see.” He slowly began to speak.

The Marquis Dingxi outside quickly kowtowed again.

“It’s this subject’s failure in teaching my son. This subject is willing to…” He said in a trembling voice, filled with trepidation.

Before he could finish, the Emperor interrupted him.

“I approve.” He said. “He’s your own son, handle it as you see fit.”

The Marquis Dingxi was stunned.

Just like that, approved?

For a moment, he couldn’t react.

The Emperor had already stood up.

“What? Do you have something else?” Seeing the marquis still kneeling motionlessly, he frowned and asked.

In the Emperor’s presence, it was always better to have fewer matters than more. The Marquis Dingxi quickly thanked him and prepared to leave.

“Oh, right.” The Emperor suddenly remembered something and called back the Marquis Dingxi who was rising to leave.

The Marquis Dingxi’s heart sank.

“When you return, tell Chang Yuncheng not to leave for now. Wait for another assignment.” The Emperor said, then walked away.

It’s over!

The Marquis Dingxi felt his heart turn cold.

In the end, the position still couldn’t be saved.

The Marquis Dingxi’s heir was stripped of his title, the Rao family’s daughter’s coffin was transported back to Shandong, and the matter ended quietly and simply.

This left the people of the capital, who had been waiting to see bigger and longer-lasting drama, very disappointed. Many people hadn’t even had time to join the spectating crowd.

These noble families were just boring like this – they didn’t dare make a big fuss about anything. Much thunder but little rain, blown away by a gust of wind. Really boring!

However, what provided some consolation was that when the Rao family daughter’s coffin was being loaded onto the cart, the attending maid was overcome with grief and went mad, crashing into the coffin and dying in martyrdom. This made people sigh with emotion for a moment, providing a perfect tragic ending to this drama.

“He still won’t see me?” Qi Yue asked, somewhat restless.

A’Ru nodded.

“The Marquis Dingxi’s residence won’t see anyone. They won’t open the door, no matter who calls or who comes.” She said. “I’ve been there three times already.”

“Good that he won’t see you. This kind of disgraceful affair – if you got dragged into it, you’d really be finished. At least he’s still human.” Zhou Maochun said, while eating a piece of crystal pork elbow and beckoning to Qi Yue. “Come, come, try this, try this. This was specially presented to me by some official from the Five Cities Military Commissioner’s Office.”

Zhou Maochun didn’t care about money or possessions, constantly receiving this and that from various people, making those who wanted to curry favor with him rack their brains.

“Foster father, after eating someone’s food, you can’t even remember who they are. This person is really at a loss.” Qi Yue said, sitting down and looking at the food dishes, shaking her head. “I can’t eat anything.”

“How can you not eat?” Zhou Maochun raised his eyebrows, taking another big bite and speaking unclearly. “Such a happy occasion, heaven really has eyes, letting the Marquis Dingxi’s family make trouble for themselves. They deserve it, it’s karma! Let them learn their lesson! How dare they deceive me! Let them be ruined!”

“Foster father.” Qi Yue called out, pointing at herself. “Your daughter is still here!”

Zhou Maochun chuckled and coughed from choking.

“Yes, yes, I know daughters favor outsiders.” He said.

“Yuncheng is also an innocent disaster, too unfair.” Qi Yue said.

“What’s unfair? What innocent disaster? This is what he deserves.” Zhou Maochun snorted. “Having parents like that is his fate.”

Qi Yue stopped talking to him, resting her head on her hand and sighing.

“He’s also worried about me getting implicated, so he’s avoiding me.” She said. “If he won’t see me, I’ll write a letter and you have someone deliver it.”

A’Hao quickly brought over ink, brush, paper, and inkstone.

Zhou Maochun watched her write.

“Tell that boy that no one wants him now, he should come beg me. I’ll show mercy and let him come to our house as a son-in-law.” He said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“Good idea.” She said, while writing a few lines and then putting down the brush.

“Just writing this little?” A’Hao asked, tilting her head.

“No need to say so much.” Qi Yue smiled, shaking the letter paper.

A’Ru reached out to take it and let it dry.

“Lord Zhou, Lord Zhou.” Someone called respectfully from outside.

“I’m busy.” Zhou Maochun said decisively without hesitation. “Whoever it is, go wait.”

As he spoke, he picked up his tea and drank it contentedly.

“Lord Zhou, it’s not someone else, His Majesty is looking for you.” The person outside said with a smile.

Zhou Maochun coughed twice.

This couldn’t be kept waiting.

He hurriedly followed them.

A’Ru went to deliver the letter, while Qi Yue returned to Chen Shi’s place.

“Has Madam taken her medicine? How is she today?” She asked.

“Miss Caiqing is attending to her, we servants don’t know.” The servant woman replied.

Qi Yue looked toward Chen Shi’s room and frowned.

Since that incident, she hadn’t gone to see Chen Shi again. She had asked Zhou Maochun about Chen Shi’s condition, but Zhou Maochun only vaguely said “just like that, let her recuperate.”

“Has the house been selected?” Qi Yue asked.

A’Hao nodded.

“Sister A’Ru said we’ll select furniture today.” She said.

Qi Yue looked toward Chen Shi’s side again.

“When she’s better, I’ll tell her we’re moving out.” She said, then thought of something else. “Speaking of furniture, Qianjin Hall also needs some. Let’s go take a look.”

A’Hao nodded.

The two had just entered and turned to go out again.

Chen Shi’s side soon learned about this.

“Miss, Miss Qi is planning to move out, isn’t she?” Caiqing said softly.

Chen Shi lay with her eyes closed and made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Should we… try to stop her?” Caiqing asked.

“No need.” Chen Shi said, her voice soft and powerless. “No need for me to stop her now. As long as she’s in the capital, it’s the same wherever she lives.”

“What if she wants to leave the capital?” Caiqing couldn’t help asking.

Chen Shi smiled, opening her eyes with a somewhat dazed look.

“Then I don’t need to stop her either…” She said. “Someone else will…”

Caiqing made a sound of understanding and bent down to tuck Chen Shi’s blanket.

“Is it dark already?” Chen Shi suddenly asked.

Caiqing’s body trembled.

“No.” She said in a trembling voice.

Chen Shi made a sound of acknowledgment, said nothing more, and closed her eyes.

Caiqing stood by the bed, tears streaming down like rain.

Qi Yue had already reached the street where Qianjin Hall was located. From a distance, she could see quite a few people gathered, excitedly pointing and looking at something.

“Make way, make way.”

A peddler carrying a pole shouted as he ran quickly past them.

“There’s some excitement to watch.” Qi Yue laughed, nudging A’Hao. “Let’s hurry.”

A’Hao happily agreed.

The closer they got, the more wrong it felt. Until she saw the crowd and the three large characters on the signboard: Qianjin Hall.

“Go find Hu San, bring people.” Qi Yue said without hesitation, patting A’Hao’s shoulder.

A’Hao turned and ran.

Qi Yue squeezed into the crowd, determined to see what kind of people her pharmacy that hadn’t even opened yet had provoked.

Inside Qianjin Hall, the first thing that caught her eye was four servants with arms crossed blocking the door, then a table in the center that had been dragged over to serve as a chair. On it sat a young man with his legs crossed – brocade clothes and magnificent robes, face like jade, elegant and handsome.

In front of them were Old Physician An and Liu Pucheng.

Though there weren’t many people, it was quite lively.

“Old white-hair, since this is a pharmacy, why won’t you treat patients?” The young master said, swinging his legs with an uncomfortable smile, extending his hand. “Take a look, divine physician.”

“Little Prince, I’ve already said this isn’t my pharmacy. Please forgive me, Little Prince.” Old Physician An said.

“This really isn’t a pharmacy…” Liu Pucheng also hurriedly said.

Before he finished speaking, there was a crashing sound.

A servant had kicked over a table.

Old Physician An’s expression became increasingly grim.

“Little Prince…” His voice involuntarily rose.

“What are you shouting for? Didn’t you say this isn’t a pharmacy?” The Little Prince laughed, raising his hand again. Another series of crashes followed as several servants kicked over nearby tables and chairs, and some even picked up stools and smashed them hard on the ground.

“What are you doing?” Liu Pucheng shouted. “This is my family’s pharmacy. In broad daylight, you…”

“So is it a pharmacy or not?” The Little Prince frowned with a smile. “Sometimes it is, sometimes it isn’t. Are you sick?”

“Little Prince, if you have any issue with me, come at me directly. Don’t harm the innocent.” Old Physician An said seriously, pushing his wheelchair forward a step.

“I have no issue with you.” The Little Prince laughed. “What issue could I have with you? You’re a doctor, treat patients. Come, come, come…”

He stretched out his hand.

“Divine Physician An, my stomach hurts. Take a look for me.” He said, laughing as he spoke.

“Little Prince, just tell me what you want me to do.” Old Physician An looked at him and said.

“What could I want you to do? Treat patients.” The Little Prince widened his eyes in feigned surprise. “What? Are you actually willing to treat me?”

As he spoke, he suddenly raised his hand.

“My god, what kind of pharmacy is this? You pick and choose patients? Where’s your medical ethics?”

While speaking, he covered his stomach shouting about stomach pain, pain, dying from pain…

Accompanying his shouts, the servants moved again. Having smashed everything in sight, the group simply rushed toward the counter.

Liu Pucheng hurriedly tried to stop them but was unceremoniously kicked down by a servant.

“Who needs treatment?”

A female voice came from outside at this moment.

The servants who were enthusiastically destroying things stopped, and everyone looked toward the door.

“I’m the owner here, and also the physician here.” Qi Yue said, her gaze sweeping over the people in the room and settling on the Little Prince. “I wonder how we’ve offended you gentlemen?”

The Little Prince looked her up and down.

“Old white-hair, you’re really going backwards, actually letting a woman come out to take the blame.” He spat and said.

“Where are you from?” Qi Yue ignored his words and asked again.

A servant jerked his head.

“No harm in telling you.” He said, hands on his hips. “We’re from Julu.”

Qi Yue made a sound of understanding.

“Julu donkeys.” She said with some confusion. “This is a pharmacy, not a place to treat livestock. Are you in the wrong place?”

The servant was stunned, then his face flushed red, while laughter erupted from outside.

This servant spoke with a thick accent, and when he announced “Julu,” it indeed sounded like “donkey.”

This was a common problem for people from that region, so they inevitably earned the nickname “Julu donkeys” when away from home.

This might be fine when applied to other Julu people, but when used on the Sima family, it was asking for death!

“You little woman have quite the nerve! Do you know who we are?” The Little Prince’s face also darkened as he shouted.

“I know, Julu donkeys.” Qi Yue smiled.

Old Physician An became anxious and quickly pushed his wheelchair over.

“Miss Qi, Miss Qi, this is my affair. I’ve implicated you. Don’t take it to heart.” He said, then repeatedly bowed to the Little Prince. “Little Prince, it’s my fault. Do whatever you want, just please don’t involve the innocent.”

“What do I want to do? What can I do? I came here nicely to see a doctor, but you refused to treat me, then insulted me…” The Little Prince jumped down from the table, shouting. “This isn’t over…”

“That’s right, this isn’t over.” Qi Yue interrupted him.

Before she finished speaking, chaotic footsteps sounded outside, followed by commotion in the crowd.

“Master, Master.” Hu San’s voice rang out from outside, then at least seventeen or eighteen people poured in. Four or five people nearly got stuck in the doorway rushing in together.

The Little Prince and others were stunned but not frightened.

“Good, old white-hair, quite a few people.” He laughed and spat. “What? Won’t treat patients? Going to beat people up instead?”

Old Physician An hurriedly reached out to stop them again.

“That’s right.” Qi Yue said, stepping back and gesturing with her head.

Hu San and the others understood and immediately surged forward.

They were actually serious?

These people were startled.

“Hey, do you know who we are?”

But this voice was quickly replaced by cries of pain.

“I know, donkeys.” Qi Yue, who had retreated to one side, snorted, watching the few people being surrounded and overwhelmed. She spat, “Heaven’s road you won’t take, hell’s gate you barge into!”

The people on the street were extremely excited, surging forward like a tide, deeply regretting that the doors and windows were too small to see the details of the battle inside.

In the imperial palace, Zhou Maochun had finished taking the Empress Dowager’s pulse.

“No need for medicine, Your Majesty just needs to eat well.” He said.

The Empress Dowager smiled and agreed.

A dignified, noble woman personally brought tea over.

“Your Majesty.” She said softly.

The Emperor didn’t take it.

“Are you busy?” The Empress Dowager asked.

“No matter how busy I am, I have time to talk with Mother.” The Emperor smiled, sitting down beside her.

The Empress Dowager smiled, and the woman retreated to the side, also sitting down with a wooden expression.

“Then I’ll take my leave first.” Zhou Maochun said.

“What are you busy with these days?” The Empress Dowager looked at him with a smile. Without waiting for an answer, she thought of something else. “I heard you took in a foster daughter?”

Zhou Maochun nodded with a hearty laugh.

“Bring her in sometime for me to see.” The Empress Dowager smiled, glancing at the Emperor. “I heard she’s also a physician?”

The Emperor nodded without speaking.

“That’s even better. When you’re not in the palace, having your foster daughter here would be fine.” The Empress Dowager smiled.

“Her? She won’t do. She’s not suitable for the palace.” Zhou Maochun waved his hand.

The Empress Dowager still smiled.

“Oh, why not?” She asked. “Are you hiding and protecting her, afraid I’ll steal her away?”

She laughed as she spoke, and the palace maids standing around quickly joined in the laughter. Only the Empress didn’t laugh.

“She’s not suitable for treating the noble people in the palace.” Zhou Maochun still smiled.

“How can treating patients be divided by type of person? Aren’t they all doctors?” The Empress Dowager said, looking at the Emperor. “What do you think, Emperor?”

“Yes.” The Emperor smiled without the slightest hesitation.

The Empress Dowager’s smile froze slightly.

A small eunuch entered with lowered head from outside, whispering a few words to Cai Zhong.

The Emperor saw this and stood up.

“Emperor, go handle your business.” The Empress Dowager, knowing there was something urgent, quickly said.

The Emperor walked out, and Zhou Maochun hurriedly followed.

Only then did Cai Zhong whisper a few words to the Emperor.

The Emperor was slightly surprised but then smiled, turning to look at Zhou Maochun.

Zhou Maochun felt uncomfortable under this ambiguous gaze.

“Your Majesty, I didn’t say anything wrong.” He quickly said.

The Emperor laughed heartily.

“I said that Miss Qi is a troublemaker, and you disagreed.” He said with a slight smile. “This troublemaker has caused trouble again.”

Zhou Maochun looked at him in confusion.

“She led people to beat up Sima Peng.” The Emperor said.

Zhou Maochun gasped.

Sima Peng?

The Little Prince of the Sima royal family!

The Emperor’s own aunt’s legitimate grandson!
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Zhou Maochun gasped, then exhaled again.

“My poor daughter…” he wailed dramatically.

The Emperor and Cai Zhong were startled by his sudden outburst, then couldn’t help but laugh.

“Lord Zhou, it was Miss Qi who beat up the Little Prince.” Cai Zhong coughed lightly to remind him.

It wasn’t Miss Qi who was beaten by the Little Prince, so don’t cry so pitifully…

“How could a weak woman like her beat up…” Zhou Maochun stared and shouted, then drew out his voice to wail.

“She brought twenty people, while the Little Prince only had four.” Cai Zhong said, suppressing his laughter.

Zhou Maochun opened his mouth, then slapped his thigh and wailed in a drawn-out voice.

“My poor daughter, they say even a rabbit will bite when cornered. How badly must she have been bullied…” he said.

“Enough, old man. Though Little Sima is quite wild, he’s never actually bullied women.” The Emperor laughed, then looked at Cai Zhong. “Everyone’s been brought here?”

“They have.” Cai Zhong quickly bowed.

Since it involved the Sima royal family, the sooner and faster this matter was controlled, the better. So the secret guards on the scene immediately took away everyone from Qianjin Hall. When the Five Cities Military Commissioner arrived, they only saw an empty, devastated hall.

“Let’s go, let’s go take a look.” The Emperor laughed, appearing quite interested.

Entering the great hall, they saw the people inside.

Lying on a rocking chair, constantly groaning and surrounded by three or four palace servants for comfort was naturally the Little Prince. On the other side, two people knelt – one was Qi Yue, the other was Old Physician An.

Seeing Old Physician An, both the Emperor and Zhou Maochun who had entered the hall suddenly understood why the fight had occurred.

From all the information gathered, this troublemaker basically caused trouble every time to protect those close to her.

The Emperor naturally knew all too well what attitude the Sima family would have toward Old Physician An.

The corner of his mouth couldn’t help but curl up slightly.

He had only heard about the previous incidents, but seeing this firsthand confirmed it even more.

This woman really dared to strike!

“What kind of things are you? After beating people, you can still be brought here?” The Little Prince didn’t forget to point at Qi Yue and curse between his groans of pain. He also shouted at the palace servants nearby, “Just send them to prison and beat them to death!”

Qi Yue kept her head down, ignoring him.

“Arrogant! Let’s see how arrogant you are now! Do you know who this prince is now? Are you scared now? Damn it, you lowly maid are quite fortunate – you get to tour the imperial palace before dying…” The Little Prince cursed, then turned to berate the palace servants, “What’s wrong with you eunuchs and guards? Are you stupid this time? People like this should be killed on the spot. Why bring them all here together?”

When that group of people had surged in, he had recognized them as the Emperor’s men – these people were lawless, tyrannical, and could even kill first and report later.

He had been waiting to see these madmen killed on the spot, but unexpectedly they received the same treatment as him!

Of course, it wasn’t exactly the same – at least he was sitting and lying down, while they were kneeling!

As he was cursing, the Emperor arrived. Several people quickly kowtowed in greeting, while the Little Prince was exempted from the full prostration ritual.

“Your Majesty…” he called out.

Before his voice fell, a louder voice drowned him out.

“Daughter, oh daughter, how are you!”

Zhou Maochun rushed over in a few steps, looked at Qi Yue kneeling on the ground, and began wailing. He even squeezed out tears, as if the person before him was in some terrible state.

The Little Prince was stunned, then suddenly understood.

No wonder someone dared to strike at the drop of a hat like this. In the capital, they definitely weren’t ordinary people – turns out she was Zhou Maochun’s daughter!

With a scoundrel for a father, naturally the daughter would be very arrogant too!

No wonder she could swagger into the palace!

But wait, how is she the one suffering?

“Hey, hey, hey! Zhou!” The Little Prince sat up and pointed at Zhou Maochun. “The one lying here covered in wounds is this prince! Look clearly before you cry!”

The Emperor had now seated himself on the dragon throne, saying nothing, his expression unreadable.

“What wounds all over?” Zhou Maochun glanced at the Little Prince and said seriously, “Little Prince, don’t tell such jokes in front of a physician.”

The Little Prince angrily rolled up his sleeves.

This old man was becoming more and more outrageous…

Relying on the late Grand Empress Dowager’s favor, he had been tyrannical for so many years and still wouldn’t restrain himself!

Being rude to others was one thing, but to be so disrespectful to him too!

The Emperor tapped on the table.

Everyone then dared not speak, and the room fell quiet.

“So tell me, why the fighting?” The Emperor asked.

“Your Majesty, I have no idea why! This woman started beating people the moment she entered!” The Little Prince shouted first, pointing at Qi Yue. “I even announced my name and title, and she still beat me!”

It was precisely because of your name and title that she beat you…

If you hadn’t said it, maybe nothing would have happened…

Several people in the hall who understood the situation lowered their heads.

“Your Majesty, it’s all this subject’s fault…” Old Physician An prostrated himself and said in a trembling voice.

“What I’m asking is, why the fighting?” The Emperor frowned impatiently and said, then slammed something on the table with a thud.

Everyone in the hall was startled by the sudden sound, falling silent as cicadas.

The Little Prince was no exception, feeling more shock than fright.

It seemed the Emperor had no intention of standing up for him, or he wouldn’t ask this way.

He couldn’t help but look at Zhou Maochun. Although he had heard this old fellow was very favored by the Emperor, he hadn’t expected such favoritism!

“I went to see a doctor, they wouldn’t treat me, so I said a few words, then they beat me up.” He quickly said with some grievance.

“He smashed the shop first.” Qi Yue said, lifting her head. “Your Majesty personally bestowed this shop with your golden words. If anyone dares to smash it, this commoner woman will absolutely not let it go!”

The Emperor was stunned, then couldn’t help but want to laugh, raising his hand to brush his nose to hide it.

The Little Prince’s eyes widened.

“Your Majesty, you opened this shop?” he shouted.

He looked at Zhou Maochun and Qi Yue again.

This time he had kicked an iron plate! No wonder this woman was so arrogant!

“Why didn’t you say so at the time?” he shouted.

“Seeing a doctor, was it?” The Emperor interrupted him. “Zhou Maochun.”

Zhou Maochun, who had been playing the role of a loving father both aggrieved and helpless about his daughter’s situation, responded yes.

“Examine him.” The Emperor said.

“I’m fine now!” The Little Prince quickly shouted.

“If you’re fine, then get lost.” The Emperor said impatiently.

The Little Prince immediately bowed farewell and scurried out without another word.

This earth-shattering incident was over in just a few words?

The people in the hall were still somewhat bewildered.

“You didn’t actually beat him?” Zhou Maochun couldn’t help but ask Qi Yue in a low voice.

Qi Yue glanced at him with an expression that said she wasn’t stupid enough for that…

“As soon as we started, we dragged him to the wall.” She said softly.

Zhou Maochun chuckled.

The Emperor snorted.

“Are you done talking?” he asked.

Zhou Maochun and Qi Yue lowered their heads and knelt obediently.

“Good job, Miss Qi. You really dare to speak, lying to my face without even blushing.” The Emperor snorted.

“This commoner woman didn’t lie.” Qi Yue kowtowed. “If not for Your Majesty, this commoner woman would be a prisoner now. How could she still be following Your Majesty’s orders to use Qianjin Hall to prepare medical supplies? When this commoner woman entered and saw someone smashing the place, she couldn’t think of anything else, only Your Majesty’s reputation…”

As she spoke, she lifted her head with a determined expression.

The Emperor couldn’t hold back this time and burst out laughing. Since he had already laughed, he didn’t suppress it and laughed heartily.

His laughter left everyone in the hall somewhat at a loss.

“This is the first time I’ve seen a woman speak those flattering words as seriously as those court officials… too funny…” The Emperor said, laughing.

“Your Majesty, this commoner woman is sincere…” Qi Yue quickly said.

The Emperor laughed again, waving his hand.

“Enough, enough. Don’t give me that routine.” He said, then couldn’t help but laugh again.

Was it that funny?

She hadn’t said anything special, had she? Weren’t these just standard official phrases?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but mutter to herself.

“Zhou Maochun, you should really learn from your daughter.” The Emperor finally stopped laughing and looked at Zhou Maochun.

Zhou Maochun nodded repeatedly.

“Yes, yes. Your Majesty, this subject will remember. If anyone dares to disrespect our Imperial Medical Academy in the future, this subject will beat them! Can’t let Your Majesty lose face!” he said loudly.

“Get lost.” The Emperor laughed again and scolded, “Don’t learn the good things, learn the bad ones!”

Zhou Maochun laughed and agreed, then retreated with relief.

The great hall returned to quiet.

“Weren’t you afraid that flattery might not work?” The Emperor suddenly asked, his hand lightly tapping the armrest, making rhythmic sounds. “You can’t possibly not know who this Prince Sima is, right?”

Qi Yue solemnly kowtowed.

“Not afraid, Your Majesty is a good person.” She said. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t have saved Physician An’s life back then.”

The Emperor said nothing, looking at Old Physician An kneeling to the side.

Old Physician An’s body trembled. He seemed to understand something yet not understand. He just felt his emotions stirring.

“Your Majesty, this guilty subject thanks Your Majesty again for your protection.” He prostrated himself and said, his voice already choking with emotion.

The Emperor looked at him.

“After all these years, you haven’t changed much. Good, good.” He said.

Old Physician An was already sobbing.

“This guilty subject never thought he would have another chance to see Your Majesty’s face…” He cried, wanting to say something more, but ultimately couldn’t speak, prostrating on the ground and sobbing.

Qi Yue had never seen the usually steady Old Physician An lose composure like this, and felt an indescribable feeling in her heart.

A eunuch entered from outside, taking small steps with his head down to whisper something to Cai Zhong.

Cai Zhong hesitated for a moment, neither moving nor speaking.

“What is it?” The Emperor asked proactively.

Only then did Cai Zhong step forward and whisper a few words. Cai Zhong’s voice was very low, and Qi Yue kneeling on the ground couldn’t hear.

The Emperor glanced at Cai Zhong with an ambiguous smile that made Cai Zhong lower his head further.

“Everyone speaks so righteously!” The Emperor laughed, shaking his head. “I don’t have time to serve them! Everyone, leave!”

Qi Yue heard this and helped Old Physician An kowtow in thanks before withdrawing.

They had just reached the palace gate when they saw Chang Yuncheng standing alone in the center of the gate. Both sides’ eyes met and they were stunned, then both hurried toward each other.

“Are you alright?”

They said in unison.

“I’m fine.”

They answered in unison again.

Old Physician An, who had been in an emotional state, was amused by their synchronized dialogue.

“Now you dare to come out looking for me? Not afraid of implicating me and earning a bad reputation?” Qi Yue asked with a smile.

“Let them curse. No matter what they say, you’re still my treasure.” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue wrinkled her nose at him.

Just as they were about to get in the carriage, several more eunuchs came out from inside.

“Lord Chang, please wait.” One of them called out.

Both Chang Yuncheng and Qi Yue quickly turned around, watching the eunuchs approach.

“Lord Chang, His Majesty has two things for you and asks you to choose one.” The lead eunuch said with a smile.

What things?

Qi Yue was somewhat puzzled, watching as two small eunuchs each carried a brocade box and approached, presenting them to Chang Yuncheng.
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Chang Yuncheng first respectfully bowed, then reached out to receive the boxes and opened one.

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment, then stepped back to avoid looking.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the two boxes, slightly hesitant, and turned to look at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

Chang Yuncheng also smiled back at her, but his expression became even more hesitant.

The eunuchs watched him with smiling faces, not urging him.

Chang Yuncheng finally turned around, returned one box to the eunuch, and bowed respectfully.

“Thank His Majesty.” He said.

The eunuchs nodded with smiles and walked away.

Qi Yue immediately jumped to Chang Yuncheng’s side.

“Let me see.” She said, “What good thing is it?”

Chang Yuncheng opened it.

“Nothing much, it’s a map.” He said.

“A map?” Qi Yue reached out to take it, then thought of something and put her hand down, smiling at Chang Yuncheng, “Let’s look at it when we get back.”

Chang Yuncheng also smiled at her, though his smile seemed somewhat forced.

As the two got in the carriage and left, Little Prince Sima was lying in the Empress Dowager’s palace being attended to by two palace maids applying medicine.

The Empress Dowager’s expression was very displeased.

“How did your face get scraped? When your mother sees this, won’t she blame me for not taking good care of you?” She said.

The Little Prince didn’t feel much pain anymore; he was more concerned about other things.

“Empress Dowager, is His Majesty short of money?” He asked, “Why did he think of opening a pharmacy? If he needs money, just say so. My father said that while he can’t help His Majesty with other things, money and grain are no problem.”

The Empress Dowager was amused by him, laughed for a moment, then pulled a long face.

“Even if he were short of money, it wouldn’t come to that kind of money-making! What kind of behavior is that!” She said softly.

The Little Prince’s ears perked up, his eyes rolling.

“By the way, when did that old Zhou Maochun have a daughter?” He said, looking puzzled, “She’s quite pretty too, doesn’t look like him at all.”

The Empress Dowager snorted.

“It would be strange if she looked like him.” She said, “Foster daughter.”

The Little Prince made a sound of understanding, smiling and saying no wonder.

“But Your Majesty, I didn’t know His Majesty had invited that surnamed An again. I was rude to him. His Majesty won’t be angry, will he?” He pretended to be afraid, “Your Majesty, you must remember to speak well of me to His Majesty. I really can’t help myself when I see that surnamed An. How about this – I’ll leave the capital right away and go back to tell father that we’ll come to the capital less often in the future…”

The Empress Dowager’s expression became even more unpleasant.

“You didn’t offend His Majesty.” The Empress, who had been silent, finally spoke, “You offended Miss Qi. She was standing up for that surnamed An.”

The Little Prince looked surprised and disbelieving.

“Your Majesty the Empress, don’t tease me.” He laughed, while standing up and touching his face, “Alright, alright, this injury is nothing serious. I won’t disturb Your Majesties anymore. I’ll go back now.”

The Empress Dowager didn’t insist he stay, having someone escort him out properly.

As soon as the Little Prince left the palace gate, he urged everyone to hurry, chuckling twice with some pride and disdain.

“Finding a woman as backing, who can’t do that?” He snorted, spitting heavily, “Surnamed An, let’s wait and see.”

He walked quickly for a few steps, then suddenly stopped and pressed his stomach, hissing.

“Little Prince, what’s wrong?” The little eunuchs asked anxiously.

The Little Prince exhaled.

“Nothing, nothing, just a stomach ache.” He said, “Probably pulled a muscle.”

After saying this, the pain stopped, so he didn’t pay attention and hurried away.

At this time, Qi Yue had already sent someone back to report safety to Chen Shi, while she took Chang Yuncheng to see the newly purchased house.

This was a small courtyard house. In the capital, it wasn’t large, but it was exquisite and well-located.

“Not bad, this place must have been hard to find, right? Which admirer presented this to Miss Qi?” Chang Yuncheng joked with a smile.

“How would I know? The whole city is full of people waiting to curry favor with me. I don’t have time to remember them all.” Qi Yue laughed with a snort, walking with her hands behind her back.

Chang Yuncheng poked her head and laughed heartily. Qi Yue pulled down his hand, and the two walked hand in hand touring the house, chatting casually.

“Has Old Madam Xie left?” She asked.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head, then nodded.

“In the next few days, both grandmother and mother’s health isn’t good.” He said.

After such a big incident, with Old Madam Xie being so elderly and Madam Xie having undergone throat surgery, both were bedridden.

“Have you consulted imperial physicians?” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng fell silent for a moment.

“Old Physician An is taking care of them and has prescribed medicine for a few days.” He said with a smile.

The Marquis Dingxi was probably too embarrassed to seek out Zhou Maochun, Qi Yue nodded.

“Don’t worry.” She squeezed his hand and said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled at her, squeezed back, and nodded.

“You should go back early. With no one at home, you won’t feel at ease.” Qi Yue said, reaching out to pinch his face.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and pulled her hand away.

“Alright.” He didn’t stand on ceremony, nodding.

After mounting his horse and turning out of the alley, Chang Yuncheng sighed softly. Good thing she didn’t ask about the map again.

She must think it was military affairs, so she didn’t pay attention.

He reined in his horse and looked back at the alley, frowning.

But he’d have to tell her sooner or later…

“If he wants to say something, he’ll definitely say it.” Qi Yue said, watching A’Ru lock the door, “Since he doesn’t want to say it now, I won’t ask.”

A’Ru nodded.

“Were you scared?” Qi Yue asked.

A’Ru snorted.

“I’m used to it, not scared.” She said.

Qi Yue laughed heartily, linking arms with her as they walked toward the carriage.

The Emperor didn’t see the returned brocade box until the next day.

“Oh, I was so busy I forgot. Which one did he choose?” He asked casually while wiping his hands.

Cai Zhong quickly opened the brocade box carried by a little eunuch.

“Your Majesty, this contains the capital defense map.” He said.

“How boring, I knew he’d choose that one.” The Emperor said, waving his hand, “So when they say ‘heroes fall to beauty,’ that’s all nonsense. It’s not that the beauty barrier is hard to pass, but that the hero himself couldn’t pass that barrier to begin with and just blamed it on the beauty. Give him an ugly one, and he still couldn’t pass.”

Cai Zhong smiled and agreed.

“We servants have watched too many plays and think what’s shown there is all true.” He laughed, while taking out a silver ingot from his pouch and placing it somewhat painfully into a small porcelain jar on the table, making a muffled sound, “This month, this servant has lost quite a lot.”

“Stop crying poor!” The Emperor laughed, throwing the towel aside, “With one word from you people, there are those outside willing to pay a thousand taels of silver.”

Cai Zhong smiled and said he wouldn’t dare, explaining that they weren’t buying his words but His Majesty’s golden words.

The Emperor laughed heartily, not taking it seriously.

“Court is so boring, gives me a headache.” He said, sitting down and finding a comfortable position to lean against. He gestured to Cai Zhong with his chin, “You said yesterday that Miss Qi really called little Sima ‘Julu donkey’ to his face?”

Cai Zhong smiled and nodded, then stood up to demonstrate.

“Where are you from?” He mimicked Qi Yue’s voice.

“We’re from Julu.” He turned and switched to the servant’s voice.

Then he switched back, slightly raising his chin with some feminine charm.

“Julu donkeys.” Cai Zhong drew out the tone, “This is a pharmacy, not a place to treat livestock. Are you in the wrong place?”

The Emperor burst into laughter, not knowing whether he was laughing at the words or at Cai Zhong’s performance.

“This girl is really wicked!” He shook his head and laughed.

“Oh my, Your Majesty, that’s not fair of you to say.” Cai Zhong brought over tea and said.

The Emperor looked at him.

“Miss Qi often says that Your Majesty is a good person.” Cai Zhong said, then tried to widen his eyes, affecting a feminine manner as he offered the tea.

The Emperor laughed again and kicked at him.

“So ugly.” He laughed.

“This servant is much uglier than Miss Qi…” Cai Zhong laughed. Though his body swayed, he steadily placed the tea on the table.

The Emperor reached out to take the teacup, slowly drinking while looking thoughtful, a faint smile playing on his lips.

A little eunuch hurried in at this moment. Cai Zhong’s face darkened as he looked at him.

The little eunuch quickly lightened his steps.

Only then did Cai Zhong allow him to approach. The little eunuch whispered a few words, and Cai Zhong’s expression changed slightly. He turned and hurried over.

“Your Majesty.” He began.

The Emperor ignored him, finishing his tea.

“The Empress Dowager may be feeling unwell.” Cai Zhong continued, hesitating, “She just sent someone to summon Miss Qi.”

The Emperor made a sound of acknowledgment, turning the teacup in his hands.

“Yesterday, little Sima left from the Empress Dowager’s place, right?” He asked.

Cai Zhong quickly confirmed.

The Emperor threw the teacup onto his seat, stood up, and walked away.

Cai Zhong asked no questions, just gestured for the little eunuchs to follow.

“Empress Dowager.” Qi Yue kowtowed again, “This commoner woman fears failing in her duties.”

“How could you fail in your duties?” The Empress Dowager said slowly, “Aren’t you a female physician? Having you stay with me here, do you think this old woman isn’t worth serving?”

“This commoner woman dares not.” Qi Yue quickly kowtowed again, “This commoner woman’s medical skills are shallow. I fear I cannot bear Your Majesty’s trust.”

The Empress Dowager smiled.

“How are your medical skills shallow? Aren’t you a divine physician? If you say this, are you being modest, or is His Majesty shallow?” She asked with a smile.

Oh my goodness!

Qi Yue had to kowtow again and say she dared not.

“Your Majesty, though this commoner woman has achieved some success in medicine, there are specializations in every field. This commoner woman’s medical skills are not quite suitable for treating noble people in the palace.” She said.

“I really don’t understand what you’re saying.” The Empress Dowager said, looking at the kneeling woman with an increasingly unpleasant expression, “You mean you’re not suitable to attend to these consorts, but only suitable to attend to the Emperor?”

Oh my heavens, this old woman really knows how to twist things!

“Your Majesty, this commoner woman doesn’t mean that. What I mean is…” Qi Yue said.

Before she could finish, a eunuch hurried in from outside.

“Your Majesty…” He bowed.

Before he could speak, the Empress Dowager raised her hand to stop him.

“See? Rescue comes so quickly, as if I’m so frightening that even summoning a female physician to talk isn’t allowed.” She said indifferently to the attending palace servants.

The kowtowing eunuch looked embarrassed.

“Your Majesty, it’s Lord Zhou from the Imperial Medical Academy…” He had to say reluctantly.

The Empress Dowager made a sound of acknowledgment.

“Go tell him that I don’t eat people.” She said blandly.

The eunuch knelt without moving.

“Your Majesty, Lord Zhou said, said…” He stammered.

“What? Only Lord Zhou can speak, and I can’t?” The Empress Dowager’s face darkened as she scolded.

The eunuch trembled in fear.

“Your Majesty, Lord Zhou said that Little Prince Sima is ill with a rapidly progressing condition. The Imperial Medical Academy cannot cope and requests Miss Qi to consult!” He gritted his teeth and said loudly.

Sima?

The Empress Dowager was stunned.

“What’s wrong with him? He was fine yesterday?” She asked anxiously.

“Yes, the Little Prince fell ill last night and has been suffering all night.” The eunuch quickly said.

“What illness that all the imperial physicians can’t handle?” The Empress Dowager asked, glancing at Qi Yue, “Miss Qi is really too modest… Look, without you, the Imperial Medical Academy can’t function…”

Qi Yue awkwardly said she dared not repeatedly.

The little eunuch hesitated for a moment.

“The Little Prince has, has stomach pain.” He said, kowtowing.

As soon as the words left his mouth, the Empress was the first to burst out laughing.

The Empress Dowager looked stunned.

“Stomach pain?” She asked, slamming her teacup heavily on the table with a bang, her face darkening, “How ridiculous!”

Chapter 391: A Difficult Situation
A group of imperial physicians claimed they were helpless because of a stomachache!

A stomachache! Had the imperial physicians become so stupid? They couldn’t even treat a simple stomachache?

She originally didn’t want to make things difficult. Since you’ve spoken up, she’d give you some face, but at least make your excuse sound reasonable!

If she let this pass, wouldn’t it make people laugh at her, the Empress Dowager, for being too foolish?

This wasn’t a plea for mercy—this was blatant disrespect!

“If it really doesn’t work, go outside and find a physician to take a look,” the Empress Dowager said with a mocking smile. “Any random street doctor could cure this stomachache.”

The little eunuch also looked embarrassed.

He had already told them—the people from the Imperial Medical Academy needed to change their explanation, because this one definitely wouldn’t work!

This was just asking for a scolding!

“Your Majesty, this stomachache shouldn’t be taken lightly either,” Qi Yue hastily said.

The Empress Dowager smiled.

“This dowager knows, this dowager hasn’t taken you lightly,” she said. If earlier there had only been sarcasm hidden in her words, now the Empress Dowager’s displeasure was undisguised on her face.

“This commoner woman doesn’t mean that. I’m saying that a stomachache could also be a very serious illness,” Qi Yue said with lowered head again.

“Yes, did you hear that?” The Empress Dowager looked toward the little eunuch. “Tell the imperial physicians that stomachaches are very serious, and they should examine him properly. Don’t let them fail to cure even a stomachache and lose face for imperial physicians.”

The little eunuch didn’t want to stay there for even a moment longer—it was simply too humiliating. He quickly responded and retreated.

Qi Yue sighed inwardly. Whatever. She had struck a dignified Little Prince—it would be too heaven-defying if no one spoke ill of her. She had expected this long ago, so she would just endure it.

When the Emperor arrived, Qi Yue was no longer listening to the Empress Dowager’s lecture.

“Why has the Emperor come? Isn’t this a busy time?” the Empress Dowager asked with a mocking smile.

“I heard that Mother’s health was uncomfortable?” the Emperor asked.

“No,” the Empress Dowager replied very directly with a smile. “Someone in the palace asked this dowager to have this Lady Qi examine an illness. Everyone has admired this divine physician’s great reputation for a long time. It’s just that this Lady Qi is not very easy to invite.”

Speaking, she looked at the Emperor.

“Emperor, you won’t be displeased, will you?” she asked with a smile.

The Emperor smiled.

“She’s indeed not very easy to invite,” he said, then picked up the tea beside him, took a sip, and asked the Empress Dowager about other matters, changing the subject.

The Empress Dowager didn’t say anything else and followed his lead in conversation.

The Empress stood behind the pearl curtain in another room, watching the mother and son chatting happily over there, and smiled.

“No matter what, His Majesty hasn’t spoken with the Empress Dowager like this for a long time,” she said.

A middle-aged palace maid beside her responded in agreement.

“It seems that being able to keep this female physician is still a good thing for the Empress Dowager,” the Empress said again.

“That’s her good fortune,” the palace maid said with a smile.

The Empress looked outside the curtain, where the Emperor was showing a smiling face, apparently having said something to the Empress Dowager.

“Indeed, it’s her good fortune,” the Empress murmured.

The time for a cup of tea passed quickly. No one came to the room the entire time, and the Empress Dowager didn’t send anyone out either.

The Emperor picked up his tea and took a sip.

“Your Majesty should attend to your duties,” the Empress Dowager said with a smile. “There are many matters in the front court, so Your Majesty need not worry about this dowager’s affairs.”

The Emperor nodded.

Just as they were speaking, hurried footsteps sounded outside the door.

“Your Majesty, Your Majesty, people from the Imperial Medical Academy have come!” The eunuchs came running in.

The Empress Dowager’s face immediately darkened.

Were they really going to be stubborn about this?

The Emperor showed no expression, still holding his tea.

“This dowager hasn’t reached the point where she needs those people from the Imperial Medical Academy!” the Empress Dowager said sternly. “Tell them that when this dowager is dying, she’ll naturally go find them!”

Oh my, these words were quite harsh. The eunuchs all knelt down, but no one retreated.

“Your Majesty, people from the Imperial Medical Academy have carried the Little Prince here,” they shouted.

What?

Everyone in the room was stunned.

“Your Majesty, Your Majesty, please have Lady Qi come take a look quickly,” Zhou Maochun’s voice rang out from outside.

Only Zhou Maochun could think of and dare to do such a thing.

The Emperor put down his teacup and smiled slightly.

The Empress Dowager had also recovered her senses by now, and her complexion was very ugly.

Too excessive! To actually play such a trick!

“Carry him in!” the Empress Dowager shouted. “This dowager wants to see just how this stomachache has left the Imperial Medical Academy helpless!”

A series of chaotic footsteps, and indeed four eunuchs carried in a stretcher.

“Oh, this is the kind of stretcher that Lady Qi’s medicine factory produces,” Cai Zhong hastily pointed out to the Emperor.

The Emperor nodded and looked at the stretcher with interest.

Others looked at the person lying on the stretcher.

Little Prince Sima lay on the stretcher, letting out cry after cry of pain.

“Hey, those straps, are they originally part of the stretcher?” the Emperor asked, pointing to the wide straps that secured Little Prince Sima to the stretcher.

“They should be,” Cai Zhong guessed.

“Quite thoughtfully designed,” the Emperor smiled.

While the master and servant talked here, the Empress Dowager had been frightened into standing up by Little Prince Sima’s condition.

“What’s wrong? What’s wrong?” she shouted.

Was it really a stomachache?

And it hurt this severely?

“Did you, did you deliberately not treat him?” the Empress Dowager suddenly pointed at the imperial physicians who had followed in.

The imperial physicians were stunned.

“Your Majesty!” Zhou Maochun shouted. “You can accuse us of being stupid, of not being able to cure patients, but you cannot say we haven’t given our all to treat them!”

The Empress Dowager snorted.

“Peng-ge’er? Peng-ge’er?” She temporarily couldn’t be bothered with these imperial physicians and bent down, grasping the Little Prince’s hand anxiously, “How are you? How did it become like this?”

Apart from crying that it hurt, that he was dying of pain, the Little Prince couldn’t answer anything else.

The Empress also came out, and a group of people surrounded the stretcher, anxious and panicked, crying and shouting in chaos.

“What exactly happened?” the Emperor finally stood up and asked.

“Reporting to Your Majesty, the Little Prince’s abdominal pain worsened last night. Upon inquiry, he had previously experienced abdominal pain symptoms, but they were mild and he paid no attention to them. Counting roughly, it’s been about four or five days,” an imperial physician said with a bow.

“No diarrhea. Mild vomiting,” another imperial physician added.

“No high fever or chills,” yet another imperial physician said.

The Emperor frowned.

“Who asked you about this!” he said. “This Emperor only asks what happened!”

“Your Majesty, we suspect that the Little Prince ate something he shouldn’t have,” Zhou Maochun said.

“Nonsense,” the Empress Dowager frowned beside him. “Of course stomachaches come from eating the wrong things. Since you know this, why don’t you quickly use medicine?”

“We’ve used everything, nothing works,” Zhou Maochun shook his head. “That’s why we need to invite Lady Qi.”

Again, this Lady Qi!

She didn’t believe it at all. This Zhou Maochun was clearly trying to coerce her!

Wasn’t he doing exactly that right now?

Dominating the position of Imperial Medical Academy Director, wasn’t it just to deal with those who had offended him?

He was actually using this trick on her too!

For this so-called adopted daughter! For this inexplicable woman! He actually used Little Prince Sima as a target!

What kind of person was Little Prince Sima?

Had both the Emperor and Zhou Maochun gone mad?

“What could inviting her accomplish? You’re such a large group, all with white hair and beards, have you all lived your years in vain? Why must you insist on calling for a young woman? What could she do when she comes? Does she have an extra hand or an extra eye compared to you?” the Empress Dowager shouted angrily.

“When she comes, she can take out what the Little Prince ate wrong from his stomach!” Zhou Maochun looked at her and also raised his voice.

What?

Take things out from the stomach?

The Empress Dowager was stunned.

“Your Majesty, it’s been a whole night already. If we delay any longer, the Little Prince’s life can’t be saved! The pain alone will kill him!” Zhou Maochun stepped forward again.

“Go invite Lady Qi,” the Emperor said, sitting down to the side.

With the Emperor’s command, a palace maid hurried toward the back of the hall. After waiting for a long time, no one came out.

“What’s going on? Is she putting on airs, waiting for this Emperor to personally invite her?” the Emperor suddenly shouted, sweeping a teacup from beside him to the ground.

The Emperor’s sudden anger frightened everyone in the great hall into silence.

In the quieted great hall, the Little Prince’s cries of pain became even more frightening, as if he might die at any moment.

“Reporting to Your Majesty,” a palace maid had no choice but to come forward with courage. “Lady Qi, Lady Qi has been invited away by Noble Consort Xian…”

The Emperor said nothing, his expression dark and uncertain.

“Why don’t you quickly go invite her back,” the Empress Dowager said in a low voice.

Someone had already gone to invite her. But the palace maid still responded and ran out.

At this moment, Qi Yue was in Noble Consort Xian’s palace, where a five or six-year-old girl was leaning against Noble Consort Xian’s side, crying and shouting while throwing things from her hands at Qi Yue.

“Bad person go away, bad person go away!” she shouted.

“Good girl, Rong-rong. Let the female physician examine you—why don’t you like to eat?” Noble Consort Xian said gently, not stopping the child’s crying and fussing.

After speaking, she looked at Qi Yue with some dissatisfaction.

“Do you actually know how to treat illness?” she said. “Why do you just stand there stupidly? Examine the Little Princess!”

This child wasn’t sick at all! Look at the strength and spirit in her crying and shouting! Qi Yue felt somewhat helpless.

“Your Majesty, the Little Princess is perfectly healthy,” she said again.

“Oh, so you mean this consort is deliberately making things difficult for you?” Noble Consort Xian said with a dark expression.

Qi Yue straightened her posture and looked at this consort.

“I don’t mean that,” she said.

“How dare you! You actually refer to yourself as ‘I’ before Her Majesty!” a palace maid beside her immediately scolded. “What kind of thing are you!”

“I’m not any kind of thing,” Qi Yue said. “Your Majesty, since you say I’m a female physician, but then you don’t believe what I, this female physician, say, then what exactly did you call me here for?”

My goodness, no wonder the Empress Dowager deliberately wanted to make this woman look bad!

Look at this arrogant attitude!

Just because she had Zhou Maochun’s backing, she was running rampant in the palace?

She hadn’t even saved the Grand Empress Dowager’s life!

She actually dared to strike Little Prince Sima, who was very precious in the Empress Dowager’s eyes!

How could the Empress Dowager not vent this anger!

Noble Consort Xian was furious and heavily slapped the table.

“How dare you, base slave, speak to this consort like this! Someone drag her out and give her thirty strokes of the rod,” she shouted.

Before her words finished, four or five palace maids and eunuchs came running hurriedly into the hall.

These were people from the Empress Dowager’s side. Noble Consort Xian was very pleased.

But those people entered as if they hadn’t seen Noble Consort Xian, and went straight to bow to Qi Yue.

“Lady Qi, quickly, quickly, the Empress Dowager and His Majesty request you to come quickly. Little Prince Sima is ill and waiting for you to save his life,” a palace maid said breathlessly.

What?

Waiting for her to save his life?

Everyone was stunned, and Qi Yue was also stunned.

“Then…” She didn’t lift her feet, but looked at Noble Consort Xian with a serious expression. “Your Majesty, should I receive your rod punishment first before going, or should I come back later to receive it?”

Chapter 392: On the Spot
No one had expected Qi Yue to say such a thing.

This was a threat! This was blatant threat and provocation!

Noble Consort Xian trembled with rage.

This woman was actually so bold!

Instead of quickly taking the offered way out, she immediately wanted to regain face!

Who did she think she was?

The Empress Dowager had merely invited her once more. Whether this illness could be cured or not was still uncertain—what was she showing off for?

“Let’s save the life first,” Noble Consort Xian took a deep breath and said with a slight smile while looking at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Good, thank you, Your Majesty,” she said, turned around, and left.

Looking at this woman’s retreating figure, Noble Consort Xian angrily flicked her sleeves.

“Come, we’re going too. Let’s see how this divine physician saves lives!” she said.

Accompanied by the eunuchs and palace maids’ announcements, Qi Yue stepped into the Empress Dowager’s chamber.

Seeing this woman enter, the Emperor raised his hand and swept the newly placed teacup to the ground.

“What grand airs! Are you waiting for this Emperor to personally invite you?” he shouted angrily.

His voice was loud, his anger intense, instantly drowning out Little Prince Sima’s cries of pain in the room.

The eunuchs and palace maids knelt in a crowd again.

The Empress Dowager’s expression was indifferent.

She naturally knew the Emperor was angry, but it wasn’t at that woman.

Qi Yue was also startled and glanced up at the Emperor.

Thank you for helping me save face and vent anger, but with your good intentions, I’ll have to kneel a few more times…

“This commoner woman is guilty…” she said, about to kneel down.

“Don’t be in a hurry to confess guilt now. When something happens to the Little Prince, this Emperor will settle accounts with each of you one by one!” the Emperor shouted.

Qi Yue readily stood straight and in a few steps rushed to Little Prince Sima.

“How does it hurt?” she asked as she reached out and placed her hand on the Little Prince’s stomach, pressing down.

Little Prince Sima let out an even sharper scream, frightening the Empress Dowager, who had just stood up, into sitting back down.

“Ate something wrong? Acute gastritis?” Qi Yue asked again, looking at Zhou Maochun, her hands not stopping as they moved and pressed around on Little Prince Sima’s body.

Accompanied by the Little Prince’s cries, sometimes high, sometimes low.

“Do you, do you know how to treat illness?” The Empress Dowager couldn’t stand watching or listening anymore and stood up urgently.

At this time, Little Prince Sima’s attendants, concubines, and others had all arrived, surrounding the area and crying in high and low voices, making the entire great hall chaotic.

This chaos didn’t disturb Qi Yue and the others.

Zhou Maochun shook his head.

“We’ve tried everything, nothing works,” he said. “And also…”

He stopped here because Qi Yue’s hands had also stopped.

“Right inguinal mass,” Qi Yue nodded and said.

Zhou Maochun nodded.

Acute diffuse peritonitis? Acute appendicitis? Was the mass related to the abdominal pain? What exactly was this mass?

Qi Yue pondered the symptoms in her mind.

Seeing Qi Yue fall silent again, just randomly touching Little Prince Sima’s body, the Empress Dowager, who had walked over, became anxious again.

“Can you actually treat this or not?” she shouted.

“I can treat it,” Qi Yue said.

Her answer was so straightforward that the Empress Dowager couldn’t quite react.

“Didn’t you say you weren’t very good at seeing patients?” she couldn’t help asking.

“I’m not good at seeing the kind of illness Your Majesty the Empress Dowager mentioned. I’m good at seeing this kind,” Qi Yue said.

This kind, that kind—what was the difference?

The Empress Dowager looked at Qi Yue, then at Little Prince Sima.

But one thing she could be certain of: although the Emperor was sitting here without speaking, this woman’s words were becoming increasingly assertive.

“Very good, then you should examine him properly,” the Empress Dowager said, glancing at Qi Yue before turning to sit back down.

If you can’t cure him, this dowager will have words with you.

Even a noble consort—if she, the Empress Dowager, said to strike, she would strike; if she said to punish, she would punish. How much more so for you, a small female physician who couldn’t even be counted as a palace maid!

Qi Yue didn’t know and didn’t care at all about the Empress Dowager’s thoughts. She withdrew her hands from Little Prince Sima’s body.

“I need to perform exploratory abdominal surgery. Please prepare a surgical room in the Imperial Medical Academy. As for how to do it, the disciples of Qianjin Hall know,” she said directly.

Zhou Maochun’s eyes lit up.

He had been waiting for this moment!

“No problem,” he shouted loudly, immediately turning to urge people to make arrangements.

“Wait!” the Empress Dowager called out.

Everyone looked at her.

“What illness can’t be treated on the spot? The palace has every kind of medicine—why must you go to the Imperial Medical Academy?” the Empress Dowager said with raised eyebrows.

Not under this dowager’s watch, so you can make excuses at will later?

“Your Majesty, this place isn’t suitable,” Qi Yue said hastily.

“How is it not suitable? Is this dowager’s place not worthy of Lady Qi’s intervention?” the Empress Dowager said with a cold smile.

“Empress Dowager, surgery is very frightening. Disturbing Your Majesty would be a great sin for this commoner woman,” Qi Yue said.

The Empress Dowager smiled.

“Frightening?” She looked Qi Yue up and down with a mocking smile. “Ever since meeting Lady Qi, this dowager has been constantly startled. Being used to shock, it’s nothing.”

Qi Yue looked at the Empress Dowager.

“Then very well, this commoner woman obeys the decree,” she said. “This commoner woman will perform the surgery right here in the Empress Dowager’s presence.”

Everyone in the Empress Dowager’s palace became busy.

“What are they doing?”

“Surgery?”

“What is surgery?”

“It’s to treat Little Prince Sima.”

The news spread quickly, and consorts and female officials from various palaces curiously flocked over.

Meanwhile, outside the palace, Hu San immediately gathered the remaining four or five disciples upon hearing the news, directing the eunuchs to begin loading carts.

“A bed too?” The eunuchs couldn’t help asking in surprise as they watched a strange bed being loaded onto the cart.

No one paid attention to them. All the disciples were busy loading two full carts and pulling them into the Empress Dowager’s palace.

This was their first time entering the palace, and possibly the only time in their lives, but not one person looked around curiously.

With the spraying of medicinal solutions, a sharp, strange smell immediately permeated the air.

The consorts couldn’t help covering their mouths and noses.

“What are they doing?”

“It’s been quite a while now, with all that clanging—are they treating him or not?”

Everyone looked at the gauze curtains hanging in front of them, through which they could vaguely see the people inside.

The people inside the curtains could also see those outside. During a break in her busy work, Qi Yue looked over and was startled.

“Why are there so many people?” she said.

“They’ve all come to watch the excitement,” Zhou Maochun smiled.

“This excitement isn’t good to watch. Those who aren’t used to it, seeing it for the first time, will be frightened badly,” Qi Yue frowned and looked at Zhou Maochun again. “Adoptive father, you…”

“What are you joking about? Haven’t I seen it before? It’s not my first time,” Zhou Maochun said hastily, stepping back a few paces. “Besides, am I the kind of person who would be frightened?”

Everyone would say that. Qi Yue pursed her lips and looked at the other imperial physicians.

The imperial physicians who had been curiously watching the Qianjin Hall disciples’ setup hesitated.

“Gentlemen, Little Prince Sima is now under my care,” Qi Yue said. “Perhaps you should step back.”

Taking over care meant taking over responsibility.

On one hand, everyone wanted to see this skill, but on the other hand, if they stayed here and something went wrong, they would inevitably be implicated.

“Standing outside the curtains, you can still see,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Besides, having too many people would affect my surgery.”

Although this lady was young, she seemed very skilled at dealing with people.

The imperial physicians lowered their heads and said thanks, with some gratitude and some admiration, they bowed slightly to Qi Yue and retreated to behind the curtains on the other side.

“Master, should we go read the surgical consent form?” Hu San asked.

Qi Yue snorted.

“With these people, what’s the point of reading it? It would be useless even if we did—I won’t waste my breath,” she shook her head and glanced outside the curtains.

Just as she was speaking, she suddenly saw two eunuchs approaching who actually lifted the curtains.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Qi Yue asked hastily.

“Her Majesty says she can’t see clearly,” the eunuchs replied.

Qi Yue frowned and looked over there, seeing the Emperor’s expression was calm while the Empress Dowager’s face was dark.

Really difficult to serve!

“In that case, this commoner woman has something to request of His Majesty,” Qi Yue said, beckoning to the eunuch.

The eunuch hurried over.

After hearing Qi Yue’s words, his expression showed surprise and some hesitation, but he still responded and quickly turned to leave.

The Emperor had seen Qi Yue whispering with the eunuch, so when he saw the eunuch hesitating to approach him, he smiled and raised his hand slightly.

“Your Majesty, Lady Qi says that Your Majesty, being a man, has greater courage than women. So after the surgery begins, she hopes Your Majesty will help. If any women are frightened, please have Your Majesty intervene to maintain order and not obstruct her surgery,” the eunuch then stepped forward, bowed, and whispered in his ear.

The Emperor smiled.

The Empress Dowager beside him snorted.

In front of so many people, speaking in whispers? How outrageous! Shameless!

“This Emperor understands,” the Emperor said, looking toward the interior where that woman had already turned around and was talking with the disciples beside her.

With the curtains lifted, they could see much more clearly.

Looking at it this way, those strangely dressed clothes weren’t too unsightly…

“It’s been so long, can we start now?” the Empress Dowager said with some impatience, then suddenly stood up as if remembering something. “Why isn’t Peng’er making any sound?”

Hu San inside looked at Little Prince Sima, who was lying quietly on the surgical table with closed eyes.

“Master, the anesthesia is almost ready,” he said.

Qi Yue looked toward the entrance.

“Wait a little longer, we’re still missing an assistant,” she said.

An assistant… she would faint at the sight of blood, not to mention she’d have to go out in a while. A’Ru was…

“Hey? Where’s Master Liu?” Hu San asked hurriedly.

When Hu San and the others were loading the cart, Liu Pucheng had heard a eunuch say something and immediately drove his cart straight to a residence.

“What? Little Prince of the Sima family?” Old Physician An looked surprised upon hearing this.

“Lady Qi had a eunuch bring you a message,” Liu Pucheng said with a complex expression. “She said she can’t guarantee anything, but… are you willing to take a gamble?”

These words seemed to have no beginning or end, but Old Physician An became excited.

Dare or not dare? Willing or not willing?

Last time, the Sima Prince family had left him physically disabled and spiritually destroyed.

This time, it was the Sima Prince family again…

Dare or not dare?

Willing or not willing?

Should he live out his remaining years safely, as long as he stayed away from the capital and avoided the Simas, or should he stake everything on this one throw, whether to live or die?

Old Physician An’s hand touched his numb leg.

Although it was completely numb, he still remembered the pain when it was brutally broken!

He still remembered the pain brought by the mocking eyes of the crowd when his leg was broken in public!

That kind of pain was three times worse than physical pain!

That kind of pain haunted him night after night, piercing his heart and lungs, penetrating his bones and marrow. Even if he died and rotted, it would still cling to his withered bones, never dissipating through endless lifetimes!

“I can’t… I’m not willing… I don’t want to… carry this pain to death, to the next life!” Old Physician An said in a trembling voice. He removed his hand from his leg and turned his wheelchair to go outside.

Having this opportunity was already heaven’s mercy. People spend their whole lives waiting for opportunities, but how many actually get the chance?

A smile appeared on Old Physician An’s lips.

Thank the heavens!

Chapter 393: Shock and Chaos
June 18th became a day that many people would remember forever.

Liu Pucheng and Old Physician An, carrying the special permit for Qianjin Hall disciples, walked into the Empress Dowager’s palace. Qi Yue, who had been looking outward anxiously, breathed a sigh of relief, while the originally tense and uneasy Sima family members suddenly stood up.

“Hey, why is this old man here?”

“Throw him out!”

They all shouted.

Most of those shouting were younger people.

“Logically speaking, the incident happened over ten years ago. How do these people all seem to recognize Old Physician An? They wouldn’t have remembered things at that time, right? Besides, they wouldn’t have all been present then, would they?” Qi Yue couldn’t help asking in a low voice.

Zhou Maochun coughed lightly.

“Back then, Prince Julu spared Old Physician An’s life, but swore that in this lifetime, Old Physician An would not be allowed to see any member of the Sima family. If he was ever seen, he would be beaten. To ensure this was carried out, Prince Julu distributed portraits of Old Physician An, making sure that everyone in the family, old and young, high and low, would recognize him. Even the dogs sniffed Old Physician An’s clothes…” he said in a low voice.

Qi Yue was embarrassed.

How thorough of them.

Seeing that the Sima family members were indeed about to take action here, Qi Yue stood by the curtain and stopped them.

“This is my senior disciple,” she said.

The Sima family members who were about to act were stunned.

“Whatever the matter is, discuss it later,” the Empress Dowager spoke from above.

She didn’t want that woman to use interference as an excuse when she failed to cure Peng’er.

Since the Empress Dowager had spoken, the Sima family members had to restrain themselves, but this didn’t mean they would let Old Physician An off.

“This jinx coming here means even the living will be treated to death!”

“You quack fool are dead today!”

“This immortal bastard! How dare he still have the face to come out!”

“To scrape by, he even acknowledged a woman as his master!”

The Sima family members shouted, pointing at Old Physician An being pushed by Liu Pucheng.

If not for the presence of the Empress Dowager and Emperor, they would have cursed even more harshly.

Old Physician An neither spoke nor argued. This time he didn’t lower his head but looked straight ahead, moving forward through this torrent of curses.

Qi Yue stood by the curtain watching, not stopping them again, just watching as Old Physician An wheeled closer. Then she raised her hand.

“Disinfect,” she said. “Now beginning exploratory abdominal surgery.”

The great hall fell silent for a moment.

“What did she say?” the Empress Dowager asked those beside her. “Abdominal… what does abdominal mean?”

How would the palace maids know? If taken literally…

It seemed like cutting open the belly?

But how could that be possible!

How could anyone treat illness like that?

When they didn’t know how to answer, shaking their heads was the best response.

“Treating an illness with such a grand spectacle—divine physician? More like a divine charlatan,” the Empress Dowager snorted.

“I’ve heard that those truly skilled masters are all like this. They don’t look at ordinary minor illnesses,” Noble Consort Xian, sitting nearby, said hastily in a low voice.

The Empress Dowager glanced at her.

“How many masters have you seen?” she asked.

Noble Consort Xian smiled awkwardly and lowered her head.

While they were talking here, others also began to speak.

Everyone looked toward the bright room, with a somewhat relaxed and casual attitude, seeing four or five people in ugly white coats standing at different positions around that strange bed, on which lay Little Prince Sima covered by surgical drapes.

“Oh my, how has the Little Prince been made to look like this?”

“It seems like he’s been stripped naked…”

“You can see that? Then wouldn’t those over there see even more clearly? There are several women there… this is really… really improper…”

“Even acupuncture and moxibustion wouldn’t require complete undressing…”

Meanwhile, palace maids served tea one by one, with different grades of tea being served.

“…My palace just received a fine tea, let me have it brought for the sisters to taste…”

“…Yes, His Majesty only gave it to you alone, we’re borrowing your good fortune to have a taste…”

Soon everyone’s attention was no longer on this so-called medical treatment. With the Emperor present, who would pay attention to others?

“Your Majesty, Lian’er has just learned a new poem and is clamoring to recite it for Imperial Father,” a consort said with a smile, approaching the Emperor.

The Emperor leaned back in his chair, seemingly carelessly watching the surgical area, and hummed in response.

The consort was overjoyed.

“Then shall this concubine have her called over now?” she said hastily.

Only then did the Emperor look at her, smiled, and shook his head.

“No need, don’t frighten the child,” he said.

“How could that be? When Lian’er sees Imperial Father, she’s not afraid of anything,” the consort laughed, while looking at the empty seat beside the Emperor and the tea set on the table.

She bent down and picked it up.

“Your Majesty, please have some tea…” she said, preparing to sit down smoothly.

The screaming erupted at precisely this moment.

The sound came suddenly and sharply, like a thunderbolt from clear skies, frightening everyone into trembling.

The tea in the consort’s hands tilted, the tea tray and teacup made crisp sounds, and tea spilled on her clothes.

Before she could apologize, the screaming sounded again.

This time it wasn’t one, but two, three, four…

The eunuchs and palace maids near the curtains retreated as if they’d seen ghosts, their faces terrified, bodies trembling.

“Are you sure it’s here?” Qi Yue asked, her two eyes visible above the surgical mask and cap looking toward Old Physician An across from her, the scalpel in her hand gleaming slightly.

“I’m not only sure it’s here, I can also confirm this is a piece of bone,” Old Physician An said with a firm expression.

“Good fellow, your touch is even better than an X-ray,” Qi Yue laughed.

Old Physician An took a deep breath. Though he tried to remain calm, he couldn’t help trembling slightly.

“Lady, please reconsider. I don’t know if what I’m saying can help…” he said hesitantly.

Before he finished speaking, Qi Yue had already made her incision at the location he indicated, clean and decisive without the slightest hesitation.

Although this wasn’t the first time watching Qi Yue perform surgery up close, this stimulating scene of cutting through skin and flesh was still not something one could get used to seeing regularly. Old Physician An instinctively averted his gaze.

Liu Pucheng wiped away blood traces with gauze while providing retraction, as layers of muscle were separated.

“Murder!”

“Murder!”

After the screaming came hoarse shouting.

The eunuchs and palace maids standing closest finally retreated in panic, colliding with palace maids carrying tea, causing them to overturn their trays and teacups.

Screaming, the sound of plates hitting the floor, and teacups shattering alternately played out in the great hall.

The chatting and laughing consorts were all stunned. Though they didn’t know what was happening, everyone instinctively joined in the screaming, then instinctively looked toward the curtains.

The abdominal incision was complete. Qi Yue reached in and lifted out the duodenum.

“…No ulcerative lesions in the duodenum…” she said.

A’Ru beside her recorded rapidly.

The bloody smell spread. That woman’s hands were covered in blood, pulling out something from the Little Prince’s belly—colorful, thin, and curved. She brought it close to her face, seemingly sniffing, looking, biting…

Biting?

A consort’s eyes rolled back and she fainted, falling onto the consort beside her. The screaming consort screamed again, then also fainted outright.

The men in the hall were only a few from the Sima family. After being stunned by the successive screams from the women, they came to their senses, only to be stunned again by the slaughter-like scene.

The Little Prince… had been butchered…

This thought echoed repeatedly in their minds, finally bringing them to full awareness.

“Murder!” they shouted, rushing toward the curtains.

“How dare you!”

The Emperor, who had been silent, suddenly shouted.

But his voice didn’t have much effect.

The room was in complete chaos, with everyone screaming desperately, as if only this way could they dispel the fear in their hearts.

“Protect the Emperor!” The Emperor sighed and leaned back in his chair, saying faintly.

This time his voice was so quiet that only he could hear it.

In what seemed like a blink of an eye, twenty or thirty imperial guards rushed in from outside, each brandishing weapons.

The Emperor raised his hand slightly, pointing in a direction.

“Block them,” he said simply. “Anyone who dares approach, kill them.”

The bloody smell, imperial guards, gleaming blades, and that woman over there cutting open someone’s belly…

Some consort took the lead in crawling and scrambling out, followed by palace maids and other consorts fleeing.

The eunuchs, palace maids, and guards who had rushed to the palace gates witnessed a scene they’d never seen before.

Those noble ladies who were usually dressed brilliantly, carried themselves with dignity, and maintained perfect deportment were now either prostrate, kneeling, sitting, or lying on the ground, hair disheveled, hairpins askew, makeup smeared, crying, shouting, and trembling.

Palace rebellion!

This was the only thought that flashed through everyone’s minds upon seeing this scene.

But as they ran closer, they saw the imperial guards standing at attention inside, with the Emperor still seated in his chair, looking relaxed.

“Carry all these people out,” the Emperor waved his hand and said.

The eunuchs who came to their senses did so tremblingly. Their bodies were weak and hands shaking, accidentally dropping the fainted consorts several times.

The great hall finally quieted down.

Those who hadn’t run out were the Sima family men, who stood frozen in place, looking over there.

The people over there seemed to neither hear nor see the commotion here. It was as if there was a barrier isolating them from the noise, their figures steady and movements orderly.

“It’s a perforation!” Qi Yue said, exhaling.

“Where?” Liu Pucheng, Old Physician An, and the others hurried to look.

“Here in the ileum,” Qi Yue said, pulling it out to show them. “Good fellow, it’s so close to the cecum.”

She reached out her hand.

“Scissors,” she said.

A disciple handed them over precisely.

At this moment in the great hall, the women had basically all fled, but the Empress Dowager had remained seated without moving.

She sat in her chair, staring fixedly at the curtained area without blinking.

“Mm.” The Emperor leaned forward to look, pointing, “Mother, look, did she cut off a section of intestine?”

He said this while picking up a piece of pastry from the table.

The tea had been spilled by that consort, but fortunately the refreshments were unharmed.

The Emperor put it in his mouth and chewed. Not hearing any sound from the Empress Dowager beside him, he quickly turned to look.

The Empress Dowager looked at him somewhat blankly.

What the Emperor was chewing was a piece of red bean cake, made into thin strips, soft and glutinous—a small pastry that all the women in the palace loved to eat.

“Mother, would you like a piece too?” Seeing the Empress Dowager staring at him so intently, the Emperor smiled and said.

His exposed teeth were stained with red cake.

The Empress Dowager’s eyes rolled back, she covered her mouth with her hand, let out a dry heave, and without needing palace maids to support her, stumbled out retching.

From June 18th onward, red bean cake was banned in the Empress Dowager’s palace, and this remained unchanged until her death.

Chapter 394: Evening Peace
The room was finally quiet.

The Emperor clapped his hands lightly and stood up.

“Your… Your Majesty…” Cai Zhong called out in a trembling voice.

“Want to go take a look?” the Emperor asked him.

Cai Zhong shook his head, his face pale.

“Your Majesty, with all that blood and knives, it’s inauspicious…” Cai Zhong said tremblingly.

“Look how scared you are. The things your subordinates do are probably more frightening than this, aren’t they?” the Emperor laughed.

Cai Zhong raised his hand to wipe sweat and swallowed.

The dark guards and spies raised by the Emperor naturally employed various methods—there was nothing they couldn’t do, only things you couldn’t imagine.

“This servant never watched with his own eyes…” he muttered quietly.

The Emperor laughed.

“So you’re saying you watched just now?” he asked quietly, turning slightly.

Cai Zhong was stunned.

“Didn’t Your Majesty watch?” he asked stammering.

The Emperor smiled slightly.

“What this Emperor saw was rather different from what you all saw,” he said, looking over again.

A disciple was reaching out to wipe sweat for that woman.

The woman tilted her head slightly up, allowing the disciple to wipe more thoroughly.

With her head and face wrapped up, only half her forehead, a pair of eyes, and half her nose bridge visible, the woman looked completely different from usual.

Following the Emperor’s gaze, Cai Zhong finally understood.

“Your Majesty is still the smartest…” he couldn’t help laughing.

The Emperor also smiled, watching that woman finish having her sweat wiped and lower her head again.

The Emperor hesitated.

Was it really that… frightening?

He had seen pigs and cattle being slaughtered, had observed group fights, and blood and wounds were just that, nothing more.

His gaze moved from that woman’s face to her arms, from her arms to her hands…

Those hands reaching into someone’s belly…

Two strange metal pieces held open the wound on the belly, exposing what was inside…

The Emperor turned his head and covered his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Oh oh, found it,” Qi Yue said, reaching out her hand.

A disciple beside her handed over forceps.

“Let me see, let me see,” Zhou Maochun was the first to step forward, but was blocked by A’Ru.

“Old Master, please wait a moment,” she said quietly. “No unauthorized personnel are allowed near the operating table.”

Because he wasn’t an assistant, though Zhou Maochun was allowed to observe closely, he still couldn’t watch to his satisfaction. His hands were truly itching, but there was no help for it—having never been on an operating table, Qi Yue absolutely wouldn’t allow him to help, not even with retraction.

“Retraction? When I first went into surgery, I just watched for a whole year, only doing things like laying out drapes,” Qi Yue laughed. “Now there’s no choice—I can’t be that strict, or else I’d have to complete this surgery all by myself…”

As she spoke, she clamped out a piece of bone and placed it on a porcelain plate beside her, making a crisp clinking sound.

“Free bone fragment found in abdominal cavity…” Qi Yue said.

A’Ru glanced at the bone and hurriedly made notes.

“…V-shaped, with arms approximately 3cm and 2cm long…” Qi Yue continued, looking at the bone again and giving Old Physician An a thumbs up. “Awesome!”

Old Physician An was amused by her, and his constantly anxious heart finally relaxed somewhat.

After completing the final suture, Liu Pucheng used scissors to cut the thread and applied cotton dressing and bandages.

Another disciple had already organized the records and checked all instruments.

Qi Yue no longer worried about these things. She moved her stiff neck and glanced at the blood pressure monitor.

“Surgery complete,” she announced.

The disciples responded in unison, then said together, “Thank you for your hard work.”

Qi Yue moved her neck while looking at the bone in the plate.

“What kind of bone is this?” she asked.

“Chicken bone,” Zhou Maochun said, looking at Little Prince Sima, who was still under anesthesia, and muttering, “Such a grown man, eating so hastily—be careful you don’t really become a dead horse.”

Qi Yue smiled and reached for the plate.

“Let them take a look,” she said, turning and walking a few steps before stopping and looking toward the great hall with a surprised expression.

Eh?

Everyone had fled!

When night fell, the imperial palace was dotted with lights like stars.

The Empress Dowager was fed two sips of ginseng soup by palace maids and somewhat recovered her composure.

“Mother, how are you? Do you need an imperial physician…” the Emperor asked with concern beside her.

The Empress Dowager’s face turned pale again.

“Don’t mention that word to this dowager,” she said.

“Which word?” the Emperor asked in confusion.

The Empress Dowager closed her eyes, then suddenly opened them and looked around.

The surrounding palace maids and female officials stood crowded throughout the room, with bright lights and full of life.

Only then did the Empress Dowager breathe a sigh of relief and lean against the pillow.

“This dowager is fine, Your Majesty need not worry,” she said.

A eunuch entered from outside at this moment.

“Your Majesty,” he said in a high, thin voice, “the imperial physician asks where to send the chicken bone taken from Little Prince Sima’s belly?”

From the belly… taken out… bone…

That terrifying scene floated before the Empress Dowager’s eyes again.

She pressed her hand to her chest, and a palace maid beside her quickly brought over a spittoon as the Empress Dowager began dry heaving.

“Get out quickly!” the Emperor shouted angrily.

The little eunuch immediately scrambled out.

The Emperor called for imperial physicians and urged the palace’s female physicians to come.

Hearing the words “female physician,” that woman appeared before the Empress Dowager’s eyes again—that woman in white clothes, holding a knife!

“This commoner woman’s medical skills are not quite suitable for treating nobles in the palace.”

That woman had said this calmly.

At the time, hearing and seeing this was unbearably annoying, but now thinking of it…

It was even more annoying!

Along with the annoyance came fear!

How could there be such a woman!

How could there be such a physician!

How could there be such terrifying medical skills!

She understood now, she knew, she comprehended.

“Make her leave, make her leave, don’t let her enter the palace again! Don’t let her enter the palace again!” the Empress Dowager grabbed the Emperor’s sleeve and shouted loudly.

When walking out of the Empress Dowager’s palace gates, the evening wind had risen.

The Emperor stopped and looked at the brightly lit palace, couldn’t help but smile.

“Find an imperial physician to attend here. I estimate Mother won’t sleep well for the next few days,” he said.

“Not just the Empress Dowager—probably all the consorts in the palace won’t sleep well,” Cai Zhong said.

Speaking of this, he couldn’t help laughing again.

“However, none of the consorts have requested imperial physicians…” he said.

The noble ladies who used to be so delicate that eating one grain of rice less would make them want to summon the entire Imperial Medical Academy and ensure the Emperor knew about it—this time, whether they had fainted or vomited bile, none of them mentioned requesting imperial physicians.

“They only requested extra candles and incense from the storehouse,” Cai Zhong continued.

The Emperor couldn’t help laughing, but quickly restrained himself.

His gaze swept around, and indeed the layer upon layer of palaces seemed much brighter than usual.

A eunuch walked toward them.

“Your Majesty, Jingren Palace has been cleaned up. Lady Qi says they can move at any time,” he said with a bow.

The Emperor smiled.

“No need to move. Let them stay there. I estimate Mother will never set foot in Jingren Palace again in her lifetime,” he said, waving his hand and stepping forward, the evening wind lifting his robe.

Seeing the Emperor walking in the wrong direction, Cai Zhong couldn’t help reminding him that it was getting late.

“Little Sima is in such a state, and you can still sleep?” the Emperor frowned.

Cai Zhong lowered his head and suppressed a laugh.

Whatever state Little Sima was in probably wouldn’t affect the Emperor’s sleep.

He just wanted to see someone. Why put it that way?

When they walked over, that woman was standing outside Jingren Palace. The lights here were as usual—not increased nor brightened—soft, gentle lamplight mixed with starlight fell on the woman who was talking with several eunuchs.

In the shadows, the Emperor could see that woman taking out some money and stuffing it into the eunuchs’ hands. He laughed with a snort.

“This Lady Qi is indeed wealthy,” he said.

Cai Zhong made a sound and quickened his steps.

The people over there were startled and only then saw the Emperor approaching. They immediately bowed in salute.

“What do you want?” the Emperor asked directly, looking at the woman’s hand hiding behind her back.

“Nothing much,” Qi Yue knew she had been discovered and said with a frank smile. “Your Majesty, this commoner woman was hoping to trouble these gentlemen to run an errand.”

The Emperor smiled and stepped toward the palace gate.

Cai Zhong coughed lightly.

Qi Yue looked at him. Cai Zhong shook his head at her.

Qi Yue understood and hurriedly followed the Emperor.

But Cai Zhong didn’t follow. Instead, he stood at the palace gate and began lecturing the eunuchs.

“Your Majesty, this commoner woman wants to report safety to my family so they won’t worry,” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor climbed several steps first, then turned back to look down at her.

“What’s there to worry about? Isn’t it just treating illness?” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and rubbed her hands together.

“I don’t know why, but every time this commoner woman treats patients, it causes quite a… um, quite a commotion,” she said.

“What kind of commotion?” the Emperor asked.

“Well, quite frightening,” Qi Yue said.

This time the Emperor couldn’t help laughing heartily.

“Indeed quite frightening,” he said, turning to continue walking.

Qi Yue hurried to follow.

“Actually, I don’t mean to,” she said. “It’s just that my specialty is like this—surgical procedures always look very frightening.”

“So this is what you meant when you said you weren’t suitable to be a female physician in the palace?” the Emperor asked, turning his head.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Your Majesty, I know that your bodies and skin are supremely precious. I specialize in external injuries, severe trauma, or internal organ exploration. First, Your Majesty and the consorts wouldn’t have such injuries, and second, using knives on the skin would be greatly disrespectful to Your Majesty and the consorts,” she said with lowered head.

Thinking of that concubine at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion who preferred death to cesarean section, the imperial palace was far more noble than Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, and these consorts were far more noble than that small concubine. But the same thing was that they were all women, all serving with their beauty. If scars were left on their skin, everyone’s choice would probably be the same.

Better to die than live ugly.

Her medical skills could only be demonstrated on those who wanted to live, who sought survival no matter what.

So this time, all these people in the palace would understand, and she could also avoid being this so-called female physician.

Qi Yue showed some joy and looked up at the Emperor ahead.

The Emperor was turning back to look at her.

“Are you going to report safety to Chen Shi?” the Emperor asked.

Had the topic changed? Or rather, had it jumped back to the original topic?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment, then quickly nodded.

The Emperor hummed and turned his head.

“Anyone else you need to tell?” he suddenly turned back to ask.

Qi Yue blinked.

“Yes,” she nodded without hesitation. “Chang Yuncheng of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion—I boldly request Your Majesty to have the eunuchs inform him as well.”

She smiled and bowed as she spoke.

The Emperor looked at her.

“Want to invite him in to see for himself?” he asked.

Qi Yue’s eyes lit up.

“Is that possible?” she asked.

“No,” the Emperor said, then turned and entered the palace gate.

Qi Yue was left speechless.

No! Then why ask!

Chapter 395: The Next Day
At first, Qi Yue had worried that the Emperor would want to go in and observe Little Prince Sima after surgery, perhaps even lift the sheets to look at the wound and such.

After all, this was intensive care, and while she could stop others, it wouldn’t be appropriate to stop the Emperor. However, the Emperor only stood at the partition door, glanced inside, and walked away. Qi Yue even felt he hadn’t really seen anything.

What a good comrade. Qi Yue was pleased she didn’t need to waste her breath.

“Your Majesty is wise,” she said.

The Emperor turned to look at her.

“Your Majesty, seeing a surgical scene for the first time without any panic, knowing it was treatment so not making a fuss, and not rushing to see the patient now—all because you understand everything should follow the doctor’s orders for the patient’s good,” Qi Yue said, looking at him with admiration. “Only someone as wise and mighty as Your Majesty would understand this without needing us doctors to explain.”

How shameless…

The Sima family members nearby were dumbfounded.

This was the first time they’d seen someone flatter so blatantly.

The Emperor clearly had no need to go see Little Prince Sima, but in this woman’s mouth, it became wise and mighty!

And the main purpose was to step on them!

True, they had clamored to go in, but wasn’t that normal? Which patient’s treatment doesn’t allow family visits?

How did this become unwise and unmighty?

She really dared! The Emperor wasn’t a fool!

This woman!

“If you can’t cure him, you’ll truly know how wise and mighty this Emperor is,” the Emperor said, looking at the woman with her worshipful expression.

“With Your Majesty’s wisdom and might present, Little Prince Sima will surely recover completely,” Qi Yue said with a bow.

Is this what a doctor says?

The Sima family members gritted their teeth again.

This should be what charlatans and Taoist priests say!

The Emperor said nothing more. His expression was calm as he turned and walked out.

Everyone bowed to see off His Majesty. No one saw the Emperor’s face suddenly break into silent laughter as he turned around.

This woman was too detestable!

The night passed without incident.

Qi Yue took over the morning shift before going to sleep, but perhaps because of the change of location, she couldn’t sleep soundly.

“Sister, lie over there.”

Someone pushed her.

This was her younger brother. Qi Yue saw she was lying on the sofa at home, with their mother cooking in the kitchen across the way.

This was a scene that only appeared in their house on weekends.

“Didn’t you go pick up Nan Nan?” Qi Yue asked, sitting up and looking at her brother, who was already sitting on the sofa watching a ball game.

“Sister, did you sleep so long you got stupid?” Her brother’s eyes didn’t leave the screen. “Didn’t sister and brother-in-law take Nan Nan abroad? She won’t be back until the end of the year.”

Qi Yue made a sound of acknowledgment and touched her head. The door opened.

“I’m back from walking the dog. Is Xiao Yue awake? She’s been sleeping quite long—should be awake by now, right?” Her father’s voice came in.

First through the door was a large dog, wagging its tail and pouncing toward her.

Qi Yue quickly raised her hands to block, but the thick dog fur still got in her face.

Before suffocating, Qi Yue opened her eyes and breathed heavily.

The room was filled with rosy light, and in the light and shadow, a man smiled, showing white teeth.

“Why are you staring blankly? Did you sleep yourself stupid?” Chang Yuncheng laughed, putting down the fan in his hand.

Qi Yue blinked at him.

“You suddenly sat up and bumped into this fan. It’s not like I was tickling you with it,” Chang Yuncheng said hastily.

Qi Yue spat and reached out to pinch Chang Yuncheng’s face without getting up.

Chang Yuncheng laughed and dodged.

“You’re lying,” Qi Yue said, breaking into a smile. “How did you get here?”

“Me? The Ministry of War had business, so I came along,” Chang Yuncheng said, straightening his clothes.

He was wearing official robes, though not the fifth-rank Military Strategy General attire from before. He had been demoted to sixth-rank Defense Official a while ago and hadn’t yet changed to the new uniform. Then due to the Rao Yufang incident, he was demoted again, and his current position was just a squad leader under the Zhangye Guard.

The new uniform hadn’t been made yet, so Chang Yuncheng was just wearing the most ordinary military attire.

Thinking of this, Chang Yuncheng hastily covered his clothing.

Actually, he was overthinking—Qi Yue couldn’t tell so much from just looking at clothes.

“Oh,” she drew out the sound. “You didn’t come especially to see me?”

Chang Yuncheng nodded with mock seriousness.

Qi Yue laughed and hugged his arm.

“Silly, you’re not convincing at all,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and pulled her close with one arm.

“I was worried sick, climbing through doors and windows to get in, and there you were, sleeping so sweetly. A’Ru said you’d been sleeping for almost a day…” he said, reaching to pinch her face. “Drooling all over your face…”

Qi Yue quickly wiped her mouth with her sleeve.

“What? Disgusted? Even a beauty drooling is still a beauty,” she snorted.

“Such vanity!” Chang Yuncheng laughed and pushed her forehead.

As he said this, he glanced outside.

“Seeing you puts my mind at ease. Keep sleeping,” he said.

Qi Yue held onto his arm and wouldn’t let go.

“We haven’t seen each other for over a day—it feels like three seasons,” she said, blinking pitifully.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily and pushed her forehead again.

“Smooth talker!” he laughed. “This master doesn’t fall for that.”

His mouth was grinning from ear to ear! Still claiming he didn’t fall for it!

Qi Yue laughed and pinched his face.

Seeing her expression, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help grinning and laughing. Without saying or doing anything special, just sitting together like this made his heart bubble with joy.

But…

Qi Yue saw his joyful expression suddenly freeze for a moment.

“Don’t worry, I’ve successfully completed the surgery. The rest isn’t my concern. These are highly skilled imperial physicians—with them here, I can basically disappear,” she said, patting Chang Yuncheng’s arm. “I’ll leave the palace tomorrow. You’re not leaving tomorrow, right?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at the bright eyes of the woman before him and smiled again, nodding.

“It’s fine, I’ll find a way to see you,” he said. “Don’t cause trouble. Be more careful in your words and actions. This is the imperial palace—control that bad temper of yours…”

“Who has a bad temper?” Qi Yue snorted, poking his chest with her finger. “You’re the one with a bad temper. My temper is the best there is.”

Chang Yuncheng reached out again. This time Qi Yue cleverly dodged backward, not letting him pat her forehead.

“Ha, ha,” she laughed with some satisfaction.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and moved his hand downward, giving her bottom a firm pat.

“Get up, I’m leaving,” he said.

After seeing Chang Yuncheng off, Qi Yue simply washed her face and went to the temporary sickroom next door.

Using the Empress Dowager’s bedchamber as a sickroom—Little Prince Sima could consider it worthwhile.

Qi Yue looked around the room.

After changing clothes and entering, she saw A’Ru making records, one imperial physician taking the pulse, and two other imperial physicians discussing medication adjustments.

All these people had been disinfected and were wearing gowns and masks according to A’Ru’s requirements.

“Has he woken up?” Qi Yue asked.

“He woke up, then fell asleep again,” A’Ru answered, handing her the medical record.

Qi Yue took it and looked through it.

“Stop the pain medication from now on,” she said. “When he wakes up, help him do light exercises in bed, adjust to a semi-sitting position, and prepare for getting out of bed tomorrow.”

A’Ru responded affirmatively. The imperial physicians beside her couldn’t help interjecting.

“This… moving around so soon. Will it be alright?” they asked, pointing to the drainage tube placed in Little Prince Sima’s body.

“It’s fine,” Qi Yue said, bending down to check the drainage fluid basin.

A disciple entered at this moment, carrying a syringe and medicine bottle.

“Penicillin?” Qi Yue asked.

The disciple nodded.

“Is this the medicine Lady Qi mentioned that has life-saving effects on wounded soldiers at the front?” an imperial physician asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“More or less,” she smiled, then bowed to the imperial physicians. “However, the patient’s recovery still depends on you seniors.”

Looking at this sincere, generous woman, the imperial physicians felt much emotion.

From written accounts and others’ words, this Lady Qi was truly arrogant, rude, and discourteous. But after contact, she seemed amiable, generous, and modest.

Which doctor would generously let others observe her exclusive diagnostic techniques while also thinking of not implicating others?

On this point alone, they felt inferior.

When night fell, the Emperor put down his memorials and closed his eyes briefly.

“Enough reading,” he said, flexing his hands.

“You haven’t rested all day—your eyes can’t take it. Your Majesty, shall we go out for a walk?” Cai Zhong said hastily.

The Emperor opened his eyes.

“Where to?” he asked.

Seeing the Emperor’s expression, Cai Zhong felt awkward.

“To… to see Little Prince Sima. I heard he’s awake,” he said, steeling himself.

The Emperor said nothing, slowly stroking the cover of the memorial.

Cai Zhong felt cold sweat on his back.

“It’s good that he’s awake. This Emperor can sleep peacefully now,” the Emperor said. “Prince Sima should be arriving in the capital soon?”

Cai Zhong breathed a slight sigh of relief and responded affirmatively, not daring to say more, leading the Emperor toward the bedchamber.

Layer upon layer of curtains fell.

Cai Zhong turned to leave.

“Don’t be too clever,” came the Emperor’s faint voice from behind the curtains.

Cai Zhong immediately knelt down.

“If you’ve taken someone’s money, let them enter the palace straightforwardly,” the Emperor’s voice continued.

Cai Zhong prostrated himself and responded tremblingly.

There was no more sound from within. Only then did Cai Zhong slowly withdraw.

This time he really couldn’t figure out what the Emperor was thinking!

Not only couldn’t he understand the Emperor’s thoughts, but also Chang Yuncheng’s thoughts.

Following Cai Zhong’s orders, his people came personally to find Chang Yuncheng the next day.

Chang Yuncheng wasn’t home. He had gone to the Ministry of War early in the morning and had just finished handing over his duties. He was having a simple bowl of tea soup at a tea shop when the eunuch found him there, which surprised him somewhat.

“Is it Lady Qi…?” he asked.

“No, no, Lady Qi is fine,” the eunuch said with a smile, waving his hands with undisguised flattery. “Master Chang, I’ve taken care of what you asked me to do.”

He said this while pushing over a token.

Chang Yuncheng was even more surprised. The day before yesterday, when he learned Qi Yue had entered the palace and hadn’t come out, he tried to get news, but the Chen family ignored him. The more he heard nothing, the more worried he became. He had sought connections and spent money to enter the palace to see Lady Qi, but all his usual channels suddenly closed to him—probably seeing his stripped title and reduced position. People becoming distant when your fortune changes was normal. In the end, he had to use connections through a familiar official at the Ministry of War to get in for a look.

Why was this person coming to him proactively today, even giving him a token?

Chang Yuncheng smiled and pushed the token back.

The eunuch was stunned.

“No need,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I’ve already seen her and know she’s fine. That puts my mind at ease.”

“But you could see her a few more times for more peace of mind. Lady Qi won’t be leaving the palace anytime soon,” the eunuch said, pushing it back again.

“No need. This is fine—seeing her once put my mind at ease. Going to see her constantly would make things difficult for her instead,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile, pushing it back again.

The eunuch was about to go crazy.

“Master Chang, you’re leaving soon. Once you go to Liaodong, who knows when you’ll be back. Why not see her more, and settle the marriage before you leave…” he said.

Chang Yuncheng’s expression paused slightly.

“Marriage… let’s forget about that,” he said.

The eunuch was even more stunned.

“Why?”

After asking this question, the eunuch was startled and quickly covered his mouth.

He knew he wasn’t a man anymore, but had his voice become feminine too?

Chang Yuncheng was also stunned. He turned toward the door.

Qi Yue stood in the doorway, looking over with a surprised expression.

“Why?” she asked again.

Only then did the eunuch see her. He breathed a sigh of relief and patted his chest. Thank goodness, I haven’t turned into a woman yet…

Chapter 396: As It Is
The Emperor’s hand, which was about to make annotations on the memorial, stopped.

“Is it because she went out early this morning?” he asked.

A eunuch hurriedly replied that it was so.

“So the people from Prince Sima’s household quarreled with Lord Zhou, saying that Miss Qi was too irresponsible. How could she go out at a time like this, and she actually left all the medical treatment to Old Physician An,” the eunuch said.

The Emperor made a sound of acknowledgment and said no more. He raised his hand and swept it across the memorial with a flourish, then tossed it aside and picked up another one.

The eunuch hesitated for a moment with his head lowered, then retreated. Cai Zhong thought it over again and again but ultimately said nothing. At this point, Li Tong came in with several more memorials, and the room fell into quiet.

Chang Yuncheng pushed over the tea soup that the waiter had just brought up.

“Would you like to try this?” he asked.

Qi Yue, sitting across from him, looked at him and nodded.

“Sure, I’ve already eaten, but if you’re willing, I don’t mind eating it again,” she said, indeed picking up the spoon to eat.

“It’s hot,” Chang Yuncheng said hurriedly.

But it was already too late. Qi Yue opened her mouth and fanned it with her hand.

“Tea, tea, something cold,” Chang Yuncheng hurriedly passed it over.

Qi Yue waved her hand.

“Thank you for your concern, but I love eating hot food,” she said, picking up the spoon again.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and pressed down on her hand.

“I told you that you have a bad temper, but you don’t believe it,” he said. “Speak properly.”

“Are you planning to speak properly now?” Qi Yue looked at him and asked.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and nodded.

“Good. I’ve said before that I’m very easy-going. If you speak properly, I’ll speak properly. But if you’re going to chatter about whether things are cold or hot, whether you’ve eaten or drunk, how nice the weather is today, and other such rambling, I’ll naturally accompany you in kind,” Qi Yue said, putting down the spoon and leaning back in her chair, looking at Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng kept looking at her.

“You woman, you’ve always been like this. Chattering non-stop, and especially reasonable,” he smiled. “Always making people want to give you a beating.”

“It’s not like you haven’t beaten me before,” Qi Yue said with a snort.

“Where did I beat you? You were just too weak. I only pushed you lightly,” Chang Yuncheng said, raising his chin.

“Oh my, now you’re denying it again?” Qi Yue said, also raising her chin in imitation of him. “That arrogant way you acted then – I remember it crystal clear. That really made people want to give you a beating.”

Speaking of the past, both couldn’t help but think of former times.

“It’s really strange. I always feel like I first met you at Qianjin Hall, not at Marquis Dingxi’s mansion,” Chang Yuncheng smiled.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but whistle.

You’re right…

Their first meeting was indeed at that time.

How miraculous. Back then, she never thought she would have today with such a detestable, arrogant bully of a man.

The corners of Qi Yue’s mouth curved upward.

Seeing her smile, Chang Yuncheng also smiled.

“You were ugly, dull, and stupid back then,” he laughed.

“I was not,” Qi Yue raised her hand to toss her hair. Unfortunately, ancient hairstyles didn’t have the kind of curls that she could toss like in modern times. “I’ve always been beautiful as a flower. You just had poor eyesight and couldn’t see my beauty.”

As she spoke, she even emphasized by patting herself.

“Beautiful inside and out,” she added.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“Yes,” he laughed. “And you’re getting more and more beautiful.”

Qi Yue raised her eyebrows, making an expression that said ‘you have good taste.’

“Beautiful, and you can also save people,” Chang Yuncheng said, extending his palm. “Count how many people have received your kindness and help by now. How many people gather around you, thanking you, admiring you, wanting to follow you, like the winter sun.”

Qi Yue looked at him, her eyes widening, and couldn’t help but laugh.

“Keep talking, keep talking,” she laughed and nodded. “Did you think up these words yourself, or did Fan Yilin write them down for you to memorize?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled and shook his head.

“In any case, you’re becoming more and more radiant. Divine Physician Miss Qi, you’ll be even better in the future,” he said. “So…”

Qi Yue stopped laughing and looked at Chang Yuncheng, interrupting him.

“So you shouldn’t marry me, right?” she said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, about to say something, but was interrupted by Qi Yue again.

“Look at me,” Qi Yue pointed to herself. “I’m not that parentless little beggar from your Marquis Dingxi’s mansion anymore. I have money when I want money, fame when I want fame, people when I want people. Even if I beat up a prince, no one dares to do anything to me. This kind of thing that even you young masters from marquis and earl mansions wouldn’t dare to imagine, I, a small woman, have accomplished. Look, see what kind of person I am now, what status I have.”

Having said this, she pointed at Chang Yuncheng.

“Now look at you,” Qi Yue said. “The former tall, handsome, and wealthy heir – the Prince of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, the future Marquis Dingxi, a promising young reserve cadre in the Emperor’s eyes, with family background, status, and unlimited prospects. But when did it start? One demotion after another, one punishment after another, until now you don’t even have the Prince position anymore. The eldest son of Marquis Dingxi’s mansion, that general position is also gone. How should I address your current position?”

“Manager Chang,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Oh right, Manager Chang,” Qi Yue continued. “So now I’m as dazzling as the sun and stars, while you’re yesterday’s yellow flowers in the setting sun. You feel you’re not worthy of me? Then with a righteous, pitiful, aggrieved, and self-sacrificing pride, you tell me that for my better happiness, you and I should part ways here, each taking our own path?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled, leaning back in his chair with his arms crossed, looking at her.

“You want me to kneel down crying and begging you, telling you how much I can’t live without you, right? Then you righteously and reluctantly turn away with your desolate figure, how tragic and moving that would be,” Qi Yue said, standing up. “Chang Yuncheng, stop dreaming. This sister has no time to play such childish games with you! If we’re not getting married, then forget it.”

She walked away after speaking.

As she passed by him, Chang Yuncheng reached out and grabbed her.

“You woman, your brain really has problems,” he said, wanting to laugh but holding it back, looking at Qi Yue. “What kind of nonsense were you just babbling about?”

What nonsense? Novel melodrama is very orthodox…

“You woman, being so strange and peculiar,” Chang Yuncheng sighed and shook his head. “Apart from me, probably no one else would want you.”

Qi Yue looked at him.

What does that mean?

“I mean, you’re very dazzling now, very showy, and very valuable. Many people are watching you, wanting to take advantage of you,” Chang Yuncheng said, shaking Qi Yue’s wrist. “But you must remember, you’re my woman. I’m about to leave for several years. You stay home and behave yourself, maintain your wifely duties, and don’t commit adultery on me. Otherwise, you’re dead.”

Qi Yue looked at him. Her tightly pressed lips slowly curved, then broke into a smile. After laughing, she quickly composed herself.

“Speaking so harshly – whether a woman maintains her wifely duties has nothing to do with the woman, but everything to do with the man. It depends on whether the man is worth having the woman maintain them for,” she said with a snort.

“I told you to maintain them, so you just listen obediently,” Chang Yuncheng tugged her. “You’re getting more and more talkative.”

Qi Yue giggled and snuggled against his arm.

“Then why did you say we wouldn’t get married? I came here eagerly to see my sweetheart, only to suddenly hear those words. I was really about to die of anger,” she said.

“There’s no time now. I have to leave tomorrow. I don’t want you to get married like this,” Chang Yuncheng said. “You’re at least a famous divine physician now. How can you get married so hastily?”

“So you want to wait until after you’ve established your career and achieved success before coming back to marry me?” Qi Yue asked with a frown. “How long would that take?”

“What? Can’t you wait?” Chang Yuncheng frowned and asked, pulling her to sit in his lap. “Or do you look down on me so much? Do you think I’ll make you wait a lifetime? In Liaodong, there’s nothing else but merit everywhere, just pick it up casually.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and reached out to pinch his face.

“Look at you being so smug,” she laughed loudly.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her and chuckled a few times.

“However,” he looked at Qi Yue and asked, “what did you mean by those words just now?”

Qi Yue rolled her eyes and made an “ah” sound.

“What did you mean by calling me yesterday’s yellow flowers in the setting sun?” Chang Yuncheng turned Qi Yue’s face toward him and looked at her. “You actually see me this way in your heart?”

Qi Yue grinned at him.

“Not at all, no no,” she pouted. “Kiss kiss.”

Chang Yuncheng held her face firmly, not letting her come closer.

“Don’t change the subject. Explain this to me clearly,” he said with a snort. “You wicked woman, do you look down on me in your heart?”

Qi Yue looked at him seriously.

“People must first humiliate themselves before others humiliate them,” she said, patting Chang Yuncheng’s solid chest. “Young man, only you can look down on yourself. Others absolutely cannot look down on you.”

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, then burst out laughing.

“Stop talking nonsense!” he laughed, shaking Qi Yue’s head. “Speak human language to me!”

Qi Yue cried out as he shook her.

“I’ve been doing surgery all day and was on duty all night. My head is killing me, and you’re still shaking me!” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng quickly let go, nervously supporting her face.

“You were on duty all night? Then why did you come out? Go sleep right away,” he said.

Qi Yue giggled and snuggled against his chest.

“I was thinking of you so much I couldn’t sleep,” she said.

She felt the vibration from the man’s chest as he laughed heartily.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing more and hugged her tightly.

“So you were hesitating before because of this,” Qi Yue asked.

Chang Yuncheng made a sound of acknowledgment and nuzzled her hair.

“His Majesty gave me two choices,” he said. “One is the capital defense, the other is the Liaodong camp fortress defense. The capital is stable, but…”

“But you’d achieve nothing,” Qi Yue picked up his words. Not only would he achieve nothing, someone like Chang Yuncheng who had his Prince position stripped away would face so much mockery, cold stares, and ridicule. Any man wouldn’t want to or wouldn’t live like that for a lifetime. “But Liaodong is different.”

Chang Yuncheng lowered his head and kissed her forehead.

“Right. Although it seems desolate and dangerous there, it’s always been a place of exile,” he said. “But for me in my current situation, it’s the best opportunity.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“It seems His Majesty is truly your dear Majesty,” she laughed.

Chang Yuncheng also smiled.

“His Majesty has always been good to me,” he said. “This is an opportunity he specifically gave me. It’s just that my status is no longer what it was before. I have to start everything over from the beginning, so I might not return for a very long time, unable to see you, unable to accompany you, and there might not even be letters. I don’t know how to tell you…”

Qi Yue laughed.

“Dummy,” she said. “This is nothing serious. I told you you’re too stupid to speak like us smart people. I’ll just go with you.”

“No way,” Chang Yuncheng refused flatly. “It’s very dangerous there. Besides, I’m not the same as before. I can’t mobilize many people to protect you…”

“Oh my, you’re talking as if I can’t live without you,” Qi Yue said with a snort, reaching out to pinch his face. “Who am I? The sun, a divine physician. How many people worship me, respect me, want to repay me? With one gesture, believers everywhere…”

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“Do I need your protection? If I want to find protection, it’s just a matter of one sentence,” Qi Yue continued. “Alright, such a small matter isn’t even worth mentioning. Stop talking about it – it’s embarrassing.”

“But you’re currently at the height of your fame in the capital…” Chang Yuncheng gently stroked her hair with a slight smile. “His Majesty’s Imperial Medical Academy also relies heavily on you. If you abandon all this to go with me…”

Qi Yue straightened up and looked at him.

“Actually, I’m not that important,” she said. “Whether it’s these seemingly impressive techniques of mine or the pharmaceutical work, they don’t exist dependent on me. Without me, they would appear eventually – it’s just a matter of sooner or later. The pharmaceutical techniques and equipment – I’ve explained them once, and everyone understands them well. I’ve hardly been to the pharmaceutical factory, yet it runs very well. Take Little Prince Sima’s illness, for example – after I performed the surgery, the rest doesn’t need me at all… Or rather, if I wanted to, whether in the capital or elsewhere, I could establish the same thing.”

Having said this, she looked at Chang Yuncheng with a smile.

“But Chang Yuncheng, you are unique, one of a kind, irreplaceable. If I didn’t have you, I’d never have you again,” she said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her, and Qi Yue also looked at him, smiling slightly.

“That’s right, I am irreplaceable. So you’d better follow me for the rest of your life – whether it’s wealth and luxury, treacherous mountains and seas of fire, fine food and drink, or coarse grain and thin gruel, you must follow me,” Chang Yuncheng said, then frowned. “Also, in the future, you can only say such sweet words to me. Don’t smile at other men casually or say pleasing things to them. It’s very annoying…”

Qi Yue laughed loudly. Chang Yuncheng held her head firmly and kissed her deeply.

Chapter 397: And Peace
Freshly ordered tea soup and steamed cakes were brought in.

“Young Master, Madam, there’s a vendor outside selling apricot slices. Would you like a plate?” the waiter asked with a smile.

This type of better tea shop didn’t allow basket vendors to enter, but the waiters would take on some private business.

“Sure,” Qi Yue nodded, glanced at Chang Yuncheng, and asked the waiter, “Do you have any meat dishes?”

The waiter was delighted.

This man had rented this private room – first a eunuch came who didn’t order food, then a woman came who still didn’t order anything substantial. The waiter had thought they weren’t generous customers, but it turned out they simply hadn’t started eating yet.

“Yes, yes,” the waiter nodded eagerly. “We have roasted pork skin, it’s the most famous in all of the capital…”

Qi Yue nodded.

Chang Yuncheng waved his hand at the waiter.

The waiter cheerfully acknowledged the order, and soon all the requested food was brought and arranged on the table.

“Can’t you eat well in the palace?” Chang Yuncheng asked, watching Qi Yue prepare for a hearty meal.

“Not at all,” Qi Yue laughed, pausing with her chopsticks before starting to eat. “The food is very good. How could imperial cuisine be poor?”

After speaking, she was about to eat when she saw Chang Yuncheng still watching her.

“Huh?” she questioned.

“Don’t you have something more to say?” Chang Yuncheng asked, coughing and sitting up straight.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“…Oh,” she laughed in realization, also coughed, and smiled at Chang Yuncheng with narrowed eyes. “However, no matter how good the food is, without you accompanying me, it doesn’t taste good.”

Only then did Chang Yuncheng nod.

“Then eat quickly,” he said.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“What time do you leave tomorrow?” she asked after eating a few bites.

“I’ll leave in the morning,” Chang Yuncheng said. “It’s too early, don’t come to see me off.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“Alright,” she answered readily. “After I finish with Little Prince Sima and the pharmaceutical factory matters, I’ll come over.”

“Don’t rush,” Chang Yuncheng said. “After I arrive, I’ll find a good place to stay in a nearby city.”

He smiled at this.

“Just make it in time for New Year,” he said. “But I don’t have much money left. The furniture, servants, and such will have to depend on you, my lady.”

Qi Yue was taking a sip of tea soup and nearly spat it out upon hearing this.

“No money,” she said, raising her hand to wipe the corner of her mouth. She stared at Chang Yuncheng and pointed around them. “No money, yet you, young master, still come to this kind of place for breakfast! You could have just bought a steamed cake from a street vendor.”

“Although I’m yesterday’s yellow flowers in the setting sun, I still need to eat a decent meal, right? Everyone in the capital is waiting to see me make a fool of myself. How can I let them have their way?” Chang Yuncheng said with a straight face, picking up a piece of meat and throwing it in his mouth to chew fiercely. “You’re paying for this meal.”

Qi Yue laughed loudly.

After eating, they walked out of the tea shop.

“Shall I escort you?” Chang Yuncheng said, looking toward the palace.

Qi Yue nodded.

Chang Yuncheng stepped forward.

“Where’s your horse?” Qi Yue asked.

“No money, so I pawned it,” Chang Yuncheng said, walking straight ahead without looking back.

Qi Yue couldn’t stop laughing and caught up with him.

“Are the clothes and necessities for over there all prepared?”

They chatted while walking.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Mother prepared everything,” he said.

“Your mother must be very sad,” Qi Yue turned to look at him and asked.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and made a sound of acknowledgment, then said no more. Qi Yue didn’t ask further.

The streets were already crowded with people. The two walked through the crowds. Logically, they should have had much to say before parting, but they didn’t say much, just occasionally exchanging various trivial daily reminders. Soon they had reached the imperial street.

There were very few people here.

Chang Yuncheng stopped.

“Go on,” he said.

“Then I won’t see you off,” Qi Yue said.

“Go on, go on,” Chang Yuncheng waved his hand.

Qi Yue looked at him with a smile, nodded, waved at him, then turned and slowly walked toward the palace. She didn’t look back the entire way until she handed over her entry pass at the palace gate, when she finally looked back.

That man was still standing in the same place, looking straight over at her.

Qi Yue waved again and turned to enter.

Seeing the Emperor stop walking, the eunuch behind him quickly raised his hand, and the line of following eunuchs and palace maids all stopped.

A few steps away on the platform below, a young eunuch was leading that woman past.

The woman walked with her head down, looking dispirited.

“Oh my, Miss Qi has finally returned,” a eunuch couldn’t help but say. “They’ve been making a fuss over there for half the day.”

The Emperor said nothing, watching the woman turn down a corridor.

The sickroom converted from the Empress Dowager’s bedroom was very lively.

“…Are you all dead? Think of something quickly!”

“…This is going to hurt him to death…”

“…That An fellow, don’t you dare come near our Little Prince…”

“…Old white-hair, I’m talking to you, stop playing dumb…”

“…Are you imperial physicians all useless?…”

“…Where’s Miss Qi? Where’s Miss Qi? Did she run away because she can’t cure him?”

Qi Yue pushed open the door with a bang.

This sudden sound startled everyone in the room, and they all looked over.

“What’s all this noise? Who let you in here?” Qi Yue swept her gaze over the Sima family members in the room and asked with a frown. “Who let you make loud noises in the sickroom?”

“You…” A man from the Sima family came to his senses and was about to speak with some anger.

“You what? You think you’re in the right?” Qi Yue interrupted him and asked, pointing at him from head to toe. “Have you been disinfected? Are you wearing isolation clothes? You just go in and out of your Little Prince’s sickroom like this? Do you know how dirty you are?”

The man was stunned by her words. Dirty?!

He couldn’t help but look down at himself.

This was a freshly changed robe, made of the finest silk, in the latest style…

Although he was worried about the Little Prince’s illness, he had bathed last night…

“Do you know how many bacteria are on your hands, body, and in the air you breathe out?” Qi Yue continued, then pointed at the others.

The others, especially the women, became more nervous and looked down at themselves.

How outrageous! To say they were dirty!

You, you’re the dirty one!

“All of you, get out! If you dare to barge in like this again, carry your Little Prince and get lost,” Qi Yue shouted.

“You, you, if our Little Prince…” The Sima family members were furious and speechless, also pointing at Qi Yue.

“What about me?” Qi Yue’s voice overwhelmed his, and she laughed coldly. “If I can’t cure your Little Prince, my corpse will have to be carried out, right?”

“Good that you know,” the man said hatefully.

This time Qi Yue didn’t interrupt him, but stepped forward several steps to size up the man.

If it were any other time, having such a beautiful woman look at him this way would make any man proud. But now, he only felt prickly all over.

“Who are you? An immortal? A demon? Buddha? The King of Hell?” Qi Yue laughed. “Since you’re so capable, why do you need to find a doctor? You can just shout at your Little Prince yourself! You tell him to live and he lives – how impressive! If he’s cured, it’s because you’re blessed, because you’re fortunate people blessed by heaven. If he can’t be cured, it becomes my fault? You want to take my life for his? How dare you even think such a thing! I’m telling you, I’m a doctor. Treating illness is our duty, not a crime. If we cure someone, it’s our skill. If we can’t cure them, it’s their fate!”

The Sima family members were all dumbfounded. Even Little Prince Sima’s cries of pain from the next room stopped.

“Aren’t you leaving yet? If you won’t leave,” Qi Yue said, raising her hand and waving. “Doctors, let’s go. Leave this to them.”

She indeed stepped forward as she spoke.

This wicked woman!

The Sima family members trembled with rage.

It was at this moment that the Emperor arrived. Without announcement, he simply stood at the doorway, watching the two confronting sides in the room.

Only then did everyone come to their senses and pay their respects.

“Leave,” the Emperor said simply.

The Sima family members naturally understood what this meant. They bowed their heads in acknowledgment of their wrongdoing and kowtowed before filing out.

“Also,” Qi Yue spoke up again.

Cai Zhong quickly gave her a look – the Emperor had already spoken, so you should stop talking.

Qi Yue naturally didn’t see this.

“In the future, don’t let me see or hear you mistreating my disciples,” she said, looking at the Sima family members.

Taking off her gloves and mask, Qi Yue walked in and looked at the Emperor sitting on the high chair in the main hall of the Empress Dowager’s former bedroom.

“Your Majesty, Little Prince Sima has awakened. His consciousness is clear, blood pressure is normal, and the incision shows no signs of…” she said while bowing.

The Emperor tapped the armrest.

Qi Yue cleverly stopped talking.

“Currently, recovery looks good, but the critical period isn’t over yet,” she said concisely.

“Quite a temper,” the Emperor said.

Qi Yue kept her head lowered.

“This subject has committed a crime,” she said.

“Are you also one who bullies the weak and fears the strong?” the Emperor asked, looking at the woman who stood before him with her head bowed so docilely.

“No,” Qi Yue raised her head. “Because Your Majesty is wise and mighty. Whether this subject has committed a crime or not, Your Majesty judges clearly and wisely in your heart, so whatever this subject says is irrelevant.”

The Emperor covered his face with his hand and laughed.

“You’re really…” he laughed, looking at Qi Yue, wanting to say something but unable to find words.

“This subject comes from the countryside and doesn’t understand rules. I say whatever I think. Those who don’t like me – I don’t need to curry their favor,” Qi Yue said.

The Emperor laughed again.

The room fell silent for a moment.

“After venting your anger, you seem much more spirited,” the Emperor suddenly said, standing up.

Qi Yue looked somewhat puzzled as she watched the Emperor walk down with a eunuch supporting his arm.

When he was about to walk past her, he stopped again and looked at Qi Yue.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Do you always look at people like this?” the Emperor asked.

Qi Yue was startled. Cai Zhong gestured behind her to bow her head.

Oh right, this is the Emperor. One must show reverence and shouldn’t look directly at him so casually.

“Your Majesty, this subject feels this shows respect,” she quickly lowered her head and said.

Respect? This woman always has her own reasoning.

“If it’s about respect, Miss Qi perhaps shouldn’t forget a doctor’s duty for personal matters,” the Emperor said.

He was referring to her abandoning Little Prince Sima to run off.

“Your Majesty, actually, this subject isn’t of much use now. Everything depends on these imperial physicians prescribing medicine and taking pulses…” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

The most refreshing thing about talking to this woman was that she always knew what he was referring to, but…

The Emperor stopped again and turned to look at her.

“Be quiet,” he said.

Qi Yue stopped talking.

The Emperor slowly walked away.

Cai Zhong gestured to Qi Yue that she was being too bold before following after the Emperor.

Hearing the Emperor’s entourage depart outside, Qi Yue breathed a sigh of relief and shook her head.

“Madam,” A’Ru’s voice sounded from outside. “Should we add another layer of abdominal binding now?”

“Let me see. Is he able to sit up with support?” Qi Yue said, stepping outside.

Outside the door, disciples from Qianjin Hall were coming and going, frequently taking out prescriptions to prepare herbal medicines. Under the window, imperial physicians gathered in low discussion, and thick medicinal aromas wafted through the air.

Chapter 398: Terror and Fear
“I don’t dare, I don’t dare…”

Little Prince Sima’s terrified cries came from the room, even mixed with some sobbing.

“It’s alright, don’t be afraid,” Qi Yue said, placing her hand on the Little Prince’s abdomen.

The Little Prince was truly about to cry.

“What are you going to do…” he cried out in a trembling voice, gasping for breath.

“Listen to me, cough,” Qi Yue said, pressing her hands together toward the center.

The Little Prince screamed in fright but successfully coughed.

A’Ru wiped the sweat from his brow.

Little Prince Sima lay back down, his face pale – clearly quite frightened.

“How old are you? Don’t cry like a child,” Qi Yue said, having re-examined the incision, changed the dressing, and tied the abdominal band. She stood up looking at Little Prince Sima with a smile and patted his arm.

Little Prince Sima instinctively shrank his arm back, fear appearing on his face.

This impossibly beautiful woman now appeared to him like a demon.

When he had awakened yesterday, he didn’t know what had happened to him for a moment. He only remembered his stomach hurting so much he nearly died, but was he still alive now? Yet the sensations his body conveyed to him felt as if he were about to die, and then he heard his attendants and concubines crying and shouting as they explained.

He had actually been cut open in the stomach!

Little Prince Sima nearly fainted from fright in that instant. He didn’t dare look at his own stomach, but he could clearly feel that incision…

Looking at the strange iron tubes and bottles hanging from his arm, the people around him wearing white coats with their heads and faces covered…

Everything was an incomprehensible scene…

Before his eyes appeared the image of that woman holding a knife and grinning wickedly as she stabbed it into his stomach…

The woman’s voice berating his attendants and concubines also reached him.

If I cure him, it’s my skill. If I can’t cure him, it’s his fate…

How terrifying! How dare she say such things!

Of course, the key issue wasn’t that she dared to say it, but that no one stopped her when she did!

This was the Empress Dowager’s palace, and he could hear sounds of the Emperor coming and going outside, so this woman had already received permission!

No one would stop her!

Even if she really killed him, it wouldn’t matter!

Someone pushed the door open and entered, the wheelchair squeaking as it turned.

In the past, seeing this person and hearing this sound would make Little Prince Sima as excited as a beast seeing prey, but now he only shuddered.

“There is some abdominal distension,” Old Physician An said. “Master, do you have any good methods?”

Qi Yue waved her hand.

“I don’t. Do whatever you think is best,” she said.

Little Prince Sima watched this old white-haired man who had killed his brother wheel his chair to his feet, open his medicine box, and take out silver needles. A chilling sensation instantly traveled from the soles of his feet to the top of his head.

Father! Help me!

“The critical period has preliminarily passed. Little Prince Sima is recovering well, his gastrointestinal function is good, and he’s already begun eating. Family members can also visit and provide care,” Qi Yue said, flipping through the medical records in her hand.

The Emperor sat before her looking at memorials, not knowing whether he had listened.

“Your Majesty, this subject has finished speaking,” Qi Yue said, closing the book.

“If you’re finished, then wait. No need to remind me,” the Emperor said indifferently, his gaze not leaving the memorial.

Qi Yue pursed her lips inwardly. Watching the Emperor contemplate for a moment before picking up his brush to write a few characters on the memorial – since he was focused on busy reviewing memorials, he could ask about the illness when he was free.

Qi Yue simply lowered her head and looked through her book again.

The room was quiet and silent.

A eunuch entered with his head lowered, glancing at Cai Zhong who stood to the side as if he didn’t exist.

Cai Zhong glared at him and shook his head.

The eunuch looked troubled and had to lower his head, standing silently to the side.

The Emperor set down the memorial and reached for his tea, glancing at the woman on this side.

She stood there, head lowered looking at the book in her hands. Her posture wasn’t particularly good, as she was slightly lifting one foot to scratch her other calf. The hem of her skirt swayed, revealing small embroidered shoes. Her body swayed once, then she stood properly with both feet, her gaze never leaving the book throughout, looking focused yet relaxed and casual.

The Emperor looked around the surroundings. That’s right, this was indeed his palace, not this woman’s living quarters.

“What is it?” the Emperor asked, looking at Cai Zhong.

Qi Yue came to her senses and looked up.

She saw a eunuch step forward.

“Please excuse us, Lord Zhou requests Miss Qi to come, saying there’s something about the illness to discuss…” he said with his head lowered.

Watching Qi Yue hurriedly retreat, the Emperor waved his hand at Cai Zhong.

Cai Zhong understood and quickly went out, returning shortly after.

“Your Majesty, Lord Zhou was lying,” he smiled.

The Emperor looked at him, holding the brush in his hand.

“He was talking about Young Master Chang,” Cai Zhong said.

The Emperor nodded.

“Has he left?” he asked.

“Yes, he left yesterday,” Cai Zhong replied.

The Emperor said nothing.

“Really, Miss Qi doesn’t even know. She must be very sad,” Cai Zhong continued.

“I know,” Qi Yue smiled, looking at Zhou Maochun.

Zhou Maochun was startled.

“You know?” he asked.

“I saw him the day before yesterday,” Qi Yue smiled. “We agreed on it, so I didn’t see him off.”

“What about the marriage?” Zhou Maochun asked.

“No rush, we’ll discuss it later,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Later? When is later? You silly girl, don’t delay yourself for this unreliable man,” Zhou Maochun said with glaring eyes. “He only dares to coax you. See if he dares to come talk to me? If he did, I wouldn’t break his legs!”

Qi Yue smiled and pushed him along.

“Foster father, when he comes to propose marriage, he’ll definitely come to see you,” she smiled.

“That rotten man is just saving face. Wait? How long do we have to wait? Who has time to wait for him?” Zhou Maochun said angrily.

“No rush, no rush, there’s still time,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Who does he think he is? Who wants to wait for him! We won’t wait. Yueniang, tomorrow father will find you a good family…” Zhou Maochun said furiously.

Qi Yue smiled and pushed him along as they walked away.

In early July, the weather was still swelteringly hot. Two eunuchs carrying a basket of candles walked into Ningxiu Palace, their clothes soaked through.

“Are these enough?” they asked.

Two palace maids looked and nodded.

“They’ll have to do for now,” they said.

“Why can’t the Empress Dowager still not sleep at night?” a eunuch couldn’t help asking in a low voice.

The two palace maids nodded.

“The lights must be kept on, and quite a few people must accompany her,” they also said quietly.

The eunuchs looked surprised.

“This is already the ninth day. How can she keep going like this? Find an imperial physician to examine her…” they said.

The two palace maids quickly shushed them.

“Don’t mention imperial physicians here,” they quickly stopped them, waving their hands. “Go quickly, go quickly.”

The two eunuchs hurriedly shrank back and left.

The palace maids lifted the basket and went inside.

The Empress Dowager lay on the bed, half-asleep, with a female official speaking to her in low tones.

“Saw it with my own eyes, walking around the room,” she said.

The Empress Dowager opened her eyes.

“Walking by himself?” she asked.

“Two people were supporting him,” the female official quickly said.

The Empress Dowager sighed and looked mournful again.

“That was deliberately done for you to see,” she said. “From what you’ve told me, Peng’er has been frightened silly these days, just sitting there stupidly, not daring to speak or cry, just doing whatever he’s told…”

The female official quickly comforted her in low tones.

“He seems to be much better,” she said, thinking of what she’d heard over there. “They said the… the stitches could be removed today.”

“What does removing stitches mean?” the Empress Dowager asked, confused.

This female official knew – she had listened to a few more sentences at the time.

“It means taking out the thread that sewed the wound closed,” she quickly answered, gesturing with her hand.

The Empress Dowager looked at her. Wound, sewn closed, thread, knife…

She clutched her chest and turned toward the white porcelain spittoon beside her, dry heaving.

The people in the room became nervously busy again.

In the midst of this chaos, it was announced outside that Prince Julu had arrived.

“Quickly announce him, quickly announce him,” the Empress Dowager called out, clutching her chest.

With these words, a tall, thin man of about fifty entered. He wore simple jade-colored wide-sleeved scholarly robes, and on his head was not a crown but a scholar’s cap. His features were refined and elegant, looking nothing like the wealthy grain warehouse owner that Prince Julu was today, but rather like a teacher.

Prince Julu entered and bowed respectfully.

“I’m grateful for the Empress Dowager’s care of Peng’er…” he said in a trembling voice.

The Empress Dowager interrupted him.

“I’m not worthy, not worthy,” she also cried out, tears in her eyes. “Have you gone to see Peng’er yet?”

Prince Julu shook his head.

“Peng’er has startled Your Majesty and the Empress Dowager. This subject has come first to beg forgiveness…” he said, bowing deeply again.

“Stop bowing, my heart can’t bear it,” the Empress Dowager said, wiping her tears with a handkerchief. “Go see him quickly, go see him quickly. I don’t even know if Peng’er is alive or dead.”

Prince Julu looked up with a shocked expression.

What?

“Master isn’t here?” Old Physician An asked, looking at A’Ru and two disciples carrying trays filled with instruments like knives, scissors, and porcelain bottles.

“Lord Zhou pulled her aside to say a few words, something about Madam Chen having some matter. The mistress left in a hurry,” A’Ru nodded.

Old Physician An nodded, his face showing some worry.

“Don’t worry, Old Physician An,” A’Ru said with a smile. “Removing stitches is very simple. We all know how to do it.”

Old Physician An smiled and shook his head.

“I’m not worried about that. I’m worried about Master,” he said. “Master has seemed absent-minded lately, and her spirits haven’t been good.”

A’Ru smiled.

“That’s because she’s lovesick,” she said in a lowered voice.

Old Physician An finally understood and smiled, shaking his head. He turned his wheelchair and entered the sickroom with A’Ru and the others.

As A’Ru had said, they were very skilled at this.

Watching the last thread being pulled out, Old Physician An couldn’t help but lean in closer to look at the wound.

“This local anesthetic is really powerful,” he said while sighing with admiration.

Just then, hurried footsteps sounded outside the door.

“Who are you people? You can’t enter here…”

“Get out of the way!”

With this shout, someone kicked the door open.

The people inside were startled, and Little Prince Sima, who had been listless, suddenly became alert. He looked toward the door and saw the tall, thin man appearing in the doorway.

“Father! Save your son!” he cried out hoarsely.

With his cry, he struggled to sit up.

Prince Julu’s eyes immediately fell on Old Physician An, and his refined, elegant face darkened.

“Old thing, it’s you again!” he said grimly.

Old Physician An looked at him. Though his expression didn’t change, his breathing became slightly irregular.

“Your Highness, we’re treating the Little Prince…” he said.

Before he could finish speaking, A’Ru suddenly screamed, and the knives and scissors in her hands clattered to the floor.

“It’s split open! It’s split open!” she shouted.

What had split open?

Everyone quickly looked, and saw that on the exposed abdomen of Little Prince Sima, the healing wound had burst open, and colorful intestines were bulging out.

The room immediately filled with screams. Little Prince Sima was half-sitting, and instinctively looked down at his abdomen when he heard the commotion – this was the first time he had looked at his own stomach in all these days…

So that’s what intestines look like…

Little Prince Sima’s eyes rolled back and he fainted.

Chapter 399: Starting Over
Many people rushed in, with screams growing louder and louder in their ears.

“An Jinzhong! Look what you’ve done!”

“An Jinzhong, what’s happened to my son?”

Old Physician An retreated several steps, looking at the man before him in a daze.

Men were shouting, and beside them women were running around frantically, rushing toward the bed.

“Heavens, Kun’er! Kun’er!”

“Little Prince, Little Prince!”

“You quack doctor! You said you could cure him!”

Women’s cries and wails, and someone rushed forward, beating and shaking him.

Old Physician An felt difficulty breathing. He retreated step by step, looking at the bed.

On the bed with its brocade flowers, that small infant was pale and limp-limbed.

How could this be?

It couldn’t be…

The medicine he used was correct…

“An Jinzhong!” Prince Julu grabbed his collar, eyes red with fury, shaking him violently. “This prince listened to you! Listened to everything you said! You said you could cure him! This prince heard it clearly! Tell me, what’s happening now?”

I don’t know… I don’t know…

I should have been right…

I was right…

“Can you cure him or not?” Prince Julu shouted. “Can you or can’t you?”

Can or can’t?

Can or can’t?

Old Physician An felt difficulty breathing. He turned to look at the bed where women knelt beside it, beating the bed and crying bitterly, the infant convulsing continuously…

I was right… wasn’t I?

Can… can’t…

“An Jinzhong! Can you cure him or not!”

“An Jinzhong! Say something!”

The accusations beside his ear grew louder and louder, until finally Old Physician An’s ears only heard this phrase thundering past like a roar, and before his eyes was only that child lying on the bed, continuously convulsing.

“I cannot cure him…” he finally closed his eyes.

“An Jinzhong! You must take responsibility for what you’ve said! For the sake of your face, you made my son suffer this torment! He would have been better off reborn earlier!”

“An Jinzhong! You waste!”

“An Jinzhong! Go die!”

“An Jinzhong! You deserve this lifetime, next lifetime, for all lifetimes to be despised by everyone!”

Old Physician An clutched his chest, wanting to retreat, but his body’s weakness made him suddenly wake up. He saw that Prince Julu before him was already an old man, and he himself was a person sitting in a wheelchair, unable even to retreat freely.

“An Jinzhong! What’s happening here?” Prince Julu had already grabbed his collar and demanded.

What’s happening?

An Jinzhong turned his head to look.

The people who had followed in at the door all looked in terror at the bedside, while A’Ru crouched on the ground, trembling all over.

“It’s split open! It’s split open!” she repeated, frantically looking around. “Miss Qi! Qi Yue! Qi Yue! What should we do! What should we do?”

She had followed Qi Yue and was among the earliest to be exposed to these things. She was stronger than Hu San, not afraid of blood and flesh. Though she couldn’t compare to disciples with medical backgrounds like Zhang Tong, she possessed nursing techniques they lacked. She had always thought she was afraid of nothing, but in reality, she was only fearless when that woman was present.

“An Jinzhong! Are you going to kill another of my sons?” Prince Julu looked at the bed, that terrifying sight making his liver and gallbladder split with fear, roaring hoarsely. He raised his hand into a fist. “If you can’t cure him, why did you try to cure him!”

His fist didn’t come down because Old Physician An raised his hand to block it desperately.

“I can cure him!” he said, looking at Prince Julu.

“You can cure people to death! You can cure nothing! You can cure? How can you cure?” Prince Julu shouted, applying more force with his hand.

But Old Physician An still blocked him.

“I can,” he said, raising his voice, his expression determined.

Prince Julu was slightly stunned. Old Physician An forcefully pushed him away, turned his wheelchair toward the bedside.

“Needle and thread!” he shouted.

Hearing the commotion, the disciples outside had already run over. The scene in the room terrified them too.

“All irrelevant people get out!” Old Physician An commanded.

The chaotic crying and screaming subsided somewhat.

Prince Julu looked at Old Physician An. Old Physician An also looked at him.

“I can cure him! Now, all irrelevant people get out!” Old Physician An said.

Prince Julu looked at him, his face ashen.

“An Jinzhong, you’ve said these words before,” he said word by word.

Old Physician An looked at him.

“I didn’t just say it before, I’m saying it now, and I’ll say it in the future, always saying it,” he said. Having said this, he no longer paid attention to these people, turned around and extended his hand. “Disinfectant, gloves.”

A’Ru was still crouching on the ground, but this had become subconscious habit. She couldn’t help but stand up.

“This is nothing, just a wound dehiscence. We’ve seen plenty on the battlefield,” a disciple came to his senses and shouted loudly, trying to comfort everyone in the room.

“Right, right,” other disciples also reacted. Master had said the first priority was to calm emotions, lest they be harmed by fear and delay the illness and themselves.

With their comfort and explanations, the atmosphere in the room relaxed somewhat.

A’Ru had already taken the disinfectant to clean Old Physician An’s hands and put on gloves.

“Old white-hair! Our Little Prince is about to die! And you still…”

Prince Julu’s attendant shouted, reaching out to strike Old Physician An.

“Get out!” Old Physician An turned and roared.

This voice was thunderous with rage, and the room suddenly fell quiet.

“The person isn’t dead yet! There’s still hope for rescue! Can be rescued! Will be rescued!” Old Physician An roared. “Irrelevant people get out!”

“Old thing, do you think you’re still the Academy Judge?” The attendant came to his senses, his face red with shame and anger.

“Get out!” Prince Julu roared.

“Right, get out!” the attendant quickly shouted again.

“I’m telling you to get out,” Prince Julu looked at him and roared.

The attendant was stunned, somewhat at a loss.

“All of you get out!” Prince Julu roared.

Now all the attendants understood, hesitated briefly, and hurriedly left.

The suffocating atmosphere in the room suddenly lightened.

Prince Julu stood there, watching the people by the bed.

“Wake him up,” Old Physician An said.

Without asking why, a disciple immediately took golden needles and performed anti-shock acupuncture. In a moment, Little Prince Sima awakened.

Here, Old Physician An had already used disinfected auxiliary materials to handle the protruding intestines.

The awakened Little Prince Sima was momentarily confused, then about to cry out. Before he could cry out, a porcelain bottle was brought to his nostrils by Old Physician An.

The smell was pungent and spicy. Little Prince Sima sneezed heavily.

A chorus of low exclamations sounded in the room.

But these exclamations were full of joy.

“It went back in!” a disciple said, pointing to the intestines that had returned to the abdominal cavity.

“…Change the thread,” Old Physician An said without stopping his work.

“Is this thread still too thin?” A’Ru asked.

Old Physician An nodded.

A disciple passed over another tray.

“Look at this one,” he said.

Old Physician An selected one from it, and accompanied by Little Prince Sima’s terrified cries, began to fly needle and thread.

Such terrifying news spread quickly.

“What? The stomach burst open again?” the Empress Dowager asked in a trembling voice.

“Yes, yes, the intestines all flowed out…” a palace maid said, trembling all over.

Terrifying! Terrifying!

Intestines, flowing out…

This palace was unlivable…

This time the Empress Dowager didn’t even have time to dry heave before her eyes rolled back and she fainted.

The Emperor’s steps were probably the fastest they’d ever been, with the eunuchs beside him all trotting to keep up.

“…has already been caught up with… said she went out for a bit…” Cai Zhong said while running.

The Emperor’s face was expressionless, showing no joy or anger. His hands were clasped behind his back, his robe corners flying as he strode rapidly.

Turning a corner, he saw Qi Yue also running toward them.

“Your Majesty…” she called out.

The Emperor stopped to look at her.

“I’ll go see the patient first. Your Majesty can settle accounts with me later!” Qi Yue shouted, running past the Emperor.

This bold woman!

The Emperor gritted his teeth and continued walking.

A woman could run so fast!

When the Emperor reached the Empress Dowager’s palace, he saw that woman standing motionless outside the door.

Dead?

The Emperor’s face darkened slightly. His hands, clasped behind his back, loosened and fell to his sides as he quickened his pace. The eunuchs had already dispersed Prince Julu’s watching attendants.

The Emperor stood behind Qi Yue.

Qi Yue sensed him, turned to look at him, her eyes glistening with tears, her expression both sad and joyful.

This was the first time seeing this woman with such an expression. The Emperor was slightly stunned.

“People must pay the price for what they do. What’s the use of crying? Being afraid now is too late,” he said indifferently.

“Who’s afraid? Afraid of what?” Qi Yue said, turning again to look into the room. “Old Physician An is doing so well.”

What? The Emperor frowned and looked over too.

The room’s door was wide open. At a glance, one could see the old man by the bed with his head lowered, concentrating on his needlework, with disciples beside him either passing scissors or wiping with cotton.

A’Ru stood at the head of the bed, holding Little Prince Sima’s hand and blocking his view.

“…The first time I assisted my mistress in surgery, I was so scared I vomited…”

“…Really, I know, though it’s not on my own body, every time I look it’s like it’s on my own body…”

“…Everyone gets scared… but, Little Prince, don’t worry, you’ll be fine…”

The atmosphere in the room wasn’t as terrifying as rumored outside. What they were doing now wasn’t facing a burst wound, but rather as if they were doing routine dressing changes and medication.

Prince Julu stood to the side with a grim expression.

“Your Majesty, look how capable they are…” Qi Yue murmured. “So you see, they are the hope, the predecessors, the great physicians…”

The Emperor frowned.

“Aren’t you going in?” he demanded in a low voice.

Qi Yue pursed her lips and only then went in.

Seeing her enter, the disciples all called out “Master,” and Prince Julu looked over with some surprise.

“Master, please take over…” Old Physician An said hurriedly.

Qi Yue walked over to look, then shook her head.

“No need, you’re doing very well. Tie a knot, it can be cut now,” she said.

Old Physician An nodded without saying more and did as instructed.

Master? Prince Julu snorted and looked this woman up and down.

So this was that so-called divine physician lady.

Divine physician? Doctor?

“How do you practice medicine? Do you become a doctor just by talking? Why weren’t you watching the patient!” he immediately darkened his face and demanded.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“Your Highness has quite a loud voice,” she said. “You came in with such a shout that you scared your son’s wound into splitting open. Is this concern or cruelty? Are you really his father?”

What?

Prince Julu looked utterly shocked.

Outside the door, the Emperor turned away, a suppressed smile at the corner of his mouth.

Chapter 400: Same Illness
After the anesthetic, Little Prince Sima fell asleep, but his hand still held onto A’Ru’s without letting go.

“Pry it open,” Qi Yue said after a glance.

A’Ru smiled somewhat embarrassedly. Hu San quickly stepped forward and indeed pried it open, during which A’Ru couldn’t help but suck in cold air and hiss in pain.

Looking at A’Ru’s hand, A’Hao couldn’t help but let out a low cry.

Her hand was covered in blue and red marks from being gripped.

“Go have an imperial physician check if there’s anything wrong with the bones,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

Hu San took A’Ru’s hand without question and walked away quickly.

Here, Little Prince Sima, having lost his support while under anesthesia, began to grow restless and anxious.

A’Hao, who was standing nearby, instinctively placed her hand over.

Little Prince Sima gripped it tightly and finally calmed down.

“He’s so spoiled,” Qi Yue frowned. “Go find a stick for him to hold.”

A’Hao couldn’t help but smile.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” she said. “Madam, you all go busy yourselves. I can’t help with other things, but I can keep him calm so he doesn’t tear the wound open again.”

Without pain pumps available and unable to use too much anesthetic, Little Prince Sima had endured a second suturing with both physical and psychological pressure – this was the only way.

Qi Yue nodded, instructed several nursing disciples about precautions, and walked out.

In the room here, both Prince Julu and Old Physician An sat quietly.

Qi Yue didn’t look at them, took the charcoal stick handed to her by a disciple behind her, and had two disciples bring over a white board.

“…Wound dehiscence is one of the postoperative complications…” she said, reaching out to write and draw on the white board while explaining.

Prince Julu couldn’t understand the drawings and didn’t quite comprehend the explanation, looking somewhat bewildered.

Old Physician An listened seriously and attentively.

The white board quickly filled with sketches showing how wounds changed under various patient reactions.

“…Coughing, breath-holding, violent movements… sudden increase in intra-abdominal pressure… then… bang…”

Qi Yue said, turning around to make a splitting gesture, still holding the charcoal stick between her fingers.

Before Prince Julu’s eyes appeared the terrifying scene he had witnessed upon entering the room. He couldn’t help but close his eyes slightly.

“This is my explanation to you,” Qi Yue said, tossing the charcoal stick over.

A disciple caught it precisely.

“Your son’s wound split open due to emotional agitation upon seeing you, excessive movement causing breath-holding and increased abdominal pressure,” Qi Yue turned to look at Prince Julu. “If he had followed medical orders, this wouldn’t have happened, so we once again saved your son’s life.”

Having said this, Qi Yue gave him a slight smile.

“No need to thank us, this is what we should do,” she said.

So a beauty’s smile wasn’t always pleasing to the eye!

Prince Julu came to understand this truth.

He looked at this woman who smiled without warmth, his face darkening further.

“What you should do? This is what you should do?” he began, looking at Qi Yue. “I heard you were treating my son, so why are you only coming now? Is this what you should do?”

“Your Highness, my master has family matters…” Old Physician An couldn’t help but speak up.

Qi Yue raised her hand to stop him.

“The Little Prince’s illness has been taken over by my disciple,” she said, looking at Prince Julu. “I’m not boasting, but this disciple of mine…”

She pointed to Old Physician An, “Has exceptional talent and superior medical skills. If he hadn’t been interrupted halfway through his career, the Little Prince’s illness wouldn’t have required my intervention from the start – he alone would have been sufficient.”

Calling him disciple repeatedly, praising his exceptional talent repeatedly!

Every word implied that Prince Julu’s family had ruined her disciple!

When Old Physician An was establishing his reputation and career, you weren’t even born yet! Yet she spoke as if she had personally trained this disciple!

However, where did this An fellow find such an ignorant, fearless, and arrogant woman who seemed to be indulged by both the Emperor and Empress Dowager?

“Whether there’s talent or not, it’s still early to say,” Prince Julu stood up, gave a cold laugh, and walked away.

He wasn’t giving face to these two people – he was giving face to His Majesty and the Empress Dowager. But if something really happened…

Then this time, no one’s face would be able to save these two people’s lives!

Prince Julu was stopped outside the sickroom door.

“This prince doesn’t care about your ridiculous medical orders. This prince only knows that this prince’s son is inside, and this prince wants to enter,” he said sternly.

The disciples at the door exchanged helpless glances.

Voices came from inside the room.

“Father, Father…”

“Little Prince, don’t be afraid, don’t be afraid.”

“You’re not the one whose stomach was cut open, of course you’re not afraid!”

“Little Prince, I’ve also been cut open…”

The room fell silent, and the people outside were also stunned. Prince Julu stopped his hand that was about to push the door.

“What?” Little Prince Sima looked at the maid by the bed, somewhat surprised.

“I had a… um… something called a spleen inside my stomach before…” A’Hao said, placing her hand on her abdomen. “It was kicked and damaged, and I almost died. It was my mistress who cut open my stomach and sewed up the broken part, and that’s how I got better.”

Little Prince Sima looked at her with disbelief.

How could that be possible?

A’Hao looked around. Two disciples had gone to prepare medicine, and she was the only one in the room now.

“Little Prince, don’t tell anyone after you see this,” she said in a low voice, reaching to untie her clothes, lifting the hem to expose her bare abdomen.

Little Prince Sima’s eyes widened as he saw the scar running from this young maid’s stomach to her waist, particularly gruesome against her jade-white skin.

Being exposed before an unfamiliar man, A’Hao’s face flushed red, and she quickly lowered her clothes.

“Little Prince, look, I’m perfectly fine now,” she said. “So don’t be afraid. Just listen to our mistress, and you’ll definitely be fine. You’ll recover quickly. Our mistress is a doctor who saves people – she won’t harm you.”

“…Were you afraid then?” Little Prince Sima suddenly asked.

Compared to his earlier restlessness, his mood had calmed considerably.

“I didn’t know at the time,” A’Hao said with a red face, then nodded. “But later, after I woke up, I was very scared.”

“Does this…” Little Prince Sima extended a finger, pointing fearfully at A’Hao’s abdomen, “hurt?”

A’Hao patted it.

Little Prince Sima shuddered with fright.

“It doesn’t hurt,” A’Hao smiled, showing two small canine teeth. “It doesn’t hurt at all.”

Having said this, she lowered her voice again, looking around somewhat embarrassedly.

“But I’m still a little scared in my heart,” she said quietly.

Little Prince Sima made a sound of understanding.

“How long have you had this?”

Low conversation came from inside the room.

Prince Julu took a deep breath, withdrew his hand from the door, and walked away.

The two disciples guarding the door exchanged glances, both puzzled and relieved.

At this moment, Qi Yue was kneeling before the Emperor.

“There’s something I’ve never been able to understand,” he said, looking at the submissive woman kneeling before him, touching his brow. “Actually, you’re doing good deeds, treating illness and saving lives without any selfish motive. But why can’t you make people grateful to you? Why is it that when you’re clearly doing good deeds, you always make the other party angry? They can’t even feel grateful if they want to?”

Qi Yue hadn’t expected his first words to be about this. Upon hearing this, she couldn’t help but touch her ear.

“It seems like it really is this way,” she smiled. “Probably because I’m very annoying.”

The Emperor looked at her without smiling or speaking.

Qi Yue’s smile became somewhat awkward.

“What exactly are you rushing toward?” the Emperor suddenly asked. “Why can’t you do things calmly and leisurely?”

Qi Yue looked up at him, her expression somewhat enlightened.

Yes, indeed, she always seemed very hasty and aggressive, so very impulsive and reckless…

Yes, what was she rushing toward?

Rushing for this dream to wake up?

“You seem very bold, but what are you actually afraid of in your panic?” the Emperor said, throwing the memorial in his hand onto the table.

The sound made Qi Yue, who had been somewhat lost in thought, come back to her senses.

“Oh right,” she suddenly straightened up. “I thought of it.”

The Emperor looked at her. What new trick was she going to say?

“I’m rushing to leave the palace and go back,” Qi Yue said hurriedly.

The Emperor sighed.

“Qi Yueniang!” he said with a frown.

Before he could finish, Qi Yue interrupted.

“Your Majesty, Madam Chen seems to be in bad condition,” she said hastily.

The Emperor was slightly stunned.

Watching the woman rush out the door, the Emperor turned to look at Cai Zhong.

“Your Majesty, this old slave doesn’t know. These past days, Madam Chen has been staying home with her doors closed. This old slave didn’t have people specifically…” Cai Zhong said hurriedly while kneeling. “This old slave is negligent and guilty.”

The Emperor shook his head, indicating for him to rise.

“Go take a look,” he said.

Cai Zhong kowtowed in thanks and hurried out.

The great hall fell quiet. The Emperor reached up to touch his brow, looking toward the hall entrance.

“Your Majesty, I’m going to die.”

The Emperor frowned, lowered his hand, and the illusion before his eyes and in his ears disappeared.

“It seems this woman who has been full of lies since childhood has finally told the truth for once,” he smiled and said, lowering his hand and picking up another memorial to read. After one glance, he stopped again and frowned once more. “But what illness kills so quickly? Is it heaven’s will to die, or is it human will to die?”

Yes, what illness could be so fatal so quickly?

Qi Yue rushed toward Chen Shi’s residence.

The matter had been very sudden for her. Early this morning, after making rounds and arranging for stitch removal, Zhou Maochun had suddenly exclaimed.

“What day is today?” he asked.

A disciple told him.

“Oh no, this is bad,” Zhou Maochun slapped his leg and pulled Qi Yue along.

“What’s wrong?” Qi Yue asked in confusion.

“That Madam Chen of yours is going to die today,” Zhou Maochun said.

Qi Yue was dumbfounded.

“How is she suddenly going to die?” she asked stammering.

“She was going to die anyway, and now it’s time,” Zhou Maochun said matter-of-factly.

Qi Yue took a deep breath and understood.

“So you and she have been deceiving me all along?” she asked.

“It’s not my business. I listen to the patient – she wanted to deceive you,” Zhou Maochun waved his hand.

Qi Yue pulled him along without question, but just as they left the palace gates, she was called back, so she could only have Zhou Maochun go first.

The carriage moved quickly, jolting once, and Qi Yue came to her senses. She lifted the carriage curtain and saw Chen Shi’s residence right before her.

Zhou Maochun might deceive her about someone not being sick, but he wouldn’t deceive her about someone dying. Since he had said it, it meant Chen Shi was really going to die.

Going to die?

Before the carriage came to a complete stop, Qi Yue jumped down and rushed inside.

Chapter 401: Connected
Ever since that day, Qi Yue and Chen Shi had barely seen each other a few times. Later, being busy with the medicine factory affairs and Little Prince Sima’s matters, she hardly returned home at all, only having someone come daily to report her safety.

Stepping through the door now, she discovered that things seemed to have changed greatly – all those servant women in the household were nowhere to be seen.

Zhou Maochun was walking out.

“Foster father,” Qi Yue called out hurriedly.

“Oh, you’ve come. No need to rush – she won’t die just yet. Tomorrow morning, more or less,” Zhou Maochun said.

Qi Yue stamped her foot.

“Foster father!” she called out.

Zhou Maochun made a couple of grunting sounds.

“I know, I know. You should prepare yourself for grief,” he said.

“Is there truly no hope?” Qi Yue asked.

Zhou Maochun looked at her and shook his head.

“You’re also a physician yourself. Don’t you know what it means when a physician says these words?” Zhou Maochun said. After speaking, he felt something was wrong – those physicians with poor skills often said such things, so he hurriedly added, “When a physician like me says these words, it means…”

But then he remembered that he had previously said people couldn’t be saved, like Madam Xie with the throat obstruction, yet Qi Yue had managed to save her life. So what should he say?

While he was struggling with this, Qi Yue stamped her foot, unable to bother with him, and ran inside.

Cai Qing heard the commotion and stood outside the door waiting. Seeing her, she bowed with tears in her eyes.

Qi Yue stepped into the room.

The room was the same as always, except there was no longer any medicinal smell.

Qi Yue paused at the doorway for a moment, as if afraid of disturbing Chen Shi, and lightened her footsteps.

“Aunt…” she called out.

Chen Shi stirred and turned her head.

“Yueniang, you’ve come?” she asked.

Chen Shi’s appearance was unchanged, wearing light makeup and a gentle smile, except for her eyes…

“Aunt, you… you can’t see anymore?” Qi Yue stepped forward and waved her hand in front of Chen Shi.

Her gaze had no focus whatsoever.

“It’s alright, I can still hear,” Chen Shi said with a smile, reaching out her hand.

Qi Yue quickly took it and sat down on the kang.

She couldn’t believe at all that someone in this condition would lose her life tomorrow morning.

Or was this… a final surge of energy before death?

She couldn’t help but reach out to take her pulse.

Chen Shi smiled and pulled down her hand.

“No need. It’s real – I know my own life,” she smiled. “This isn’t an illness. It’s accumulated poison from years past.”

Poisoning?

“What poison?” Qi Yue asked. “How is it that there’s no way to cure it?”

Chen Shi smiled without speaking.

Given Chen Shi’s position, if she truly wanted to find something, what in the world couldn’t be found? That meant there was no cure.

“The people here don’t know, but perhaps I do. Tell me what poison it is,” Qi Yue gripped Chen Shi’s hand tightly.

You people? Here?

“Let’s not talk about this. It’s nothing. I should have died long ago,” Chen Shi smiled, not picking up this topic.

“What do you mean ‘should have died long ago’? Which person deserves to die?” Qi Yue said anxiously.

“People say that my father once wanted to use poison to harm others, and later I also used poison to try to harm people. So now, dying this way is most fitting,” Chen Shi smiled.

“Past events are past events – they have nothing to do with the present,” Qi Yue said urgently.

“How can they have nothing to do with it?” Chen Shi shook her head, looking at Qi Yue with her unseeing eyes. “Without the past, how could there be the present? Without your relatives, how could there be you?”

Qi Yue looked at Chen Shi.

The room fell silent for a moment.

“I still have to try,” Qi Yue said, about to stand up.

Chen Shi held her back.

“Yueniang, Chang Yuncheng has already left, hasn’t he?” she asked.

“Yes,” Qi Yue answered. “But I’ll go find him soon.”

“What if I asked you to promise me not to go?” Chen Shi asked.

Qi Yue sat back down.

“Alright. I promise you,” she said readily.

Chen Shi was stunned for a moment, as if she hadn’t expected this answer, yet seemed to have expected it.

“This way I can die peacefully?” she said with a bitter smile.

“I’d rather you live unpeacefully, Aunt,” Qi Yue said. “Aunt, at this time, please don’t make trouble. Let’s quickly think of ways to save your life.”

Chen Shi let go of her and lay back down, a weak smile on her face.

“Yueniang, so many people have died…” she murmured. “Only you remain… how can you not want the past?”

Qi Yue’s heart skipped a beat.

She could certainly not want the past, because she wasn’t Qi Yueniang.

“Yueniang, you stay in the capital. Don’t go looking for Chang Yuncheng again,” Chen Shi looked at her again. “I’m doing this for your own good.”

Qi Yue sighed.

“Why? Aunt, what reason is there that I must be separated from the person I like?” she asked.

Chen Shi looked at her.

“For your bloodline, for your clan,” she said, reaching out to grasp Qi Yue’s hand again. “Yueniang, you must take back everything your clan and bloodline lost. That belongs to you, to your family!”

“Aunt, the things in this world – what’s yours is yours. If it’s lost, that means it wasn’t yours. Better not to force it. The most important thing is to protect what you already have,” Qi Yue said, lowering her head for a moment before raising it again. “I’ll say it again – I am Qi Yueniang, merely the fatherless and motherless Qi Yueniang.”

Chen Shi shook off her hand.

“Has the blood in your body flowed in vain?” she said in a trembling voice.

“No. I live happily, joyfully, uprightly and cleanly. This doesn’t betray this body of flesh and blood, so this blood hasn’t flowed in vain,” Qi Yue said, reaching out to take Chen Shi’s hand. “Aunt, you should let go too.”

Chen Shi trembled slightly.

“They bore you for nothing, raised you for nothing… Why didn’t you die with them in the fire back then? Your relatives – why did they want you to live?” she suddenly raised her voice.

Though Chen Shi couldn’t see, Qi Yue still smiled slightly at her.

“I think they simply wanted me to live,” she said.

Chen Shi was stunned, and the figure of Old Madam Chang appeared before her eyes.

“What do I want? I want nothing. What is there to want? I only want her to live well!” Old Madam Chang turned around, looked at her, and said calmly.

“How can that be acceptable?” She stepped forward and grabbed Old Madam Chang’s hand. “Mother-in-law, she is her! She is the only bloodline of their family! The palace is selecting new people. Mother-in-law, you needn’t worry. I can get her into the palace. Mother-in-law, let her enter the palace. Let the Princess enter the palace. That belongs to the Princess…”

Old Madam Chang shook her off.

“Xue Niang, you’ve gone mad,” she said. “That belongs to the Princess. But not to Yueniang. It’s all in the past, all in the past. Don’t think about it anymore!”

“No! The Princess has been waiting! The Princess is unwilling! The Princess let her live – she can’t have lived for nothing!” Chen Shi grabbed Old Madam Chang’s hand again. “I can give it to her. I can give her the chance to enter the palace…”

“The Empress and Princess don’t want unwillingness! After all these years, they’ve long been willing. Xue Niang, wake up! It’s you who’s unwilling, not them!” Old Madam Chang grabbed her hand and said sternly. “They want nothing anymore. They only want this one child to live well! I’ll give her the entire Marquis Dingxi estate, so she can live without worry! That’s enough! The Empress and the others can rest in peace!”

Not enough!

Not enough!

How could this be enough!

You people just want to trap them. Trap them to death! You just don’t want them to live!

Chen Shi suddenly waved her hand, and the illusion before her eyes disappeared, replaced by complete darkness.

“Yueniang, listen to me. Of course I also want you to live. And to live well,” she said, reaching out to grab Qi Yue’s hand again. “Yueniang, I do this for your sake. Why can’t you understand?”

Qi Yue’s hand moved away, and Chen Shi, unable to see, grasped at empty air.

“Though this shouldn’t be said, especially at this time, but…” she said, “Aunt, I think all you’ve done isn’t really for me, but for yourself.”

Chen Shi’s expression paused slightly, then she smiled again, reaching up to stroke her heart.

“For me? I’m doing this for me?” she said, laughing through tears.

“Isn’t that so?” Qi Yue looked at her. “For your obsession, or for your own sense of loyalty, you’re determined to achieve your own wishes. What does this have to do with me? Have you ever cared about my obsessions, my wishes?”

Chen Shi looked at her and smiled again, then the smile faded.

“I’m a bad person in your eyes, aren’t I?” she said. “Then, let this bad person do bad things to the end. Yueniang, do you know how your relatives, your father died? Do you know who you really are? If you don’t leave, I’ll take this matter to my grave. No second person in this world will know. But if you don’t listen to me…”

She stopped here, took a deep breath, and slightly raised her head from the pillow to look in Qi Yue’s direction.

“I will tell this matter to my family. Then, Yueniang, I can guarantee that you absolutely won’t live, let alone go looking for Chang Yuncheng,” Chen Shi said word by word.

Qi Yue’s expression froze as she looked at Chen Shi.

The room fell into suffocating silence.

Just then, the door was pushed open.

“Who?” Chen Shi was startled and sat up suddenly, shouting. “Is that Cai Qing?”

Qi Yue turned to see the old lady walking in step by step.

“It’s me,” she said slowly.

Chen Shi’s face remained terrified, her unseeing eyes looking in the direction of the voice.

“Aunt? Where’s Cai Qing? Where’s Cai Qing? How did you get in? When did you arrive? What did you hear?” she asked in rapid succession.

Old Madam of Duke Deqing walked over and sat down nearby. She seemed very tired from walking and caught her breath.

Qi Yue looked at her, but from beginning to end, she never once looked at Qi Yue, as if there was no such person in the room.

“Don’t worry. I’ve secured this place – no one can enter casually. Rest assured,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said.

Chen Shi’s face went ashen as she leaned back, turned her head, and closed her mouth.

“You needn’t worry either. I’m not here to ask you anything, nor do I need you to answer me anything,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said. “Haven’t you always wanted to know how your father died? I’m here now to tell you.”

Chen Shi smiled and closed her eyes.

“I’ve wanted to tell you this for a long time, but you never wanted to listen to us, never wanted to hear anyone speak, never wanted to hear anything that didn’t suit your wishes,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said, smiling at this point. “Now you can’t move, can’t run away, and can finally listen to me speak quietly.”

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment and turned to leave.

“You child, stay put as well,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing called out to her.

Qi Yue stopped.

“I know you don’t want to listen either, but still listen. Good words or bad words, this is the last time,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said.

Chapter 402: Passing Away
How did your father die?

Chen Shi lay on the pillow with her eyes closed, dazed for a moment.

“Mother, Mother.”

A small body swayed as it slipped through the bed curtains and climbed onto the bed.

The woman on the bed reached out to her with a sickly smile.

“Xue Niang, where did you go to play?” she asked gently, coughing several times after speaking this sentence.

“Mother, eat sweet cake.” The little girl held up half a pastry to the woman’s mouth.

The woman gently took a bite and smiled, praising how delicious it was.

“The Empress gave it to me, only for me to eat,” the child said in her sweet voice with some pride.

The smile faded from the woman’s face.

“Xue Niang, don’t eat their things anymore…” she said, gripping the child’s soft wrist. “They killed your father. Don’t eat their things…”

The pastry fell from the little girl’s hand to the floor.

“Mother, Mother. Don’t die…”

The child woke from her nightmare crying in anguish, and a pair of hands reached out in time to gently pat and comfort her.

“Xue Niang, don’t be afraid. Xue Niang, don’t be afraid.” A soft female voice drifted over.

The child saw the concerned face of a woman through her dazed state.

The night palace was not empty. Several floor lamps flickered, and gentle female voices came intermittently through the window lattice.

“…Now that her mother is gone, the child has been misled into saying a few unpleasant words. She’s so young, what does she understand? How is this disobedient? Why are you getting angry…”

“…How her father died – others may not be clear, but aren’t we clear?”

The little girl lying in the inner room covered her mouth with her hand, forcibly swallowing back the breath that reached her throat, and curled up into a ball holding her quilt.

Chen Shi’s hand clutched at her clothing, feeling as if she couldn’t catch her breath.

This breath had been pressing on her chest ever since that time. No matter how she tried to exhale, she couldn’t get it out.

“I understand those grand principles, but some things in this world simply have no reason,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing ignored Chen Shi’s distress and exhaled, saying calmly, “The victor is king, the defeated are bandits. The Great Zhou imperial clan should not have continued to exist.”

“Yes, we lost, lost. It’s not that we can’t accept defeat,” Chen Shi spoke up, lying without moving. “But the hatred of a father’s murder is irreconcilable – there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Nothing wrong, quite right,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing nodded, looking at Chen Shi. “What’s wrong is mistaking the enemy for a benefactor, and the benefactor for an enemy.”

She snorted with laughter at this point, feeling somewhat tired, so she put her feet up on the kang and leaned against the other side.

“Xue Niang, how did our Chen family gain its current honor and favor?” she said.

A faint smile appeared at the corners of Chen Shi’s mouth. She didn’t speak, and Old Madam of Duke Deqing didn’t expect her to.

“Xue Niang, do you think it’s because your main branch did wrong things, were remnants of the previous dynasty, so His Majesty elevated the Western Chen to suppress the Eastern Chen, and our glory was gained by trampling on your father’s dignity?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing continued.

At this point, she also smiled.

“You think your father died trying to save Emperor Renzong Jing, but have you ever seen the bodies of your father and Emperor Jing?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said, lowering her voice.

Chen Shi’s wooden expression finally wavered, and her breathing became rapid.

“Everyone says your father died trying to save Emperor Jing, but have you ever seen a rescuer and rescued person both pierced through by the same long sword?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said slowly.

What?

Chen Shi suddenly sat up, her blank, unseeing eyes looking toward Old Madam of Duke Deqing.

“You think Emperor Taizu wanted to kill Emperor Jing, and your father died protecting Emperor Jing?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing continued. “Wrong. Your father indeed wanted to protect someone, but that definitely wasn’t Emperor Jing. He knew the dragon boat absolutely could not dock. This world was no longer the Great Zhou’s world. Rather than put Emperor Taizu in a difficult position, rather than let others do this deed, he preferred to do it himself! He was also very happy to do it! Willingly did it!”

Chen Shi gasped heavily, clutching her chest, her already bloodless face beginning to turn azure.

“Your father didn’t die for Emperor Renzong Jing, didn’t die for the Great Zhou, but for himself. He chose this path himself. No one forced him, no one harmed him. On the contrary, he harmed quite a few people,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing exhaled and said calmly. “Because of his death, some felt guilty, some harbored secret resentment, some grieved, some sneered, some were determined to repay the debt, others were determined to seek revenge. He died clean and finished with everything.”

Chen Shi shook her head.

“No, no, liar,” she said in a trembling voice.

“You see, I told you – you refuse to listen to us speak. You only believe what you want to believe,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said with a cold laugh. “Why are you called Xue?”

Chen Shi was stunned, and Qi Yue was also taken aback.

This topic…

“Only with snow can one know the beauty of plum blossoms,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing turned to look out the window at a plum tree that grew crooked and twisted.

What does this mean?

Qi Yue looked confused, but saw Chen Shi stare blankly for a moment, then suddenly laugh.

“Ha, ha.” She laughed dryly twice, then suddenly closed her eyes and fell back heavily.

Qi Yue was frightened and rushed forward, shaking her and calling out.

“Xue Niang, Xue Niang.”

A young man’s cool voice sounded in her ear.

“This name sounds very nice. The person who gave you this name must like you very much,” he said with a smile.

The young man’s bright smile was reflected in the clear lake water.

Chen Xue kept her head down, not daring to move, whether from leg pain or shyness.

“Your maid has gone back to call for help. You can’t keep soaking in the water like this. Come, let me help you sit up here first,” the young man said.

A slender hand extended before her eyes.

Chen Xue lowered her head even further.

“You’re Chen Qing’s daughter, aren’t you?” The young man’s voice came from above. “I heard what your family’s maid said.”

Chen Xue was stunned and slightly raised her head, seeing the young man brilliant as sunlight.

“Your father is a benefactor to my family,” the young man smiled, extending his hand again and leaning forward. “Please allow me to repay this kindness, Miss.”

No…

No…

He shouldn’t repay kindness, he should seek revenge…

Your Highness…

Tears rolled down Chen Xue’s cheeks.

“Do you have anything else to say to me now?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing looked at her and asked, her gaze falling on Qi Yue for the second time.

Qi Yue felt somewhat unsettled under her gaze, and the hand reaching toward Chen Shi involuntarily dropped.

“Do you have anything else to entrust to me?” Old Madam of Duke Deqing asked again, her gaze still on Qi Yue.

Qi Yue lowered her hand and looked at her with a calm expression.

“Nothing more,” Chen Shi’s weak voice responded.

The room fell into silence.

“Xue Niang, I truly regret taking you there that day,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing murmured, her entire person no longer having the imposing manner from before, slumping on the kang as tears flowed.

Chen Shi smiled faintly.

“But…” she also murmured, “I don’t regret it…”

Carefully placing her hand on the young man’s arm, but still wet and slippery and frightened and in pain, Chen Xue still fell sideways. Before she could fall into the water again, the young man caught her around the waist and lifted her up.

Chen Xue screamed in fright.

In that moment, the young man had already turned to the shore and steadily set her down.

“You have really beautiful legs,” the young man said, flashing her a brilliant smile before turning to walk away.

Chen Xue couldn’t help but stand up.

“Your Highness…” she called out, watching the gradually receding figure. “Wait for me…”

Chen Shi closed her eyes, a faint smile on her lips. The hand gripping her chest softly dropped, and a jade pendant fell from her hand with a clatter.

Qi Yue bit her lower lip as tears began to fall.

Just like this?

Just this simple?

This person was gone just like that…

“Miss Qi,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing called out in a hoarse voice.

Qi Yue looked at her.

“You are no longer the young mistress of the Marquis Dingxi estate, nor are you a relative of our Chen family, so you don’t need to come to Xue Niang’s funeral,” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said hoarsely.

Qi Yue looked at her and nodded, then looked at Chen Shi.

“You don’t need to kowtow either. Old Madam Chang showed life-saving grace to Xue Niang, and you showed kindness to Old Madam Chang. She doesn’t deserve your courtesy…” Old Madam of Duke Deqing said. “You… may go.”

Qi Yue looked at Chen Shi, who seemed to have fallen into peaceful sleep, and in a trance saw her for the first time – the sickly woman in the reclining chair instantly showing heartfelt joy and concern, reaching out to her.

Truly sincere feelings, just not for Qi Yueniang.

Farewell.

Qi Yue turned and walked out. Behind her, Old Madam of Duke Deqing’s wailing began, and beside her, maids and servants ran about in chaos, crying and calling out, carrying prepared funeral clothes, and mourning cloth began to be hung up.

Qi Yue walked out the door as the main gate of the Chen residence gradually closed, shutting out everything inside.

Three days later, Prince Julu again apologized and expressed gratitude to the Emperor and Empress Dowager, then brought Little Prince Sima out of the palace.

“The imperial physicians say he can travel by carriage now,” he said.

The Emperor said nothing.

“Your Majesty, did Miss Qi also agree?” Cai Zhong asked with some concern.

Prince Julu smiled and responded affirmatively.

“We also invited Miss Qi to stay at our residence for a few days,” he added.

The Emperor nodded.

“Take good care of him. If you need anything, come to the palace for it,” he said.

Prince Julu expressed his gratitude and withdrew.

When the Emperor entered Jingren Palace, the patient and imperial physicians had all left. Only disciples from Qianjin Hall remained, packing up the beds and medical instruments, while young eunuchs cleaned and tidied.

“Your Majesty, the Empress Dowager says she won’t come to live here,” Cai Zhong said.

“I said there was no need to ask – she definitely wouldn’t come,” the Emperor said with a slight smile.

His gaze fell to one side and stopped.

Through the partition screen of the back door, he saw the woman sitting on the back door steps.

The sound of footsteps didn’t bring the woman back to awareness.

She held her hands on her drawn-up knees, looking at the sky.

The Emperor also looked up.

The sky was cloudless for ten thousand li, not even a single bird could be seen flying by.

The Emperor lowered his head and leaned forward slightly to look at this woman, seeing her face somewhat haggard.

This leaning forward finally brought Qi Yue back to her senses.

“Is everything packed up?” she said casually, then turned to see the Emperor and was startled, quickly rising to bow.

“You… didn’t go?” the Emperor asked.

Today was the day Chen Shi’s coffin left the capital.

Qi Yue smiled and reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, lowering her head.

“Oh,” she said, “I won’t go today. They’re all Chen family relatives, and I… it’s not very convenient.”

The Emperor made a sound of acknowledgment.

“These past days, thanks to Your Majesty’s care, causing Your Majesty and the ladies alarm – this woman feels very ashamed. Today I must leave…” Qi Yue said again, bowing once more.

“At first it’s shocking, but after seeing it more, you get used to it,” the Emperor said.

Thinking of the reactions of the palace women after this incident, the Emperor couldn’t help but smile slightly.

“How can you say you get used to such things?” Qi Yue laughed. “Your Majesty, isn’t there a saying: ‘May the medicine cabinet gather dust, rather than have sick people in the world’? This woman would prefer that Your Majesty and the ladies never get used to it.”

The Emperor smiled.

“Such nice words, making one feel this is truly a gentle and kind physician,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and bowed her head in gratitude.

“Your Majesty, though such matters need not be reported to Your Majesty, this woman still wishes to inform Your Majesty,” she said, raising her head.

“What were you looking at just now?” The Emperor didn’t pick up the topic, but said this instead, looking at the sky.

“Nothing,” Qi Yue quickly answered. “Waiting for Little Prince Sima…”

“Are you uneasy because Madam Chen is gone?” the Emperor interrupted her again.

“Yes,” Qi Yue said, looking at the Emperor.

“This is nothing to be uneasy about,” the Emperor said, walking with his hands behind his back as he looked at the courtyard.

The Emperor’s words were indeed magnanimous.

Qi Yue smiled.

“It’s not because of that,” she said. “It’s just that it feels quite sudden and unexpected. In any case, while people are alive, they should cherish life properly.”

The Emperor made a sound of acknowledgment and turned around.

Qi Yue quickly called out to stop him.

“Your Majesty, this woman requests to resign from the position of court physician. I hope Your Majesty will grant permission,” she said, bowing low.

The Emperor turned to look at this woman performing a deep bow, his expression slightly stern.

Even though he had repeatedly interrupted what she wanted to say, she was still determined to say it.

Chapter 403: Departure
In early August, a burst of firecrackers made the already bustling street even more lively.

People on the street all surged in that direction, blocking the street completely.

The carriage from the Marquis Dingxi estate had no choice but to stop.

“My lord, we can’t get through this way,” a young servant ran over to report.

“What do you mean we can’t get through? The capital is so large – are they not even letting the Marquis Dingxi estate use a single road?” Marquis Dingxi snapped irritably, yanking open the curtain with an angry expression.

“We can only wait then. There are too many people on the street to pass through,” the servant said helplessly, pointing with his hand.

Marquis Dingxi looked over and indeed saw a sea of people making tremendous noise, with continuous firecracker sounds among them – quite lively indeed.

“What’s going on?” he muttered irritably.

Nowadays, what Marquis Dingxi least wanted to see was liveliness.

A young servant came running back, panting.

“My lord, my lord, Prince Julu is presenting a plaque to Qianjin Hall!” he called out happily. “And so much money too!”

Qianjin Hall…

Marquis Dingxi was stunned for a moment.

“Your Highness is too kind,” Qi Yue smiled and bowed.

The steward from Prince Julu’s estate smiled and returned the bow while two young servants carried up the plaque.

Old Physician An, standing beside Qi Yue, looked pleased.

“Physician An,” the steward paused when entering the door, looking at Old Physician An.

Qi Yue turned to look at Old Physician An and stepped aside with a smile.

The steward said nothing more but bowed slightly to Old Physician An before proceeding inside.

This simple, seemingly casual gesture caused the crowd of onlookers outside to discuss among themselves.

“Isn’t that the Physician An who was beaten with broken legs and driven out of the capital by Prince Julu?”

“Ah, such a thing happened?”

“Yes, yes, he treated Prince Julu’s legitimate son to death back then…”

“Ah, so he was a quack doctor? No wonder he was beaten out…”

“But now that steward bowed to him…”

“…I heard this time it was Old Physician An who cured the Little Prince…”

“Then he’s not a quack doctor. Physicians can’t cure every illness. There are always some they can cure and some they can’t…”

“…Right, right…”

Another commotion interrupted the people’s discussions as baskets of gift boxes were carried toward Qianjin Hall.

“So much money…”

“Hasn’t Qianjin Hall been closed all this time? So it’s actually this impressive?”

“Of course, they’re divine physicians. They don’t treat ordinary people…”

“Then we’d better be careful in the future…”

More and more people crowded over to see, wanting to get a clear look at the divine physicians inside Qianjin Hall.

Marquis Dingxi was squeezed out. Watching that woman enter the door, he looked up at the Qianjin Hall plaque again before turning to leave in frustration.

By the roadside, Madam Xie’s carriage had its curtain raised, and Old Madam Xie was looking outside.

Seeing Madam Xie sitting inside, Marquis Dingxi felt a stifling anger stuck in his throat.

“If it weren’t for you…” he couldn’t help saying, then halfway through, he became dejected again. “If it weren’t for me… back then… sigh…”

He finally sighed without continuing, lowered his head, and got into his own carriage.

“Take a detour.”

A muffled order came from the carriage. The servants and drivers acknowledged and urged the horses forward.

Old Madam Xie lowered the curtain, blocking Madam Xie’s view.

“Do you regret it?” Old Madam Xie asked, glancing at Madam Xie.

Madam Xie’s expression was wooden.

“I regret it,” she said, turning to look at the window curtain edge. As the carriage moved, glimpses of the lively street scene could be seen through the curtain gaps.

Looking at how glorious this woman was now, then thinking of her Yuncheng in the harsh cold outside the pass.

She truly regretted not making that woman disappear during those three years. Otherwise, how could today have come to pass?

Over there, the carriage from the Marquis Dingxi estate disappeared into the capital. Here, the liveliness in front of Qianjin Hall had not yet subsided, while in the alley behind Qianjin Hall, three carriages were ready to depart. People coming and going loaded large and small packages onto the vehicles. There were also more than ten escort guards organizing the horses.

“Miss Qi,” they saw the woman emerge from the door and quickly greeted her respectfully with smiles.

“I’m troubling you all again,” Qi Yue smiled and returned the courtesy.

“Miss Qi is generous with payment. We’d be happy to be troubled several more times,” the escort leader laughed.

Having dealt with her once and knowing this woman’s straightforward character, everyone spoke with less restraint.

Qi Yue indeed laughed.

“Am I becoming like a mouse, always moving around?” she laughed.

Everyone quickly laughed and said they wouldn’t dare say such a thing.

A’Ru placed Qi Yue’s medicine box on the carriage.

“Are you really going?” Qi Yue looked at her somewhat helplessly, then looked at Hu San who was checking the carriage goods nearby. “Teacher has returned to Yongqing Prefecture. Only Hu San is left here in the capital. You should stay to help him look after things and get married while you’re at it – you’re both not young anymore.”

A’Ru checked the furnishings inside the carriage and glanced back at her.

“I’ve said before, I’ll marry after you get married,” she said.

Qi Yue shrugged helplessly.

Here, A’Hao came over with hurried steps, her expression impatient because of the two young maids following behind her.

“Miss A’Hao, please, please,” they repeated this phrase over and over.

“Oh, how annoying,” A’Hao stamped her foot and stopped to look at them. “I’m not a nurse, and I’m not a maid of your Prince Julu’s estate. Why should I go serve your Little Prince! Go away, go away!”

The two maids’ expressions didn’t change, neither urgent nor annoyed, as if they were already used to this. When A’Hao didn’t leave, they didn’t leave either. When A’Hao turned to walk away again, they began following and pleading again.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but laugh at the sight and reached out to pull A’Hao over.

“Do you really not want to stay here?” Qi Yue asked her. “Following me to run so far won’t be enjoyable. Why not go to the prince’s estate to work as a home nurse for a while, then come find me with Hu San later?”

“I won’t go. I want to follow you, Miss,” A’Hao said, gripping Qi Yue’s arm tightly. “Miss, are you disgusted with me for being stupid and unable to help you, so you don’t want me anymore?”

A’Ru glared at her.

“If she were disgusted with you, would she have waited until now?” she said, stuffing a mattress over. “Go spread this out again.”

A’Hao went to the carriage joyfully.

“You should go back. If she doesn’t want to, there’s nothing I can do,” Qi Yue said to the two maids.

The two maids acknowledged and turned to leave.

Qi Yue looked around once more and clapped her hands.

“Let’s go, let’s go, everyone get in the carriages,” she said.

Hu San quickly urged the four disciples in front of him to get in the carriage.

“Be smart following your master. Don’t just know how to eat and sleep. So many disciples envy you for being able to stay by master’s side. Show some promise,” he said with his hands tucked in his sleeves.

The four disciples respectfully acknowledged with excitement and got into the carriage.

Only then did Hu San hurry to Qi Yue’s carriage.

“Master, I’ll come see you all during New Year,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“Good, come to fetch your bride then,” she laughed.

Hu San chuckled, and A’Ru also smiled shyly before sitting inside the carriage.

In the imperial palace, the Emperor, who day after day endlessly reviewed memorials, stopped his hand.

“Has she left?” he asked.

Cai Zhong quickly acknowledged yes.

The Emperor said nothing, lowering his head to look at the memorial, but the hand holding the brush didn’t move.

“This old slave will go…” Cai Zhong looked up and said.

Before he could finish, the Emperor interrupted.

“What are you going to do?” the Emperor said, frowning. “This is very good. I wasn’t wrong about her.”

Cai Zhong quickly smiled and acknowledged.

“Miss Qi has feelings and loyalty. Your Majesty naturally wouldn’t be wrong,” he smiled. “This old slave wanted to go see her off. Though we haven’t known each other long, this old slave feels somewhat reluctant…”

The Emperor laughed.

“This isn’t the time when you were scared sleepless for days after watching someone perform surgery. What are you thinking? What’s there to think about?” he said, waving his hand.

Cai Zhong chuckled and bowed as he withdrew.

The great hall returned to quiet. The Emperor picked up his brush, then stopped again.

It really was somewhat…

By the end of August, the weather in Liaodong already carried a forest of chill.

Jiang Hai came running over.

“My lord, my lord, all the furniture is finished. Would you like to take a look?” he called out.

In a clean and tidy small courtyard, Chang Yuncheng was watching craftsmen whitewash the walls. Hearing this, he turned around.

“Nonsense,” he said, stepping forward.

Jiang Hai chuckled.

“You can trust my work, my lord. All the best materials and newest styles,” he said, following Chang Yuncheng toward the back courtyard.

The back courtyard was also quite spacious. This side had fruit trees and flower beds planted, with stacked stones, while that side had a row of single-story houses. Craftsmen were also busy repairing and organizing there.

“My lord, my lord, look at the sign I had them make for this area,” Jiang Hai ran over from there with a wooden plaque and presented it to Chang Yuncheng like a treasure.

Laboratory.

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily.

“I saw that the lady’s residence had rooms with this hanging,” Jiang Hai smiled.

Chang Yuncheng smiled without responding and walked directly to the busy carpenters to examine the furniture they were polishing.

“It’s messy here, my lord, please be careful,” the foreman said with a careful smile. Why did this lord always come here to look and complain about their slow work? If you check every three days, naturally there won’t be much change. If you came to look every ten days or half a month, that would be different.

“Too slow,” Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

The foreman secretly pursed his lips. Look, here we go again.

“You all should hurry up. Our madam will arrive by the end of the month at the latest,” Jiang Hai said with his hands on his hips.

The foreman smiled and acknowledged, then led Chang Yuncheng to see the finished bed.

“The newest style from Jiangnan…” he introduced with pride.

Just as they were looking happily, someone rushed in from outside in panic.

“My lord, urgent report,” a guard said with a pale face.

Chang Yuncheng turned to look at him.

“What’s the matter?” Jiang Hai asked.

The guard lowered his head and raised the message tube in his hand.

In the imperial palace, Cai Zhong watched young eunuchs arranging pots of chrysanthemums – red, white, and yellow ones looked beautiful in the sunlight.

“This one, this one, and this one…” he pointed with his hand, “send them to His Majesty’s bedchamber…”

“Grandpa, grandpa…” someone came running over, calling out loudly.

He even fell halfway, causing the surrounding young eunuchs to lower their heads and laugh.

Cai Zhong irritably flicked his sleeve, looking at the eunuch who rolled and crawled to his feet.

“I say, are you deliberately trying to embarrass me? Don’t tell people you’re my adopted grandson in the future…” he scolded with raised eyebrows.

The eunuch had no time to bow and apologize, hastily interrupting him.

“Grandpa, don’t scold me first – something big has happened!” he said, handing over a piece of paper.

Cai Zhong snorted.

“Really clumsy hands and feet. What trivial matter has you like this?” he said, taking the letter and shaking it out. Squinting to read it, his face immediately changed drastically.

“My heavens…” he cried out, couldn’t catch his breath, and actually fell backward.

This frightened everyone around who rushed to support him, pinching and patting until he was finally revived.

Cai Zhong had no time to catch his breath. He pushed away the surrounding eunuchs and ran, stumbling and staggering.

“You said not to let me say I’m your grandson, but aren’t we grandfather and grandson just the same? Even worse than me…” Cai Zhong’s adopted grandson couldn’t help muttering.

Cai Zhong stumbled and staggered as he rushed into the palace hall, where the Emperor was talking with Li Tong.

“Your Majesty, Your Majesty,” Cai Zhong called out for the first time without permission and without looking at the Emperor’s expression.

The Emperor frowned and looked at him.

Cai Zhong fell to his knees with a thud, his whole body prostrate on the ground, trembling.

“Your Majesty,” his voice also trembled uncontrollably as he raised the letter in his hand. “Something has happened!”

Chapter 404: No Return
Something has happened?

Could such words be spoken casually in the palace?

The Emperor’s expression darkened.

Li Tong was also startled.

By rights, Cai Zhong should have personally handed over such a thing, but looking at Cai Zhong’s state, he seemed unable to get up.

“Bring it here,” the Emperor said.

Li Tong acknowledged, quickly stepped forward to take the letter from the prostrate Cai Zhong’s hands, and respectfully presented it to the Emperor.

When something has happened, it has happened. Pretending not to see it or seeing it later would be pointless actions. The Emperor had no hesitation whatsoever and unfolded the letter.

This was the kind of urgent report letter commonly used by Cai Zhong’s subordinates. The Emperor was not unfamiliar with it, but it had been a while since he’d seen one.

Because it was an urgent report, it was usually written very concisely, basically summarizing the event in a single sentence.

This urgent report was no exception – simply and plainly just one sentence.

Miss Qi encountered flash flood in Bingzhou, boat sank, deceased.

Li Tong didn’t know whether he should withdraw or stand still. From the corner of his eye, he kept watching the Emperor, seeing that the Emperor who had calmly opened the letter suddenly became motionless.

In that instant, Li Tong himself involuntarily stopped breathing.

Was it very serious?

“Your Majesty, Your Majesty, this old slave will investigate again. Perhaps it’s a mistake. If she hasn’t been found yet, it doesn’t necessarily mean…” Cai Zhong raised himself up and said in a trembling voice.

The Emperor closed his eyes and crumpled the letter in his hand.

“Investigate!” he said.

What’s going on?

How is this possible?

What kind of joke is this!

“She’s dead? How could she die? Why didn’t you die? Why didn’t you all die? Why didn’t you all die?” Chang Yuncheng looked at the woman kneeling before him, his whole body trembling.

His gaze swept over those in front of him – so many people, chaotically so many people, familiar and unfamiliar. Lying, kneeling, standing, shouting, talking, running.

But why wasn’t that woman there…

Why wasn’t that woman there…

That woman who said she would come find him…

That woman who said she would arrive by the end of the month at the latest…

A’Ru raised her head, completely disheveled, with tears still flowing from her red, swollen eyes.

“Young Master, this servant should have died. This servant cannot die yet. The lady has words for this servant to tell Young Master…” she cried.

Chang Yuncheng felt his whole body trembling somewhat uncontrollably, yet felt stiff all over.

“If there are words, you don’t need to say them. She will come and tell me herself. She will say them herself, no need for you to say…” He kicked A’Ru away and wanted to run outside, but could only move step by step.

A’Ru cried and rushed forward to hug Chang Yuncheng’s legs.

“Young Master, Young Master. Please listen to me…” she cried out.

Through tear-blurred vision, rain and wind sounds filled her ears.

“Pull!”

Qi Yue shouted.

A’Ru grabbed A’Hao who was being pushed up and pulled hard. Her face was already indistinguishable between rainwater and tears. Whether from cold or fear, her teeth chattered continuously.

“There’s still hope, artificial respiration,” Qi Yue shouted.

A’Ru hurriedly did as instructed. The person pulled from the water was dead weight, and she used great effort to turn A’Hao over and lift her head. She began chest compressions and artificial respiration. After several attempts, A’Hao finally coughed twice and came back to life. A’Ru, as if drained of strength, turned her head but saw no sign of Qi Yue by the riverbank.

All around, rainwater and river water were pitch black.

“Miss, Miss,” A’Ru crawled toward the riverbank, shouting loudly. “Qi Yue, Qi Yue…”

With a splash, another person was pushed up in the darkness.

“There’s another one, pull…” Qi Yue called out hoarsely.

A’Ru frantically grabbed hold.

“Help, help,” weak cries came from the darkness.

Seeing Qi Yue about to turn and dive back into the water.

“Miss, no more, no more…” A’Ru cried out.

“It’s fine,” Qi Yue said.

Her voice seemed to squeeze out from between her teeth because she was holding a knife in her mouth.

“Quickly save them,” Qi Yue said. “I know what I’m doing…”

A’Ru’s hands felt empty as the woman before her disappeared into the water again.

She cried as she forcefully dragged this disciple up and turned him over for artificial respiration.

When the third person was pushed up, Qi Yue was already exhausted, having used great effort to push the person over.

“Quickly, quickly,” A’Ru shouted, reaching out her hand.

Qi Yue also reached out, but at that moment, her body sank, catching even the swimming-capable her off guard and causing her to swallow water.

A’Ru screamed.

“My foot is caught,” Qi Yue shouted, struggling to surface, taking the surgical knife she’d been using to cut clothing, water plants, and sunken boat ropes from her mouth. She took a deep breath and dove underwater, but quickly surfaced again, gasping heavily.

A’Ru reached out anxiously.

“Pull me up. It’s too thick and wet, I can’t cut it open quickly. Let me come up and cut it…” Qi Yue said, also reaching out.

A’Ru grabbed her hand. Though cold and frightened, and exhausted from multiple rounds of artificial respiration and cardiac resuscitation, she still used her greatest strength to pull upward.

But with a jolt, Qi Yue sank downward again. A’Ru was caught off guard and pulled down, half her body already in the water.

“Damn, it’s being washed downstream…” Qi Yue shouted as she fell back into the water.

A’Ru screamed and reached out again, gripping tightly.

But against the force of the water, her strength was too small.

“Let go!” Qi Yue shouted. “Let go!”

A’Ru cried and shook her head.

Qi Yue kicked her feet to test, then bit her lower lip.

“A’Ru, listen to me,” she raised her head to look at A’Ru and shouted loudly. “A’Ru, you know I’m not Qi Yueniang. I’m Qi Yue, I’m Qi Yue from a thousand years later. I’m a doctor. I have parents, siblings, and a boyfriend – a husband I was going to marry. A’Ru, I came to your place by accident. You know why I wanted to hang myself then, right? Because if I died, I could go back. A’Ru, listen carefully and remember well – if I die, I’m not really dead. It’s Qi Yueniang who died. I’m Qi Yue, and Qi Yue isn’t dead. Qi Yue is going back, back to my home, my world, to marry and have children and live happily. Everything here is like a dream. A’Ru, remember, don’t be sad. Tell Chang Yuncheng that I’ve gone back to my home. I have a man who loves me most and whom I love most. I’ll marry and have children and live happily. You remember, you must make him remember – I didn’t die, I went home. I have another man. I went to marry another man. Don’t let him be sad. Don’t be sad. I didn’t die…”

A’Ru cried and shook her head, screaming and struggling to try to pull her up.

But she herself was already half in the water, and the churning water immediately swept her in too.

“Let go, let go!” Qi Yue shouted hoarsely.

“No, no,” A’Ru cried and shook her head, reaching out with both hands to grab her arms.

“Remember what I said. If I can’t come up, tell him, you must all live well, we’re all living well…” Qi Yue shouted, then slashed down hard with the surgical knife in her right hand across A’Ru’s hands.

The severe pain made A’Ru instinctively let go. She screamed as she watched the woman instantly disappear before her eyes.

No!

No!

No!!

Get away! Get away!

Chang Yuncheng kicked hard at the woman clinging to his legs and crying.

What words! What nonsense!

Did that woman think she could deceive him with such nonsense? Give him a surprise?

He wouldn’t be fooled!

This stupid, foolish woman still wanted to surprise him? Still wanted to deceive him? In her dreams!

“Young Master, Young Master, this servant didn’t deceive you. Qi Yue went back, Qi Yue went back. You must be well, she wants you to be well… don’t be sad…” A’Ru rushed forward again, grabbing Chang Yuncheng’s clothing.

This time Chang Yuncheng didn’t bother with her but walked straight outside. His movements were fierce and forceful. A’Ru lost her grip and watched the man rush out, finally crying herself unconscious.

Whatever people around him said or shouted, Chang Yuncheng couldn’t see or hear. He just ran straight toward the river.

The flooded river had returned to normal, with only the muddy riverbank hinting at how fierce the torrents had once been.

What a joke – how could this river water trap that woman!

Chang Yuncheng ran along the river.

She could swim, she could swim. Anyone could drown, but she absolutely wouldn’t! She wouldn’t!

She must be hiding somewhere! She must be!

On both sides of the river, countless people dragged nets, shouting work songs as they moved, pulling up nets again and again, only to find them empty again and again.

“Get away, get away!” Chang Yuncheng shouted, pushing away the crowds blocking his path. “She wouldn’t be here! She wouldn’t wait for you to fish her out! She’s not here!”

She’s not here. She must be hiding somewhere. Wait, just wait – I’ll come find you!

On the spread map, a eunuch gestured with his hand.

“…because the river burst here, it caused the Hutou River to flood violently, from here to here…” he said.

The Emperor stood nearby with his hands behind his back, looking at the simple diagram with an expressionless face.

“…and it happened at night with no one noticing. Miss Qi’s boat was washed out of the river channel and crashed into a large tree, capsizing…” the eunuch continued.

“I don’t want to know about that,” the Emperor said slowly. This was the first sentence he’d spoken in half a day.

The eunuch quickly nodded in acknowledgment.

“…Miss Qi chartered the boat. Including the boatmen, there were twenty-three people total. In the end, ten survived…” he said with his head lowered.

The Emperor remained silent with his hands behind his back.

Though it was autumn, the weather was still hot, but the eunuch felt chilled.

“Among the ten survivors, Miss Qi was not…” he stammered.

The Emperor’s gaze turned to him.

The eunuch immediately couldn’t speak.

“No, no… still searching, still searching, not certain…” Cai Zhong hurriedly said.

Only then did the Emperor’s gaze move away from them, looking again at the map, at that section marked with a bright red line…

The great hall seemed frozen in ice.

Hurried footsteps came from outside.

“Your Majesty, Your Majesty,” a eunuch ran in. “Found…”

The Emperor suddenly turned around, his eyes instantly brightening.

“Found,” the eunuch knelt and said breathlessly, “Miss Qi’s body…”

The Emperor closed his eyes.

Indeed, in this world, there was still no… luck…

“Your Majesty is a good person.”

“Your Majesty, facing reality is respect…”

That woman smiled brilliantly, her figure disappearing at the doorway.

No more.

No more of this person.

No more of that person who dared to use “I” with him…

No more of that person who dared to look directly at him…

No more of that person who could understand him and answer readily…

No more of that person who would show him the simplest, most direct, most brilliant smile…

It wasn’t being far away.

It wasn’t not being able to see…

It wasn’t not being able to think of her.

But rather, she was gone…

In this world, this person no longer existed.

Gone meant gone.

Chapter 405: Without Trace
The blazing sun shone on the ground. Perhaps knowing they had reached the end of their lives, the autumn cicadas in the surrounding trees cried out hoarsely, breaking the deathly silence here.

In a temporarily erected grass shed, that man sat upright, keeping watch over the corpse wrapped in white cloth before him.

Outside, people paced back and forth anxiously.

“This won’t do. Bodies that have been soaked in water can’t be kept. Let’s bury her quickly,” an elderly man said in a low voice.

The middle-aged man in official robes glared at him.

“You go tell him,” he said in a low growl, pointing to the footprints on his own clothes. He, a dignified prefect, had actually been kicked out by a minor military officer – it was simply a great humiliation. If not for the face of the Circuit Intendant, he would have walked away immediately. “I’m not going in there again.”

The elderly man sighed in difficulty and looked inside again.

“Should we bring more salted fish?” he said in a low voice.

By the riverside under the scorching sun, a wooden bucket was set down heavily, spilling soup and rice everywhere.

The two disciples and A’Hao lying on the ground remained motionless, as if they had already breathed their last.

“Everyone eat! Everyone get up and eat!” A’Ru shouted. “Everyone get up!”

A’Hao began crying again.

“Sister, let us die, let us die,” she wanted to say, but because she hadn’t taken water or food and hadn’t slept or rested, her lips only moved without making a sound.

“Everyone get up, no one is allowed to die!” A’Ru reached out to pull them up, then looked at the few soldiers who had followed behind.

These were people arranged by Jiang Hai to watch over them.

Seeing this woman with red eyes, cracked lips, and pale face looking over, the soldiers couldn’t bear to meet her gaze.

“Pull them all up and force-feed them!” A’Ru shouted.

The soldiers hesitated but still did as instructed.

“No one is allowed to die, none of you can die!” A’Ru personally scooped a bowl and forced A’Hao to drink it. “The lives she saved aren’t yours. They’re hers. No one should think of wasting them! No one is allowed to waste them! Everyone live for me! Everyone live well for me!”

Hearing the crying and shouting from this side, distant people couldn’t help but lower their heads and turn away.

“Sir, sir, we found this…”

Jiang Hai, who was walking unsteadily by the riverside, was called out to. A young soldier jumped down from his horse, holding a cloth bundle in his hands.

“This was dredged up from over there,” the soldier said, raising it up.

Jiang Hai stood by the grass shed, glanced at the man sitting rigidly inside, then looked down at the object in his hands before stepping inside.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t raise his head or move. He just sat there blankly, his hand reaching into the white cloth, tightly gripping that woman’s swollen, cold hand.

Just like that time when the woman had been beaten and lay sleeping like this, unable to wake up. He had held her hand like this, talked to her, and then she would wake up…

Yes, she would wake up…

“The house has been freshly painted and is already aired out. The furniture has been moved in too. See if it’s acceptable…”

“…You’d better get up quickly. Stop sleeping. The house, furniture, and wages are all waiting for you to pay. I don’t have any money…”

Watching the man’s murmuring before him, Jiang Hai felt his throat burn with pain.

“Sir,” he knelt down and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s knee. “Sir, don’t be like this. Madam has already gone. Let her go in peace.”

“Get out,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Jiang Hai shook his head and held up the cloth bundle.

“This was found, Madam’s things…” he said chokingly.

The five words “Madam’s things” finally made Chang Yuncheng’s gaze move and turn over.

But even so, he still didn’t let go of her hand.

Jiang Hai opened the cloth bundle, revealing a surgical knife.

“It was caught on the cable rope. It should be that Madam was trying to cut the rope but…” Jiang Hai said in a low voice.

In the dark river water, the woman struggled to cut the rope entangled around her leg, once and again, once and again, until…

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up, withdrawing his hand to grab the surgical knife.

“Only this other thing couldn’t be found… only this…” Jiang Hai continued with his head lowered, then he saw blood dripping onto the ground in front of him, drop by drop, more and more.

“Sir!” Jiang Hai jumped up in fright, only then seeing that Chang Yuncheng had actually grabbed the blade directly with his hand. He gripped it tightly, tighter and tighter, blood flowing from his palm.

“Sir! What are you doing!” Jiang Hai rushed to grab his hand, trying to pry it open.

Chang Yuncheng’s hand gripped tightly, unmovable.

While they were struggling, chaotic footsteps came from outside, followed by a group of people surging in.

Jiang Hai was stunned, looking at these obviously unfamiliar people wearing Imperial Guard uniforms.

“Take her away,” the leading man said.

Were they taking away the master? Jiang Hai was startled and instinctively stood in front of Chang Yuncheng, but saw that those people didn’t even look at them, directly lifting up the corpse wrapped in white cloth.

“What are you doing?” Chang Yuncheng shouted and stepped forward to stop them.

“Lord Chang,” the leading man took out a scroll from his chest and unrolled it. “By imperial edict…”

Imperial edict?

Jiang Hai quickly knelt down, pulling Chang Yuncheng, who only knelt after grabbing the white cloth bundle.

“…posthumously confer upon Qi Yueniang the title of County Princess of Lu Ting, to be buried in the capital with honors,” the man read briefly. After reading, he rolled up the edict and without another word, turned and left.

Behind him, the Imperial Guards lifted the corpse again and followed.

“Don’t take her away!” Chang Yuncheng shouted, gripping tightly.

“Chang Yuncheng, do you dare defy the imperial edict?” the Imperial Guard leader shouted sternly.

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t hear or see. He only held the white cloth-wrapped corpse tightly against his chest.

“Sir, sir, let go, you can’t defy the imperial edict…” Jiang Hai shouted, hugging Chang Yuncheng’s legs.

Chang Yuncheng kicked him away – not just him, but anyone who approached was kicked away.

Seeing that a group of people couldn’t take away a single corpse, the Imperial Guard leader was greatly annoyed.

“Are you all dead? Do you all want to defy the edict?” he shouted sternly.

The Bingzhou Prefect was the first to react, waving his hand to direct his subordinate officers, and all the city’s soldiers surged forward.

Shouting and calling, pulling and dragging, hugging and pressing…

Chang Yuncheng watched as the corpse in his arms was carried away and loaded onto a cart…

He desperately reached out but to no avail…

“It’s been more than a day since we last met – that’s like three autumns,” that woman had said, blinking pitifully.

“But Chang Yuncheng, you are the only one, unique, irreplaceable. If I lost you, I would have nothing left.”

Nothing left…

Nothing left…

Chang Yuncheng buried his face in the flying dust, his body curled up, holding only that surgical knife in his bloody hands.

Early September. Yongqing Prefecture. Chang Yunqi had just stepped out of his room when a group of servants bowed to him.

“Congratulations to Third Young Master for achieving fifteenth place in the provincial examination, sub-yuan, with his name appearing on the imperial announcement,” everyone shouted in unison.

Chang Yunqi smiled and raised his hand.

“Reward them,” he said.

The two young maids following behind him immediately took out red envelopes that had been prepared, and the servants laughed and scrambled for them.

“Thank you for the reward, Third Young Master…” everyone said in confusion.

“Ah, in a few days, we can’t call you Third Young Master anymore,” the young maids said with barely concealed pride.

The servants cheered again.

“Thank you for the reward, Young Master.”

Marquis Dingxi had already applied to the court again to designate the heir, and it would be decided in just a few days.

Chang Yunqi only smiled slightly.

“If you thank me again, there won’t be any more rewards. I don’t have much money,” he laughed.

This caused another burst of laughter. Chang Yunqi turned his head, the smile on his face shallow and quickly disappeared.

“Young Master, the Marquis said he has already instructed the kitchen to prepare a celebration feast. If Young Master wants anything else, just say so. Because he’s not feeling well, he’s staying at the West Mountain estate and won’t come back,” a steward hurried in to report.

Chang Yunqi nodded and smiled, saying he understood, watching as the steward withdrew. He looked back at this vast mansion.

The mansion was still the same mansion, but it felt…

“Young Master, should we go out to eat?” a servant following Chang Yunqi out asked.

Chang Yunqi nodded.

“Where should we go? This servant will go reserve a place first,” the servant said happily. “Now that Young Master is also a heir, whatever you want to eat, we can book an entire floor…”

Chang Yunqi glanced at the servant.

“Not all heirs like that. I am me, he is him. Even if I become an heir, I’m not him,” he said indifferently.

This talk of “he” and “I” confused the servant, but he stuck out his tongue and didn’t dare say more.

Chang Yunqi walked slowly while the street bustled with activity.

Yes, he wasn’t him. Even though he was no longer an heir, what he had, he still didn’t have.

Suddenly there was commotion on the street as a group of people rushed through, pushing the people on the street into chaos.

Chang Yunqi also stepped aside with the crowd, watching a group of men run past crying loudly.

A group of men running and crying like this in the street made everyone both amused and curious.

“What’s wrong with them?”

“Did their father die?”

“But they can’t all have the same father die.”

“Don’t talk nonsense, those are disciples from Qianjin Hall…”

Qianjin Hall?

Chang Yunqi looked up at the group of people who had run past. Behind them came another commotion. This time no one was running, but two disciples were supporting an elderly man as he walked unsteadily.

“Physician Liu!” People on the street all recognized him and greeted him.

Liu Pucheng, who was usually kind and polite to people, paid no attention to the greetings from the street. His face was sorrowful, his steps hurried but unsteady. Looking at the two disciples, they also had expressions of grief with undried tear stains on their faces.

“What happened?”

People on the street discussed among themselves.

“I heard, I just heard that all the people from Qianjin Hall are going to the capital, saying that Miss Qi is gone…”

Soon news came from the side. This announcement immediately caused the street to explode.

“Impossible!”

“What kind of joke is this!”

“It’s not a joke, no one’s lying. The body has already been transported to the capital! The Emperor even posthumously conferred a county princess title! Go look, Qianjin Hall has already hung mourning cloth! If something hadn’t happened to Miss Qi, how could they all be wearing mourning!”

With a clatter, Chang Yunqi, who had walked a few steps out of the crowd, dropped his folding fan to the ground.

He turned to look at the loudly shouting crowd, his face full of shock and undisguised terror.

What kind of joke is this!

What kind of joke is this!

How could she die! How could she die!

Chapter 406: Searchable
When the sky darkened, in the imperial palace of the capital, the great doors of the Diligent Governance Hall remained tightly closed.

Cai Zhong hurried over with quick steps.

“Grandfather, it’s been a whole day now,” the little eunuch at the door said in a low voice, rushing over to him as if seeing a savior.

“Has he had his meal?” Cai Zhong asked quietly.

The little eunuch shook his head.

Cai Zhong sighed and pushed open the door.

The hall was unlit, completely dark.

“Your Majesty,” Cai Zhong called out loudly, while waving his hand to have the little eunuchs light the lamps.

The lamps were lit one by one, and the figure sitting upright on the dragon throne in the main hall gradually became clear.

Memorial scrolls were piled all over the desk, almost blocking the person behind them.

“My Emperor, you’ve read so many in one day… this… this… how can you bear it?” Cai Zhong stepped forward, calling out in a trembling voice.

Only then did the seated Emperor move his body slightly.

“Whether I can bear it or not, I must bear it,” he said slowly.

“Your Majesty, you could look at them tomorrow as well,” Cai Zhong said with a choked voice.

“Wait? I cannot wait,” the Emperor still spoke slowly. “Nothing in this world can wait, and nothing should wait.”

As he spoke, he reached out and picked up another memorial scroll.

Cai Zhong fell to his knees with a thud.

“Your Majesty, this old slave knows your heart is suffering…” he said with a choked voice.

The Emperor laughed.

“Why should I suffer? The one who should suffer is not I!” He still spoke slowly, raising his hand to throw down a memorial scroll.

The scroll fell to the ground and opened. By the light of the nearby lamp, Cai Zhong saw it was Chang Yuncheng’s petition.

A petition requesting marriage to County Princess Qi Yueniang.

“Since we did not sleep together in life, why must we share the same grave in death?” the Emperor said slowly, standing up.

Cai Zhong bowed his head and kowtowed.

“Your Majesty, Miss Qi has already been buried,” he said in a low voice.

The great hall fell into deathly silence again.

No one knew how much time passed before slow footsteps could be heard.

The Emperor walked down step by step, heading outside.

“All of you listen well. I remember, and you must remember for me – I will certainly treat Chang Yuncheng with kindness, favor, and indulgence. Doesn’t he want to achieve merit, establish his career, and gain wealth and honor? Doesn’t he want to live in glory? Then I will let him have wealth and honor, promotions and riches, rising step by step with achievements every year and rewards every season. I’ll let him live well, live in glory, live with complete satisfaction!”

The Emperor’s clear, cold voice echoed in the great hall. The palace doors were pulled open and shut again, the loud bang from the force making hearts skip a beat.

The bang made Qi Yue’s heart suddenly jump.

That suffocating feeling came flooding back like a tidal wave.

She instinctively moved her hands and feet, but her head was heavily struck by something…

What was it? She instinctively reached up to grab it.

First aid kit!

It’s you again…

A wave of dizziness made her fall unconscious again.

But the banging sound rang out again.

Qi Yue’s eyelids couldn’t help but twitch. This time there was no suffocating feeling.

There were vague voices in her ears.

“What are you doing, being so clumsy? What if you wake up your sister?”

The woman who was washing a towel in the water basin said.

The young man who had just entered stuck out his tongue.

“Mom, wouldn’t it be good if I woke up sister?” he said.

The door was pushed open again, and a plump nurse walked in.

“Auntie, you’re here so early?” she said with a smile.

“Little Huang, you’re here,” Mother Qi nodded with a smile.

“Sister Huang,” the young man also greeted with a smile.

Nurse Huang smiled and patted the young man’s arm, then walked toward the bed.

“Come, let me see how little Qi is doing today?” she said, taking a small flashlight from her pocket with a smile and standing by the bedside.

Qi Yue on the bed slept peacefully and calmly, her complexion normal.

“She’s even gotten plump from lying down. When she wakes up, she’ll be worried about losing weight again,” Nurse Huang said, shaking her head. This sentence sounded relaxed and joking, but her expression was downcast. After saying this, she looked again at the peaceful sleeping face, sighed softly, picked up the small flashlight, and placed one hand on Qi Yue’s eyelid.

The light stimulation made Qi Yue somewhat uncomfortable, and she instinctively wanted to avoid it.

Though in her consciousness she nimbly turned her head to dodge, in reality it only manifested as her head moving slightly, almost imperceptibly.

This tiny movement wasn’t noticed by people, but the machine detected it.

Nurse Huang’s hand paused, and she looked somewhat surprised.

“What’s wrong?” Mother Qi noticed and asked.

The young man also nervously stepped over, unobtrusively supporting his mother’s arm in case something happened…

“Qi Yue, Qi Yue,” Nurse Huang looked at the instrument, then at the person on the bed, and couldn’t help but raise her voice. “Qi Yue, you can hear me, can’t you? You heard me, didn’t you? Move your eyelid! I’m Huang Ying, if you heard me, blink your eyes for me!”

Mother Qi’s body went limp, and the young man quickly supported her.

“Little Huang, you… what are you saying?” she asked in a trembling voice.

Having hoped for too long and been disappointed too many times, not daring to think even of the slightest chance, suddenly hearing these words, she really was…

Sister Huang? Huang Ying…

The nurse she had the best relationship with…

Was she dreaming again?

Qi Yue blinked.

Nurse Huang suddenly stood up, wanting to say something but unable to speak.

She turned and ran outside, bumping into the water basin that Mother Qi had just brought out in her panic. The clattering noise echoed in the hospital room, making people outside look in.

Nurse Huang didn’t stop and rushed out.

“Dr. Qi! Dr. Qi!” she shouted as she ran.

The neurology outpatient clinic was on the fourth floor. When Nurse Huang rushed up, Qi Yue’s father had just seen off a patient and was talking with three people.

“I’ve told you many times, just come when you come, don’t bring things,” he said, looking at the large and small packages at the three people’s feet.

The three were dressed plainly, clearly from the countryside.

“Home-grown, home-grown, not worth much,” one of the older men said sheepishly, sitting there somewhat restrained. “Little Dr. Qi is because of us…”

“Not because of you,” Father Qi interrupted, shaking his head. “On the contrary, if it weren’t for you carrying her down the mountain all night to meet the ambulance, saving her life, I should thank you.”

The three became even more restrained, rubbing their knees and repeatedly saying they didn’t deserve it.

“Dr. Qi, we came this time first to visit little Dr. Qi, and second to thank Dr. Qi for helping us secure the cooperation funds. This is a great help to our grassroots hospital,” a man dressed better, obviously a cadre, stood up and extended both hands. “We’re really so grateful.”

Dr. Qi quickly stood up and shook hands with him.

“You’re too kind, too kind,” he said.

“Oh, by the way, Dr. Qi, there’s one more thing,” the cadre said. “We found something a few days ago, it should be little Dr. Qi’s. We brought it along.”

Father Qi was somewhat surprised.

“Right, right. A few days ago when our township was planting trees, we found it while digging ditches,” the younger man said, quickly pulling over a large bag from the wall and opening it. “Really strange, it was not far from where Dr. Qi had her accident. How did we not see it then? It’s been thrown in the wilderness for so long, it’s almost rotten.”

As he spoke, he opened it and took out a broken and battered box, on which the red cross symbol could still be faintly seen.

“Oh, this,” Father Qi quickly reached out to take it, looking at the medical kit. “Yes, it’s Little Yue’s.”

Just as he finished speaking, Nurse Huang’s shouting came from outside the door.

Father Qi was somewhat surprised – was there an emergency?

It was rare for anyone to shout for him so loudly in the hallway.

The three people also knew that experts like Dr. Qi were always busy. Hearing this, they tactfully stood up.

“Dr. Qi, you’re busy. We’ll go to the ward to see little Dr. Qi and then leave,” the cadre said, extending his hand again.

Father Qi shook it, giving it a shake.

“I’ll arrange lunch, eat before you go,” he said.

Before he finished speaking, the door was banged open by Huang Ying.

“Dr. Qi, Qi Yue is responding!” she shouted directly.

A large group of people walked hurriedly through the corridor. When the elevator doors opened and they saw so many people, the few people inside were startled.

Among them, a young man with glasses saw Father Qi and lowered his head slightly.

“Uncle,” he called.

Father Qi glanced at him and grunted.

Huang Ying beside him pulled a long face when she saw him and turned her head away.

They walked out, and the people here hurriedly went in. The elevator doors slowly closed.

“…When did Little Yue start responding? Just now? Light response?”

Before the elevator doors closed, this sentence reached the young man’s ears. He, who had been about to leave, suddenly stopped.

“Jianfeng?” his companion looked back questioningly.

The young man said “oh” and looked at the numbers on the elevator.

5, 6, 7, finally stopping at the 8th floor.

That was the neurology ward.

It was normal for neurology doctors to go to the neurology ward, but…

“Jianfeng, what are you doing? Let’s go,” the people ahead called impatiently.

“Well, I won’t go first,” the young man said. “I remembered there’s a case file the director wants to see. I’ll go get it and give it to him at the meeting later.”

Everyone waved and left first.

The young man pressed the elevator button.

Qi Yue felt she was already floating on water. She could breathe smoothly and no longer felt that heavy, dragging sensation.

What was happening?

What was wrong with her?

“Qi Yue, Qi Yue…”

The calling voices in her ears grew more and more numerous and louder.

“Qi Yue, can you hear? Blink your eyes…”

“Little Yue, Little Yue, I’m mom, can you hear? Move your finger…”

“Sister, sister! I killed your Brazilian turtle…”

Qi Yue couldn’t help but want to laugh.

This little brat!

“She smiled!” Qi Yue’s younger brother shouted loudly.

His loud voice drowned out all other sounds in the room.

“Dad, did you see? She smiled!” he pointed at the bed and shouted again.

Father Qi naturally saw it. His hands trembled slightly as he took a deep breath.

“Please call Dr. Kang and the others,” he said.

Huang Ying responded and turned to run out.

The young man standing at the door quickly stepped aside and turned around, listening to Huang Ying’s footsteps running in the other direction.

He turned around again and looked through the open hospital room door at the inside.

“Wonderful, wonderful…”

“I said little Dr. Qi would definitely be fine…”

“Exactly, exactly, it’s been almost a year, finally good news…”

“…The incense at Grandma Temple really works, we must kill a pig to fulfill our vow when we get back…”

The three country folk who had followed in spoke excitedly.

The young man outside the door couldn’t help but exhale, his expression also excited.

Someone suddenly patted his shoulder from behind.

The young man was startled.

“Wu Jianfeng, what are you doing?” a female voice called.

Wu Jianfeng looked at the woman in front of him and sighed with relief.

“Cui Xiu, you scared me,” he said.

“I’m the one who got scared,” Cui Xiu said, snorting, then looking past him at the hospital room door. “What’s this? Getting case files brought you to your ex-girlfriend’s place?”

Footsteps came from the corridor, interrupting their conversation.

“She really is responding.”

“That’s wonderful.”

Huang Ying led three or four doctors walking quickly. Seeing the two people standing at the door, they all paused slightly.

Wu Jianfeng lowered his head and nodded slightly to everyone – these were all his seniors.

“Old Kang!”

Father Qi’s voice came from the hospital room.

Everyone stopped lingering and walked in quickly.

Soon the room filled with happy cheers, applause, and congratulations.

“Oh my, really? She woke up?” Cui Xiu was very surprised and wanted to walk in to see.

Wu Jianfeng reached out to stop her.

“Let’s go. There are so many people, don’t add to the chaos,” he said, turning to leave.

“Hey, who wanted to come here anyway?” Cui Xiu glared and said, glancing at the hospital room, then shaking off his hand and chasing after the man who had walked away with big strides. “But that woman really woke up? She really has quite a life…”

Chapter 407: Awakening
The hospital room curtains were pulled open with a swish, and morning light immediately poured in.

“Should I open the window?” Huang Ying turned around and said, looking at Qi Yue on the hospital bed. “It snowed yesterday, it’s a bit cold.”

Qi Yue, wearing a hospital gown, sat on the bed and nodded.

“Open it. I’m not that delicate,” she said with a smile.

Huang Ying opened half the window, and the clear, cold wind of early winter morning swirled in.

Huang Ying stood by the window with her arms crossed, looking at the misty expanse.

“Really, it’s the same weather as the day you had your accident,” she said with a smile, turning her head. “Sleeping for a whole year, you really are something.”

Qi Yue also smiled.

A whole year…

“What’s wrong? Are you uncomfortable anywhere? I’ll go call your father,” Huang Ying said hurriedly, seeing her expression was slightly dazed.

Qi Yue quickly smiled and shook her head.

“Nothing, nothing,” she said. “I just slept too much, my brain is still a bit foggy.”

Huang Ying chuckled.

“Well, I won’t call him then. Your father has been busy again lately,” she said, pouring a glass of water and handing it over. “After curing you, someone who was declared a vegetable, he’s famous again. His clinic appointments are completely booked.”

Qi Yue smiled and took the water glass.

Stainless steel, orange-yellow, with a little cat painted on it.

She couldn’t help but turn it around to look at it.

Not that kind of delicate porcelain teacup…

And what was in the glass wasn’t clear tea water either.

“What’s wrong?” Huang Ying asked, somewhat puzzled. “Is it hot?”

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head, slowly bringing it to her lips for a sip. The distinctive taste of purified water…

She put it down.

“Outside, did it snow?” she asked.

Huang Ying nodded.

“Want to take a look?” she asked, seeing Qi Yue’s expression.

Outside, what would it be like?

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment, her gaze sweeping around the room.

A very simple single hospital room, like all hospitals, with white as the main color, the rigid structure of steel and concrete, water dispenser, television, air conditioning…

“Qi Yue?”

Huang Ying’s call brought Qi Yue back to her senses.

“What are you doing?” Huang Ying smiled. “What? Don’t recognize this place?”

She pointed around the room.

“Although you’ve never stayed here before, it shouldn’t be unfamiliar. You came here every day,” she smiled.

Qi Yue smiled.

“Come on,” Huang Ying extended her hand.

Qi Yue got out of bed and supported her arm.

This was a room on the eighth floor. Looking out the window, the first thing visible was the gray, misty sky.

Qi Yue’s steps hesitated.

“Are you okay? Can you walk? If you’re dizzy, just wait a moment,” Huang Ying said.

Qi Yue said she could, then raised her head, declined Huang Ying’s support, and walked step by step toward the window. She reached out to grip the windowsill as the clear, cold air rushed toward her. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes.

High-rise buildings towered everywhere, patches of accumulated snow covered the ground, and traffic flowed like dragons on the roads.

“Sister Huang,” Qi Yue murmured, “pinch me.”

As soon as she finished speaking, her arm stung sharply.

Qi Yue hissed twice.

“How’s that? Are you sure you’re awake now?” Huang Ying smiled.

Qi Yue rubbed her arm.

“Sister Huang, you really went for it,” she smiled.

At that moment, footsteps came from outside the door, accompanied by knocking.

“They’re all here,” Huang Ying smiled and walked away from the window, pointing toward the door. Through the frosted glass window on the door, the shadow of a large bouquet of flowers could be seen.

Qi Yue looked out the window once more. So it was all a dream.

She turned around, looked toward the door, and smiled.

A large group of people poured in.

“Yue Yue!”

“Wow, you’re fatter than me now!”

“You lazy thing, taking paid leave for a year while we’re all worked to death – you owe us a treat!”

The hospital room became as lively as New Year’s.

Although she knew everything was real, when she actually walked out of the hospital room, Qi Yue still hesitated slightly.

Nurses walked past in small groups in the hallway, doctors were making rounds in the rooms across the hall, and call bells rang intermittently nearby.

She couldn’t help but close her eyes.

The disciples of Qianjin Hall in white coats came toward her carrying trays.

“Dr. Qi,” someone called her.

Qi Yue opened her eyes – a nurse was walking past her.

“Dr. Qi, being discharged?” they smiled in greeting.

Qi Yue nodded at them with a smile.

“Thank you for taking care of me,” she smiled.

“Sister, hurry up!”

Qi Yue’s younger brother was ahead carrying large and small bags, using his elbow to press the elevator button.

Qi Yue smiled and greeted the nurses before following him.

“Big sister and brother-in-law have an afternoon flight…” her brother said.

Qi Yue hummed in acknowledgment.

The elevator doors opened, and they both went in. Qi Yue reached out to press the elevator button.

The momentary feeling of weightlessness made Qi Yue sway, and she reached out to steady herself.

“Sister, are you okay? Should we take the stairs instead?” her brother said hurriedly, reaching with his arm to press the elevator button.

“No need, no need,” Qi Yue quickly stopped him.

The elevator still stopped at the sixth floor. When the doors opened, both people inside and outside were stunned.

“Qi Yue, you’re being discharged?” Wu Jianfeng said, lifting his foot to step in.

“Get out,” her brother said with a stern face, turning his head.

Wu Jianfeng stopped his foot somewhat awkwardly, turned his head, and looked at Qi Yue again.

“I’m relieved that you’re okay,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at him and smiled.

“My accident was just that – an accident. It has nothing to do with you,” she said.

“No, no, that’s not what I meant,” Wu Jianfeng said hurriedly, again lifting his foot to step in.

Her brother blocked the door with one step, pressing the elevator button with his arm.

The elevator doors slowly closed.

“Really unlucky,” her brother muttered angrily, then turned to carefully observe Qi Yue’s expression. Seeing that Qi Yue’s expression was quiet, or rather, wooden.

“Sister, there are plenty of good men. This man is terrible,” he said hurriedly. “Several of my buddies like you. I’ll bring them all over sometime and you can pick whoever you want.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“What nonsense are you talking about?” She raised her hand and tapped her brother’s head.

Good men…

Yueniang…

A man’s voice echoed in her ears.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but press her head, though it didn’t feel like a headache.

“Sister, sister?” Her brother was startled and quickly dropped his bags to support her.

“Nothing, nothing. I just get a bit dizzy in elevators,” Qi Yue said quickly.

The elevator dinged and stopped. Her brother sighed with relief and quickly helped her walk out.

The cold wind of winter blew over, and Qi Yue couldn’t help but wrap her coat tighter around herself. The wind blew her hair into disarray. Hair strands flew and slid across her cheek. She reached up to catch them, looking at the high-rise buildings on all sides and the hurried crowds of passersby.

“…Do you want to go to the movie tonight together…”

“…Help me order two takeouts… coffee with sugar…”

“…Mom has been hospitalized for so long, and you don’t even come to visit. At least transfer the hospital fees to my card!”

“…No parking here. That comrade, please move your car…”

Various voices came from all directions.

“Miss, miss?”

Someone was calling nearby.

Qi Yue instinctively turned around and saw two unfamiliar men standing behind her.

“Young master, what can I do for you?” she said hurriedly.

The man’s eyes widened.

Young master?

This was a general hospital – it had a psychiatric department too, right?

The man stepped back slightly.

“Miss, we’re asking for directions. Um, where is the Third Inpatient Building?” he asked.

Qi Yue quickly looked around and pointed in one direction.

“Oh, go around this building from here. It’s right behind,” she said.

The two men thanked her and walked past her.

“That person just called me ‘young master’… Do people in big cities all greet each other like this now?”

The two men looked back at her and whispered to each other.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile and touched her face.

Two sharp car honks suddenly rang out, startling her again.

This kind of sudden high-decibel sound really made her uncomfortable…

“Sister, get in the car quickly,” her brother said, rolling down the window.

“Why are you driving my car?” Qi Yue said, opening the car door and getting in, touching the seat.

“If you don’t drive a car, it’ll break down. You should thank me,” her brother smiled, patting the steering wheel. “Look, to pick you up from the hospital, it’s been completely renewed inside and out.”

Qi Yue smiled looking at the newly replaced decorations in the car.

“Mom paid for it,” her brother said with a cheeky smile, turning his head.

“Just drive,” Qi Yue smiled, lifting her foot to kick the back of the seat.

“Sister, it’s newly replaced! Be careful! It’s very expensive!” her brother shouted exaggeratedly.

The car drove along the lane toward the exit, quickly leaving the hospital gates and merging into the traffic flow on the street.

When night fell deeply, the family gathering dispersed. Qi Yue put on her pajamas and dried her hair in front of the mirror. Under the soft light, the person in the mirror quietly looked back at her.

Qi Yue slowly stopped her hands and looked at the person in the mirror.

“I have gotten a bit fat,” she said to herself, then touched her hair. “I should go get my hair done too. It’s lost all its curl.”

“Little Yue?” someone called softly from outside the bathroom.

Qi Yue quickly snapped back to attention.

“Mom,” she responded and opened the door.

Mother Qi looked at her with some concern.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head, reaching out to rest her hands on her mother’s shoulders and pushing her along.

“I’m fine. I’m completely better. Don’t you trust Dad’s diagnosis?” she said.

Mother Qi also smiled.

“Are big sister and the others asleep?” she asked, sitting down on the sofa.

“They’re tired from the flight,” Mother said, pointing to the table in front of them. “I’ve warmed up some milk.”

Qi Yue reached out to take it, holding it in her hands and sipping slowly while looking around the room.

“What’s wrong? Don’t recognize it? You’ve been looking at everything strangely since you came in,” Mother smiled.

“A little. I slept for so long,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Sleeping for so long, were you conscious?” Mother asked, pointing to her own head with some curiosity. “Was it like dreaming?”

Qi Yue held the cup and was slightly dazed.

It was dreaming, wasn’t it?

“How would I remember that, Mom? As a doctor’s family member, you should know these basic facts. Don’t ask those things you see on TV,” she smiled.

“Fine, fine. You’re all rational elites, and I’m an ignorant housewife,” Mother smiled and stood up. “Go to bed early. You elite should get better quickly and go back to work, or you’ll become a housewife too.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily and waved at her mother.

The living room returned to quiet. Under the soft yellow night light, the person sitting on the sofa remained motionless for a long time.

Really, was it a dream?

No…

No…

That girl’s heart-wrenching cries, the blood flowing from her self-inflicted wounds…

Qi Yue hissed twice and touched her forehead.

She drank all the milk in one gulp, stood up, and walked back to her room.

She didn’t stay at home much because of her busy work, so she rented a place near the hospital. The furnishings in the room were still the same old ones, which brought her a familiar feeling and much peace of mind.

She sprawled spread-eagle on the bed, looking at the light above with slight absent-mindedness.

It was a dream, wasn’t it? Now she had awakened from the dream.

She got up again and reached out to snap off the light. The room plunged into darkness, but not that kind of darkness. Street lights, building lights, and car lights on the road made the room dimly bright.

Qi Yue walked to the window and looked at the night outside that was still bustling, then pulled the curtains shut with a swish.

“That’s it, sleep early, rest well, get back to work quickly, or I’ll be broke,” she said, stretching and waving her hand, then flopping onto the bed and closing her eyes.

Chapter 408: Seems Like
“Qi Yue!”

Hearing the shout as she walked into the cafeteria, Qi Yue looked over to see several familiar doctors waving at her.

“What? Are you treating me to a meal?” Qi Yue smiled and walked over.

“Come on, you’re treating us,” they laughed, sitting down haphazardly at the dining table.

“I’m broke right now,” Qi Yue said, also sitting down. “You have to consider that I’m a patient!”

Everyone burst into laughter.

“You’re a patient, yet you’re so eager to come back to work,” someone laughed.

They got their food amid the chaos and crowded around one table to eat.

“A patient really does need nourishment,” one doctor said, looking at Qi Yue’s lunch box with a smile. “All meat dishes.”

Everyone leaned over to look.

“Wow, pig’s head meat.”

“Little Qi, don’t you usually not like eating these greasy things?”

Don’t eat them?

Qi Yue was stunned for a moment.

Of course you eat meat when you eat – pig’s head stewed until tender, one big bite at a time…

The man laughed, picking up a piece with his chopsticks.

Qi Yue closed her eyes and shook her head.

“For nourishment,” she smiled, pointing to her head. “I did injure my head, after all.”

Everyone laughed again, their laughter drawing looks from others in the cafeteria.

“Look, the moon of thoracic surgery is back.”

“Yes, it’s much livelier now.”

A woman and a man walked into the cafeteria at that moment.

“Jianfeng, what do you want to eat? How about hot pot?” Cui Xiu asked, then turned to see the man beside her looking inside, seemingly not hearing what she said. She followed his gaze and immediately pulled a long face.

Listening to her colleagues’ jokes and laughter, Qi Yue kept her head down, eating her meal.

“Qi Yue.”

A female voice rang out above her head.

The laughing crowd all looked over, their expressions immediately souring.

Wu Jianfeng’s expression also looked unpleasant.

“Cui Xiu,” he said through gritted teeth in a low voice, once again tugging at Cui Xiu’s arm.

Cui Xiu shook him off.

“What?” she said. “We’re all colleagues. Qi Yue had such a big thing happen and got better – can’t I come say hello? I used to visit all the time when she wasn’t well.”

The people around looked very uncomfortable.

“Cui Xiu, coming all this way to eat here? Isn’t the third cafeteria very close to the Traditional Chinese Medicine department?” a female doctor said with a half-smile.

“Sister Zhou, who can resist the fragrant food in your thoracic surgery cafeteria?” Cui Xiu also replied with a half-smile. “Once you’ve eaten here, you can’t forget it.”

While they were talking, Qi Yue kept her head down eating, as if she hadn’t heard.

This appeared deliberate to Cui Xiu.

“Qi Yue,” she called again, reaching out to tap the table.

Only then did Qi Yue come back to her senses and look up.

“Oh, Cui Xiu,” she said.

“Congratulations on your recovery,” Cui Xiu said.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile.

“Thank you,” she said.

Just as Cui Xiu was about to say something more, the pager on Qi Yue went off. She stood up without even bothering to take her lunch box.

“Help me bring it back,” she said.

Everyone quickly waved at her.

“Oh, by the way, Cui Xiu.” Qi Yue paused and looked at Cui Xiu again.

In that dream, traditional Chinese medicine injections…

She couldn’t help but smile.

“Thank you for doing me such a big favor,” Qi Yue said.

She finished speaking and hurried away.

Cui Xiu was completely baffled.

“What favor?” she asked, looking at Wu Jianfeng.

Wu Jianfeng didn’t look at her and pulled her away.

“What favor did I do her? Pick up your ex-boyfriend? Is she laughing at me?” Cui Xiu said angrily.

“Just say less, will you? I’m not eating this meal,” Wu Jianfeng was truly angry this time. He shook off Cui Xiu and strode away.

Everyone in the cafeteria looked over. Cui Xiu bit her lower lip, stamped her foot, and chased after him.

“Really, bringing shame on herself.”

“Exactly, why bother?”

Qi Yue’s colleagues shook their heads.

Many people were standing in the hospital room, looking at the patient on the bed with slightly anxious expressions.

“Dr. Qi, this just started happening,” the nurse said with slight perspiration on her forehead.

Qi Yue had already bent down to begin the examination.

“The eyelid trembling when closed has disappeared, and the heart rate has reached 120,” she said, standing up. “Oxygen therapy.”

The nurses responded and hurriedly complied.

“Doctor, what’s wrong? Everything was fine… didn’t you say the surgery was very successful?” the family members cried nearby.

The patient’s condition didn’t improve with oxygen therapy.

“Dr. Qi, let’s go for lab tests,” the nurses suggested.

At this point, they needed to rely on instruments for diagnosis.

Qi Yue frowned without speaking, looking at the patient on the bed. Her gaze fell on the patient’s wrist.

She instinctively reached out to feel the pulse.

The nurses looked at her in surprise.

As she felt the pulse, Qi Yue felt some terms naturally appearing in her mind.

Those things she shouldn’t know – traditional Chinese medicine diagnoses…

Shocked, she quickly withdrew her hand.

“Dr. Qi!” the nurse urged again.

Lab tests? These symptoms…

As long as it’s an illness, there are external symptomatic reactions…

Miss Qi, although we don’t have the things you want, I think we can see and find…

Who was speaking in her mind?

Such clear dream scenes…

Qi Yue closed her eyes again and sat down.

“Dr. Qi?” The nurses had already prepared to wheel the bed and asked in surprise seeing this.

“Has there been anything unusual these past few days?” Qi Yue asked, carefully examining the patient’s facial features.

“Unusual?” the family members asked in confusion, looking at each other and shaking their heads.

“Has he felt uncomfortable anywhere?” Qi Yue asked.

The nurses watched the patient’s reactions.

“Dr. Qi,” they reminded her softly again.

“Uncomfortable?” The family members looked at each other, and one of them said “oh.” “A few days ago, Xiao Qiang said he felt uncomfortable with wind blowing.”

Wind?

Qi Yue turned to look at the window.

Three days post-surgery, this room was sealed, and besides, the person was covered very tightly.

“Right, right, said there was wind blowing on his face…” another family member said. “He even called the caregiver to check the windows…”

Wind…

“Dr. Qi, the patient’s eyes are rolling back!” the nurse shouted, her voice somewhat panicked.

Qi Yue stood up abruptly, her gaze sweeping over everything and finally landing on the IV drip.

She reached out to check the medication card.

“It’s cephalosporin allergy,” she said, reaching out to remove the needle.

The nurse was startled.

“That’s impossible, he’s been on this medication for days,” they said, also looking down at the patient. “And he didn’t have any allergic reactions.”

Qi Yue had already skillfully removed the needle.

“IV push dexamethasone, intramuscular promethazine,” she said.

She was the doctor, she had the final say. The nurses responded.

Qi Yue wrote a prescription, and everyone hurried to execute it.

Qi Yue didn’t leave the room, watching everyone bustle about.

After the two medications were administered, the patient indeed showed improvement.

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

“Dr. Qi! It really is an allergic reaction! There’s a response!” a nurse suddenly pointed at the patient’s ear.

Everyone looked and saw red rashes spreading around the patient’s ear.

Everyone couldn’t help but pat their chests in relief.

“Thank heavens…”

If they had still been running the IV while going for tests, the person probably wouldn’t have survived by the time they got downstairs.

“Although we all learned in textbooks that some allergic symptoms can appear within two to three days, when you suddenly encounter it, you really can’t think of it,” the nurses said.

“Good thing, good thing, we made it in time,” Qi Yue said. “Be more careful next time.”

The nurses quickly responded.

After observing the patient for a while longer, work hours arrived and other doctors came. Qi Yue handed over the patient’s condition and returned to her office.

The lunch box she’d eaten only half of had been brought back by colleagues and was sitting on the desk.

Qi Yue put the lunch box in the microwave. Looking out the window, her office was on the third floor, directly facing the street. She stared blankly until someone knocked on the door.

“Haven’t eaten yet?” Huang Ying walked in and asked.

Qi Yue smiled and took the lunch box from the microwave.

“I was on duty this morning,” she said.

Ward duty was the busiest, so not eating on schedule was normal. Often they couldn’t spare time to eat.

“Are you off work?” she asked while opening the lunch box and picking up a spoon, gesturing for Huang Ying to sit.

Huang Ying nodded.

“Want to get together tonight?” she asked.

Getting together meant going to Qi Yue’s place for dinner.

This was their old habit.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded.

“But my refrigerator is empty. Buy whatever you want to eat yourselves, and I’ll go home and cook for you,” she smiled, eating large mouthfuls of food.

“What were you thinking about just now?” Huang Ying asked.

“What?” Qi Yue asked with her mouth full.

“Little Yue, you’ve been spacing out a lot lately. Is there something on your mind?” Huang Ying asked.

Qi Yue smiled and shook her head.

“Not at all,” she said. “I’ve been discharged, I’m no longer a patient in your neurology department. Don’t conduct follow-up investigations on me.”

Huang Ying pursed her lips.

“Did you receive that guy’s wedding invitation?” she asked hesitantly.

Qi Yue was stunned, then remembered something and rummaged through the papers on her desk, pulling out an invitation from under a pile of medical files.

“Really…” Huang Ying was very angry, snatching it away and slapping it on the desk. “I’m really fed up with this shameless thing… saying they were waiting for you to get better before they got married. What? Were they waiting for you to get better so they could slap you in the face?”

Qi Yue shook her head and smiled.

“Little Yue, it’s nothing, don’t take it to heart. There are plenty of good men. Hey, in our neurology department, there’s a new one, returned from overseas…” Huang Ying hurried to comfort her, raising her eyebrows.

Qi Yue laughed even harder, reaching out to snatch the invitation from her hand.

“Hey, don’t go, it’s not worth it. Why give them gift money…” Huang Ying said with wide eyes. Before she could finish, she saw Qi Yue casually toss it.

The invitation landed precisely in the waste basket.

Huang Ying gave her a thumbs up.

“Dr. Qi!” someone called from outside the door. “Are you scrubbing in for Director Zhou’s surgery?”

Qi Yue quickly swallowed the food in her mouth and didn’t finish the remaining half box.

“Yes, yes,” she said, standing up.

“Surgery this afternoon,” Huang Ying also stood up.

“Oh, there’s a total pneumonectomy,” Qi Yue said.

“Then you’ll be late after surgery, let’s get together another day,” Huang Ying said.

Qi Yue nodded.

When Qi Yue walked out of the hospital office building, night had already fallen.

“Dr. Qi, getting off work.”

Passersby greeted her, and Qi Yue smiled at each one. The north wind blew snow pellets down, and soon the concrete road was covered with a crystalline layer.

The rented place was very close to the hospital. Going out the west gate, there was a bustling night market.

“…Is this fish still fresh?”

“…Miss, do you want pineapple?”

“…Just two pounds of ribs…”

Soon, Qi Yue was carrying three or four bags. The snow was getting heavier, and there were fewer and fewer people on the street. She pulled her coat’s hood over her head and quickened her pace.

The sound systems of the shops along the street were still playing loudly.

“…What will I do without you… going to work alone… getting off work alone… alone in the big big city… no one to say goodnight… accompanied by loneliness all night long…”

Qi Yue couldn’t help but stop and turn to look.

The music was still echoing.

Beep beep – car horns behind her.

Qi Yue came back to her senses, got out of the way, and continued walking.

The lights in the room came on. Qi Yue kicked the door shut, threw off her shoes, and ran barefoot on the warm floor into the kitchen. She threw her things on the dining table, pulled the curtains, and went to change clothes.

She started the stove to heat water while stewing ribs. The rice in the rice cooker was also giving off a fragrant aroma, but there was no sign of Qi Yue in the kitchen. Her cheers could be heard from the bedroom.

“That’s right, this is it,” she said to herself, carrying a laptop out and placing it on the coffee table. She clicked it, and tinkling music began to play.

The sound of boiling water made Qi Yue hurry over, turn off the heat, and taste the fish soup.

“Oishi,” she muttered, opening the cupboard.

A plate of soup, a plate of side dishes, and a bowl of rice were set on the table.

“Alright, time to eat,” she said, tapping her chopsticks.

Under the orange light in the dining room, a woman in gray home clothes ate quietly. The song from the laptop echoed repeatedly throughout the room.

What will I do without you…

Eating alone…

Washing dishes alone…

Alone in the big big room…

Facing the ceiling…

All scenes are heartbreaking…

Chapter 409: Rather Than
Qi Yue pushed open the door to the physician’s office. The room full of resident doctors who had been sitting in two rows recording case notes and chatting fell quiet for a moment.

“Little Sun, bed 18 is your responsibility?” Qi Yue asked.

A young man in his twenties quickly stood up, with some uneasiness.

The atmosphere in the office also became somewhat tense.

“There are several problems with your medical record. Come with me for a moment,” Qi Yue said, turning and walking away.

Dr. Sun couldn’t help but look at everyone, and they all made expressions wishing him good luck.

“Dr. Qi…”

Dr. Sun followed Qi Yue into a patient room.

This was a thoracic trauma patient who had been admitted that morning.

When Dr. Sun followed her in, Qi Yue was bending over the patient conducting an examination.

“Tian Youcai, Tian Youcai,” she called to the patient in a raised voice.

The patient moved his head, his lips opened and closed, seeming to make a sound yet not quite.

Qi Yue turned to look at Dr. Sun.

Dr. Sun was somewhat puzzled.

“Your medical record says this patient is in a coma,” Qi Yue said, handing him the medical record in her hand. “But the patient sometimes responds to sound. How should this be written?”

Dr. Sun said “oh.”

“Yes, still responds to speech, can be awakened, and falls asleep again when stimulation stops,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded.

“What should this be called?” she asked.

“Stupor,” Dr. Sun said, with some shame, lowering his head and waiting for the medical record to be thrown at him, followed by a torrent of scolding, just like before.

“Be more careful next time. One wrong word can affect the diagnosis of the doctors who come after. Human lives are at stake – there’s no room for carelessness,” Qi Yue said, stuffing the medical record into his hands and patting his arm before walking out.

Dr. Sun stood there somewhat dazed, holding the medical record.

When he stepped into the office, he was still a bit bewildered.

The others had already swarmed around him.

“Did she scold you?”

“Did she hit you on the head?”

“Did she ask who your supervisor was this time?”

Everyone asked in a chorus.

Dr. Sun looked down at the medical record, then at his own arm.

“No,” he said.

Everyone was stunned.

“Dr. Qi personally demonstrated and taught me, that’s all,” Dr. Sun said, hardly believing it himself.

Was this still the same high-achieving student from school, the high-achieving backup talent in the hospital, the proud and straightforward thoracic surgery “little quick blade” Qi Yue?

The same “little quick blade” Qi Yue who said she hated stupid people most in her life and least liked talking to idiots?

“Hey, is it that she can’t lose her temper anymore because of her head injury?” someone said, pointing to their own head.

This theory seemed plausible, and everyone nodded with laughter.

After this discovery, everyone paid more attention to Qi Yue.

“Hey, hey, guess what I just saw in the outpatient clinic…”

“…What did you see?”

“…A family member didn’t want the patient to get a CT or MRI… said they had it checked at home with no problems, and even brought the films… guess what Dr. Qi would say?”

“…She’d say, ‘Are you the doctor or am I the doctor?'”

“…Wrong. She patiently explained, and guess what happened in the end?”

“What happened?”

“Dr. Qi said to let them go for the examination, she’d pay for it, and if the examination results showed problems, they could pay her back.”

The office was in an uproar.

“I heard that after brain injuries, some people’s personalities really do change dramatically.”

“Haven’t you noticed? Dr. Qi is really different from before, like she’s a different person…”

“Right, right, right. Has she been… transmigrated?” an intern couldn’t help but say, nervously covering her mouth with wide eyes.

This comment earned her several knocks on the head.

“Right! Transmigrated! And possessed someone’s body! Xiaomei, did you watch horror movies again during your night shift yesterday?” someone said.

The office filled with laughter.

Someone knocked on the door.

Everyone quickly looked over and saw the attending physician looking over with a stern, serious expression.

“Work hours,” he said.

Everyone quickly lowered their heads to organize the things in front of them.

The good thing about outpatient duty was that you got off work on time. As colleagues in the same office packed up their things, they saw Qi Yue still sitting and reading.

“Qi Yue, work’s over,” he reminded her.

Qi Yue looked at the clock on the wall.

It was evening again so quickly…

“Alright, see you tomorrow,” Qi Yue smiled, putting down her book, simply tidying up, changing clothes, and walking out.

Just as she walked out, she saw Huang Ying walking over with someone. Seeing her, Huang Ying quickly waved.

“Little Yue,” she called.

Qi Yue stopped to wait for her, seeing that Huang Ying was accompanied by an unfamiliar man.

She politely smiled and nodded in greeting.

The man also nodded slightly in return.

“Are you free tonight?” Huang Ying asked, pointing to the man beside her. “This is the new attending physician in our neurology department, Peng Jiahai.”

Then looking at the man, “This is Dr. Qi’s daughter, little Dr. Qi.”

Qi Yue extended her hand.

Peng Jiahai shook it.

“I’ve heard so much about you,” he said with a smile.

“The fame of family love awakening a vegetative patient?” Qi Yue smiled.

Peng Jiahai couldn’t help but break into a smile.

This woman was quite witty.

“Little Yue, want to have dinner together?” Huang Ying quickly smiled. “The department is holding a welcome banquet for Dr. Peng. After dinner, we’ll go sing karaoke. Your father isn’t going, so you could represent him as his daughter.”

Qi Yue smiled and was about to speak when voices came from behind.

“Dr. Qi, Dr. Qi.”

The three turned to see a middle-aged woman hurrying over.

Qi Yue recognized her as the daughter of the patient who didn’t want to do the examination that afternoon.

“Dr. Qi, well, I’m really sorry…” she said with some shame.

“Oh, it’s nothing. Come in and talk,” Qi Yue said quickly, looking at Huang Ying and Peng Jiahai. “I’m really sorry, next time.”

The middle-aged woman was stunned.

“It’s fine, it’s fine. Dr. Qi, I’m just here to give you the money, I won’t delay you getting off work…” she said hurriedly.

Qi Yue had already taken her arm and opened the office door to go inside.

Huang Ying smiled somewhat awkwardly at Peng Jiahai.

“She’s just like that, a workaholic,” she said.

“Young people being serious about work is quite good,” Peng Jiahai smiled.

“Right, right,” Huang Ying quickly nodded.

Hearing the two people by the door walk away, Qi Yue sighed with relief.

“Dr. Qi, this is the examination fee…” the middle-aged woman said, taking out the money.

“How were the examination results?” Qi Yue asked.

The middle-aged woman immediately started crying.

“Meningioma, already metastasized to the liver,” she said in a low voice.

This result also somewhat surprised Qi Yue. She had only felt that this patient’s condition wasn’t simple pancreatitis, and that it would be inappropriate to rashly perform cholecystectomy.

In that case, there was no need for treatment.

“Birth, aging, sickness, and death – there’s nothing we can do about it. You need to think positively. Your mother is seventy this year, right?” she asked.

The middle-aged woman wiped her tears.

“Seventy-two,” she said. “My mother has suffered her whole life…”

Qi Yue stood up to pour her a glass of water.

The middle-aged woman didn’t mention leaving. After running around all day paying fees, consulting doctors, and dealing with the hospital ward, she was truly thirsty and tired. Especially since she hadn’t encountered many friendly faces all afternoon, seeing Qi Yue’s kindness, she forgot her unfamiliarity and restraint, took the water and drank it in one gulp, then began to tell of her family’s misfortunes.

When almost all the lights in the outpatient building had been extinguished, the middle-aged woman suddenly came to her senses.

“Oh my, look at me… talking so much,” she quickly stood up, embarrassed. “I’ve delayed Dr. Qi from getting off work.”

“No delay. I’m a doctor – I should be treating patients,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Being able to listen to you talk is also a way of treating you.”

The middle-aged woman was very surprised and somewhat afraid.

“I… I’m also sick?” she asked nervously.

“Heart sickness,” Qi Yue said with a smile.

The middle-aged woman didn’t understand.

“With your mother like this and your brothers not caring, such a heavy burden falls on your shoulders. How much psychological pressure must you have?” Qi Yue said, pouring her another glass of water. “And knowing about this disease, you’re sad but can’t show it in front of your mother. Your heart must be stifled.”

The middle-aged woman’s tears came down again.

“Dr. Qi, my heart is so bitter,” she cried.

“I know,” Qi Yue nodded. “Saying it out loud and crying it out will make you feel better. Things are already this way – you must be able to accept it.”

She handed her the tissue box from the desk.

After crying for a while, the middle-aged woman felt much better.

“Thank you, Dr. Qi. My attitude this afternoon was bad, yet you still treat me like this…” she said with a choked voice.

What is a great physician?

All great physicians who treat illness must calm their spirits and stabilize their will, have no desires or demands, first develop great compassion and sympathy, and vow to universally save all living beings from suffering. If someone comes seeking help for illness, do not ask about their nobility or lowliness, poverty or wealth, age or beauty, resentment or friendship, Chinese or foreign, foolishness or wisdom – treat them all equally, all as if they were dear relatives. Also do not look ahead and behind, worry about fortune and misfortune for yourself, or cherish your own life. Seeing their suffering as if it were your own, with deep heartfelt sorrow. Do not avoid danger and hardship, day and night, cold and heat, hunger and thirst, fatigue – wholeheartedly rush to save them, without any thoughts of merit or traces of effort. Only thus can you be a great physician for all living beings. To act contrary to this is to be a great thief among all living beings.

Loud, resonant oaths rang in her ears.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but close her eyes.

“Resentment or friendship, Chinese or foreign, foolishness or wisdom – treat them all equally, all as if they were dear relatives…” she murmured.

“Dr. Qi, you should go home quickly. It’s so late, and you haven’t eaten yet,” the middle-aged woman said, wiping her tears again. “I really met a good person. Otherwise, if I hadn’t done this examination, it would have seemed like I saved eight hundred or a thousand yuan, but doing surgery would have cost several times that amount, and it would have been for nothing – my mother would have suffered… Now it’s good…”

After saying this, she thanked her again and left.

The office returned to quiet. Qi Yue looked around.

She was alone again…

She picked up her bag, closed the door, and slowly walked out. Her high heels echoed in the corridor, and the motion-sensor lights lit up and then went out.

The winter night market was also lively. Walking through this bustling area back home, Qi Yue habitually kicked off her shoes and leaned against the door, looking at the lit interior.

This was a 100-square-meter two-bedroom, one-living-room apartment, decorated simply and elegantly. In her words, she needed enough space to breathe, but now it seemed this space was too large.

She stood quietly by the door looking for a moment, then stepped inside, threw her bag on the sofa, and the gurgling in her stomach reminded her she hadn’t eaten yet.

Opening the refrigerator, it was packed full. Qi Yue looked through it all but in the end only took out a can of beer and got a cup of instant noodles from the kitchen.

After showering and rubbing her hair, she came out and sat in front of the coffee table, opened the beer, and turned on the TV.

“Alright, let’s eat,” she said, picking up the fork.

Applause came from the TV, followed by music.

“…If I hadn’t met you… now I would…”

The music stopped abruptly.

Qi Yue held the remote control and took a deep breath.

“It’s so late, eating this stuff is just gaining weight,” she said, trying to sound casual as she threw both the fork and remote control on the table and stood up. “Let’s go to sleep.”

The lights in the room went out, plunging it into darkness.

Chapter 410: Small Skill
Two knocks on the door made Dr. Qi, who had just entered his office, look up to see Qi Yue leaning against the doorframe with a smile.

“Go home on the weekend. What are you so busy with? You haven’t been home for several weeks,” Father Qi said.

Qi Yue smiled and walked in.

“I’ll go back this week. There won’t happen to be guests at home again, will there?” she asked, spinning a pen on the desk.

“Your mother is worried about you too,” Father Qi smiled. “You’re almost thirty…”

Before he could finish, Qi Yue quickly gestured at him.

“Dad, Dad, twenty-nine, twenty-nine. There’s still a year before thirty,” Qi Yue said. “Don’t make your daughter sound so old.”

“You were born in the first lunar month, the year has already passed,” Father Qi reminded her.

“Being born in the first month still doesn’t make me thirty,” Qi Yue huffed. “Anyway, don’t worry about it. I can’t get married just because my ex-boyfriend got married. What kind of comparison is that?”

“Whatever you want, I won’t interfere,” Father Qi said.

Qi Yue spun the pen for a while.

“Dad,” she called, then hesitated.

Father Qi looked at her.

“Tell me, how real can dreams be? At their most real, how real can they get?” Qi Yue asked thoughtfully.

Father Qi smiled and leaned back in his chair.

“How rare – the rational-above-all little Dr. Qi is actually talking about this topic now?” he asked with a laugh, looking curious. “What dream? Tell me about it.”

“I dreamed I won the lottery,” Qi Yue said, pushing away from the desk and standing up.

Father Qi laughed.

“Getting embarrassed now? What’s there to talk about?” he smiled, watching Qi Yue about to leave. “Did you just arrive or are you going back?”

“I’m on the afternoon shift in the emergency room today,” Qi Yue said. “I just sent a patient to your department.”

“What illness?” Dr. Qi asked.

Before he finished speaking, people were already talking in the hallway.

“…What kind of joke is this… why send an ophthalmology patient here?”

Qi Yue made a face at her father and turned to leave.

In the hallway, a doctor was looking at a medical record, with a stone-faced patient’s family member beside him.

“Director Lu, here’s the situation. We consulted on this patient during our shift – there might be some brain problems,” Qi Yue said, walking over.

Director Lu glanced at her.

“Little Qi,” he said flatly.

“We already did a cranial CT,” the patient’s family member said, shaking the bag, looking angry.

“I’ve looked at it. The CT is fine,” Director Lu said.

“Has an MRI been done?” Qi Yue asked.

“Look, look! This is just to make us do more tests! We already wasted money on one CT, and it’s still not over!” the family member got agitated and said loudly, pointing at Qi Yue. “Director Lu, how can young doctors nowadays be like this? Can’t they do anything but order tests? Are they just trying to get more commission? They can clearly diagnose the illness but insist on making us do this and that!”

This commotion attracted everyone’s attention. People in the hallway looked over, and some came out of their offices.

Seeing Qi Yue, Peng Jiahai, who had originally been about to enter without paying attention, stopped.

Father Qi also came out of his office.

“She’s doing this for your own good. Wouldn’t it be better to confirm there’s no such illness?” he quickly tried to mediate.

“Besides ordering tests, can’t you do anything else?” the family member said angrily. “Without machines, what can you do?”

“Actually, being able to do these tests is how lucky and blessed we are,” Qi Yue said.

The family member spat.

“Don’t think I don’t know the tricks involved,” he said, snatching the medical record and films from Director Lu. “Useless.”

He was about to leave, then stopped and moved close to Qi Yue.

Father Qi instinctively blocked in front of his daughter.

“Thoracic Surgery, Qi Yue,” the patient read from Qi Yue’s name tag. “I’m writing this down. I’m filing a complaint against you.”

“This comrade, this comrade,” Father Qi quickly stopped him. “Let’s talk nicely…”

Qi Yue also quickly turned to stop him.

“Scared now? Too late!” he shouted. “If I don’t teach you a lesson, you won’t know what fear is!”

“Comrade, your father’s illness is indeed somewhat problematic. It’s definitely not just a cataract causing poor vision,” Qi Yue ignored his words and said instead.

“Tell me, why do you insist on saying this? Didn’t the other doctors say there’s nothing wrong? Aren’t the routine eye exams normal too?” the family member asked with a frown.

“Has your father been having headaches recently?” Qi Yue ignored his mockery and said, pausing and pointing to the right side of her head. “Right side pain.”

“No,” the family member said impatiently.

“Think about it carefully, ask the patient carefully,” Qi Yue said.

“How do you know this? Who told you? I haven’t heard my father say anything,” the family member said.

“I…” Qi Yue hesitated. “I can tell from his pulse…”

Pulse reading.

Not only was the family member stunned, but all the other doctors were stunned too.

The family member looked up and around, reaching up to dig in his ear.

“I didn’t go to the wrong place, did I?” he said. “This isn’t the Traditional Chinese Medicine department, is it?”

“Comrade, I’m being serious, not joking with you. Although your father can’t express it clearly, when I checked his pulse…” Qi Yue continued.

“Crazy,” the family member interrupted her, threw down that comment, and walked away shaking his hands.

“Hey,” Qi Yue called out, about to chase after him.

Father Qi grabbed her arm.

Father Qi shook his head at her.

Director Lu also shook his head.

“Old Lu, about this matter…” Father Qi said to him with some apology.

“Forget it, it’s nothing,” Director Lu said. “Young people, they’re inevitably a bit impulsive.”

Father Qi smiled and thanked him.

“Little Qi, study more with your father. Come to our neurology department in the future,” Director Lu said, patting Father Qi’s arm. “Don’t worry, I’ll handle the complaint.”

The people in the hallway dispersed. Peng Jiahai stood still, watching thoughtfully.

“Dr. Peng?” someone called him.

Peng Jiahai came back to his senses.

He saw Qi Yue and Father Qi exchange a few words before she left.

“Does little Dr. Qi also practice traditional Chinese medicine?” he couldn’t help asking.

The doctor nearby shook his head with a smile.

“Little Qi is a top student from Beijing Western Medicine. Don’t mention TCM to her – she almost sued the TCM department’s pharmacy to bankruptcy,” he laughed. “She’s the thoracic surgery ‘little quick blade’ – she wouldn’t learn such slow medicine.”

Peng Jiahai said “oh” and looked again. The woman’s straight figure in the hallway disappeared around the corner into the stairwell.

This incident didn’t have much impact on Qi Yue. Since she was on the afternoon shift, she got off work in the afternoon.

Her phone was ringing constantly. Qi Yue answered while opening the door.

“I know, I’ll go shopping right now. Whatever you want to eat, I’ll make for you… okay, okay… play cards… fine, fine… I remember the red wine you wanted…” she said, opening and closing the door, changing shoes, and entering the house. Without stopping, she went into the kitchen to get shopping bags, changed clothes, and went out again.

Huang Ying hung up the phone and almost bumped into someone as she left.

“Sister Huang, what’s so urgent?” Peng Jiahai smiled.

“Hey, Director Peng, finished your rounds?” Huang Ying was even happier seeing him. “Are you free tonight?”

Peng Jiahai thought about it.

“I’m free,” he said. “I’m alone in the country – when one person eats their fill, the whole family isn’t hungry.”

Huang Ying laughed and patted his arm.

“Good, then come eat with us,” she smiled.

“Well, let me pay this time. It’s not good to always eat off you,” Peng Jiahai said with a smile.

“No need. It’s a gathering at Yueyue’s place,” Huang Ying smiled.

“Yueyue?” Peng Jiahai asked questioningly.

“Oh, that’s little Dr. Qi’s place,” Huang Ying smiled, winking at him. “Little Dr. Qi is an excellent cook. We often go to her place.”

Little Dr. Qi…

Peng Jiahai nodded.

“I just don’t know if it’s too presumptuous?” he said.

“Oh, what’s presumptuous about it? We’re colleagues – once strangers, twice friends,” Huang Ying smiled. “Then it’s settled.”

Peng Jiahai had just nodded when there was a commotion in the ward.

“Dr. Peng, patient from the emergency room,” a nurse called.

Peng Jiahai and Huang Ying hurried over.

The patient sent over was in his sixties, already unconscious. Oxygen and IV drips had been set up by the emergency doctor, but the person was obviously still in bad shape.

Soon the MRI report was also sent over – acute cerebral infarction.

“Looks like I can’t make tonight’s gathering,” Peng Jiahai said to Huang Ying.

“You go ahead and get busy,” Huang Ying said quickly.

Family members arrived one after another, and the ward became chaotic.

As Peng Jiahai prepared for surgery, he bumped into a family member who had just arrived. The man was obviously devastated and disoriented, stumbling and crying.

“Dad, Dad… what happened? When I went home at noon, everything was fine…”

Peng Jiahai, about to enter the operating room, couldn’t help but pause and look back. The man grabbing the patient’s bed and crying was the same man from noon!

I suspect there’s a brain problem…

Has an MRI been done?

Comrade, has your father been having headaches recently?

That woman had pointed to her head.

Right side pain…

Peng Jiahai quickly stepped into the operating room and looked at the hanging X-ray films.

Multiple subacute cerebral infarctions in the right occipital lobe and left cerebellar hemisphere…

As night fell, Qi Yue’s home was lively.

In the living room, a small movie was playing on one side while an intense card game was happening on the other. The kitchen partition was designed as a small bar, now filled with beer, red wine, champagne, and various snack platters.

Qi Yue held a beer can and leaned against the back of the sofa.

“You’re so silly, wrong, wrong…” she patted Huang Ying’s shoulder.

Huang Ying had four or five strips of paper with writing stuck to her face, shrugging her shoulders.

“Don’t make noise, don’t make noise…” she also shouted.

As her opponent finished their cards, she let out a wail.

“Come, come, let me personally stick this one on Sister Huang,” the opponent said cheerfully, picking up a strip from a nearby plate that read “I am the world’s greatest beauty” and sticking it on.

“Oh, so stupid. I slept for a year, and you haven’t improved at all,” Qi Yue laughed and pushed Huang Ying’s head.

“Go away, go away,” Huang Ying said unconvinced, reshuffling the cards. “Again, again.”

Qi Yue laughed and walked away. She shook her beer can – it was empty – so she got another bottle. Looking around the lively room, she slowly opened the door and walked onto the balcony.

The cool early summer breeze blew gently. From the eighth-floor terrace, the entire city could be seen.

Behind her, laughter and music came from behind the glass door. In front of her were the dazzling city neon lights.

Qi Yue raised her head – faint stars could be seen in the sky.

“Cheers,” she said, raising her hand.

The glass door was suddenly pulled open, startling Qi Yue.

“Yueyue, what are you doing?” Huang Ying asked.

“Oh, nothing, drinking to the moon,” Qi Yue smiled.

Huang Ying scoffed, then waved her phone.

“Well, I invited a colleague. Originally he couldn’t come, but now he can. Is that okay?” she asked.

“Of course,” Qi Yue smiled. “Your colleague is my colleague, isn’t he?”

Huang Ying smiled and nodded at her.

“Then I’ll go pick him up – he can’t find the place,” she said, turning to run out.

“Hey,” Qi Yue quickly called out, pointing to her face. “You’re going out looking like that? You’ll scare your colleague to death.”

Huang Ying laughed heartily and reached up to pull off the strips on her face.

“Hey, hey, no pulling them off! Go out just like that!”

The colleagues over there objected and shouted teasingly.

The room filled with laughter and noise. Qi Yue took a deep breath, glanced at the night sky, tilted her head back for a sip of wine. Dreams – dreams had to wake up, right? She stepped back inside.

Chapter 411: Bewilderment
Huang Ying brought the new colleague through the door, surprising everyone greatly.

“Wow, handsome Peng,” someone called out. “What a rare guest, rare guest indeed.”

Qi Yue was also somewhat surprised.

“Just finished surgery, came over to mooch a meal, forgive me,” Peng Jiahai said, bowing his head slightly in greeting.

“You honor us with your presence,” Qi Yue smiled, welcoming him in. “There’s alcohol here, which would you like? I can reheat some dishes for you.”

“No need to trouble yourself, just some wine and light dishes will do,” Peng Jiahai quickly said.

“Don’t be polite, don’t be polite. Yueniang, I’m entrusting my colleague to you as the host,” Huang Ying said, busily pulling a nearby colleague along. “Come on, let’s continue playing. I refuse to believe I can’t win.”

Everyone laughed and went their separate ways.

Peng Jiahai hesitated for a moment before standing by the small bar counter.

Qi Yue turned on the stove.

“Any foods you can’t eat?” she asked, turning back.

“Ah, no, none at all,” Peng Jiahai quickly replied.

“Get yourself a glass, pour what you want to drink yourself, don’t be restrained. They all act like this at my place,” Qi Yue smiled, pointing with her chin.

Peng Jiahai smiled and agreed, taking a glass himself. After looking around, he poured some red wine.

Qi Yue saw this and, after thinking for a moment, took out a steak from the refrigerator.

“Where did you go to university?” she asked as she worked.

“Columbia,” Peng Jiahai said, swirling his wine glass.

The sizzling sound of the steak hitting the oil in the pan filled the air.

“Wow, a top student,” Qi Yue smiled.

“I wouldn’t dare claim that. Every school has both top students and poor ones,” Peng Jiahai said.

Qi Yue turned back to look at him and smiled.

“Thank you for the compliment,” she said.

Peng Jiahai laughed.

The telephone suddenly rang with a ding-dong-ding-dong sound.

“Whose is that?” people in the living room called out.

“Yueniang, it’s your house phone,” someone realized and also shouted.

Qi Yue looked at the oil pan.

“I’ll get it,” Peng Jiahai said, setting down his wine glass.

Qi Yue smiled and handed him the spatula, hurrying toward the phone.

After finishing the call and returning, Peng Jiahai was wearing an apron and skillfully flipping the pan.

“Let me do it, how can I let you, a guest, do the work yourself,” Qi Yue smiled.

“Let me handle it. An uninvited guest should work for himself,” Peng Jiahai said, looking around. “The oven…”

Qi Yue opened the oven, arranged the iron tray properly, then thought of something and went to open the refrigerator.

“Bell peppers or potatoes?” she asked, leaning out from behind the refrigerator door.

“Bell peppers,” Peng Jiahai said.

A colleague here poked their head out and saw this, making two “hey hey” sounds to alert the others.

Everyone looked over.

In the kitchen, a tall, thin man wearing an apron was frying steak, while a woman in light gray home clothes was putting the vegetables she had prepared into the oil pan, habitually blowing on her fingers.

Not knowing what was said, both of them laughed.

“Sister Huang, how many matches have you made? Enough to build several towers of merit, right?” a colleague smiled.

Huang Ying, who had paper strips stuck back on her face, proudly lifted her chin.

“That’s right,” she said.

“Hey hey, how’s this returned overseas student? He looks decent enough…” another person asked with some concern, “Yueniang can’t be taken advantage of by another pig…”

“Don’t you trust me to handle things?” Huang Ying said. “He’s definitely better than that bastard Wu Jianfeng. He has family background, good looks, and education. I’m telling you, there are plenty of people in our department eyeing him.”

She raised her eyebrows at this point.

“But sister here struck first,” she smiled.

Everyone laughed heartily.

“Sister, please accept our bow,” they said in unison.

Huang Ying laughed heartily.

“Sister, you lost again,” everyone said.

The laughter here made Qi Yue and Peng Jiahai turn back to look.

“You have quite a few friends,” Peng Jiahai said.

“Yes, I’m really a good person,” Qi Yue smiled.

Peng Jiahai laughed.

“Do you like praising yourself?” he said.

Qi Yue was slightly startled, then nodded with a smile.

“I’m afraid others might be too embarrassed to say it, so I say it for them,” she smiled, taking the steak from the warming oven.

Peng Jiahai smiled and plated the fried bell peppers.

“Come, come. Who else wants to try authentic Columbia steak?” Qi Yue smiled, carrying over two plates.

Both sides raised their hands. Qi Yue set the two plates and utensils in front of them. Everyone also took their preferred drinks and thanked Peng Jiahai.

“Director Peng, you must come often in the future.”

“Now we have another chef.”

Everyone laughed.

Peng Jiahai also smiled and agreed.

“Actually, this is all I can make,” he smiled, drinking his red wine. After chatting and laughing for a while, he returned to the small bar counter under the pretense of pouring wine.

Qi Yue was reaching for a beer.

“Red wine?” she handed it to him.

Peng Jiahai thanked her and poured half a glass.

“That patient didn’t make it through the resuscitation,” he suddenly said.

Qi Yue made a sound of surprise, looking at him uncomprehendingly.

“It really was a brain problem,” Peng Jiahai said. “The ophthalmology patient you sent over at noon.”

Really… she guessed correctly?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but be stunned.

In the dream realm, following those ancient doctors, what she learned from them – those pulse-taking and diagnostic methods that seemed so inadequate in their eyes – could actually… really be… useful…

“What a pity,” she said after a moment of silence.

Peng Jiahai nodded.

“Actually, we were just half a day short. If an MRI had been done at the time, he could have been hospitalized immediately, and it wouldn’t have come to a failed resuscitation,” he said.

“I don’t think it was my fault…” Qi Yue said, swirling the beer in her hand.

“No, no, that’s not what I meant,” Peng Jiahai quickly said. “I wanted to know, did you really see this through that… what’s it called, pulse diagnosis?”

Qi Yue didn’t speak.

“I asked the doctors in the Traditional Chinese Medicine department,” Peng Jiahai continued. “They said it was possible, but generally, TCM doctors wouldn’t dare claim they could reach this level.”

Generally, TCM doctors…

Qi Yue was dazed.

Those people…

Weren’t ordinary TCM doctors…

Those people, were they predecessors…

Before her eyes appeared the faces and voices of those people, laughing, talking, respectfully bowing, bustling about, sitting in wheelchairs, seriously and attentively treating patients, gathering together to deliberate over prescriptions, white-haired and aged, young and spirited…

Those people…

“Dr. Qi?”

“Qi… Yueniang?”

Qi Yue came back to her senses to see Peng Jiahai looking at her with concern, his hand gently patting her shoulder.

“Oh, I zoned out,” she quickly said apologetically, rubbing her eyes to dispel the stinging sensation.

Peng Jiahai withdrew his hand, gesturing for her to sit down.

Qi Yue didn’t stand on ceremony and sat nearby, turning the beer in her hand.

“Not really, I just understand a little,” she said, smiling. “I’ve seen this patient’s condition before, in books maybe, I can’t remember clearly. I wasn’t certain either. I didn’t expect to actually guess correctly.”

At this point, she smiled bitterly.

“Of course, I’d rather have guessed wrong,” she said.

Peng Jiahai nodded.

“Emotionally, yes, but rationally, this really is a good thing,” he said, holding his wine glass with both hands. “It sounds quite miraculous.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“There’s nothing miraculous about it. There are no miracles in this world,” she said. “Miracles come from hard work.”

Peng Jiahai smiled and nodded.

Qi Yue lowered her head and opened another can of beer with a pop.

When Qi Yue walked into the office the next day, she was greeted by a large group of visitors.

“Come, come, Dr. Qi, take my pulse.”

“Come, come, take a look at me…”

Young ones or peers, from the same department or different departments, acquaintances or half-acquaintances – quite a few people came.

The matter of yesterday’s ophthalmology patient had obviously spread.

Qi Yue was torn between laughter and tears.

“Alright, alright,” she said, sitting down and assuming the position. “Come on.”

A colleague quickly sat down.

“Good, our cardiothoracic surgery department is going to steal the Traditional Chinese Medicine department’s rice bowl starting today,” he said, waving to the people behind him. “Come, take a photo, capture this historic moment.”

The room erupted in even louder laughter.

“Dr. Wang,” Qi Yue suddenly said, looking at this doctor. “Your liver pain should be properly examined, right?”

Dr. Wang’s laughter stopped.

“How did you know my liver hurts?” he asked. “Did my wife call you?”

Indeed, his liver had hurt for half the night yesterday. He only fell asleep after taking painkillers, and today he was thinking about getting some tests done.

He’d never had this problem before – it was sudden. Besides the two of them, no one else knew.

“You really diagnosed it through pulse-taking?” the onlookers asked in surprise.

“That’s not right, you haven’t taken his pulse yet!”

Everyone said.

Observation, listening, inquiry, palpation – observation is the primary requirement…

Miss Qi, come and look…

Disease originates internally but must manifest externally…

Don’t be hasty, look slowly…

Qi Yue looked at the surprised doctor in front of her, but before her eyes appeared a kindly old man.

In the dream realm, much of the time she was busy treating patients and teaching in her own way, but following these people from south to north, from north to east, she had unconsciously learned some things. But what she had learned, in front of those people, was like the level of a novice apprentice…

Could it be that it wasn’t a dream?

If it wasn’t a dream, then what was it?

She raised her hand.

“Next, next,” she said.

A lively scene appeared in the cardiothoracic outpatient clinic, so much so that those who had gotten numbers to consult were startled.

“That’s not right, I have the first number, why are there so many people queuing ahead of me?”

Soon the director found out and came over with a dark expression.

“…Yes, yes, yes, it’s the lungs, I really had problems as a child!” a young female doctor shouted excitedly, still holding her phone. “My mom said so, my mom had almost forgotten! Sister Qi, how did you know?”

“Know what?” the director shouted.

Only then did the people in the room see that the leader had arrived and quickly quieted down.

But the female doctor didn’t quiet down.

“Know that I choked on water in the bathtub as a child!” she shouted.

The director’s face grew even darker.

“So what? Does that mean you can skip work today and take sick leave?” he asked.

Only then did the female doctor see that the director had arrived, quickly sticking out her tongue and standing up.

Qi Yue also stood up.

“Director, Sister Qi’s pulse diagnosis is like divine,” the female doctor couldn’t help but say.

“Then can she diagnose whether your bonus this month will be more or less?” the director asked.

The female doctor quickly smiled, stuck out her tongue, and ran out.

The people in the room also dispersed in a hubbub.

“I say, Little Qi…” the director looked at Qi Yue with a stern face, just about to lecture her.

Qi Yue also lifted her foot to go outside.

“Director, I’m feeling a bit unwell, I’m going to find someone to take a look,” she said. Without waiting for the director’s response, she ran out.

The director called out twice, but Qi Yue had already run far away.

How outrageous!

These young people are becoming increasingly undisciplined and harder to manage!

Qi Yue ignored the director’s frustration. She ran to the elevator, but it was peak visiting hours and there was no way to get on. She simply turned and entered the stairwell, clattering up the stairs.

Not a dream! Not a dream! She really experienced it! Otherwise how could she have learned these things!

How is this possible!

How is this possible!

Who could give her an explanation! Give her a scientific, rational explanation!

In the dream, that man’s night after night of tearful calling – wasn’t it a dream? Wasn’t it a dream?!

Yueniang…

Come back…

Yueniang…

Come back…

Chapter 412: Consolation
The neuropsychology specialist on the fifth floor put away her glasses and sat back at the desk.

“This kind of thing you’re experiencing is actually quite common,” she said.

“So did I have an out-of-body experience, living some days in another space or parallel dimension?” Qi Yue asked, lying on the reclining chair.

The doctor laughed.

“Yueniang, the fact that you can say such things shows that this dream realm is troubling you quite seriously,” she said.

Qi Yue sat up, noticing the key word in her statement.

“So it’s still a dream, a hallucination?” she said, pressing her head with her hand. “But if I hadn’t experienced it personally, how could I have learned those things, traditional Chinese medicine’s observation, listening, inquiry, and palpation?”

“This is exactly what I want to explain. Haven’t you ever felt that sometimes when you go to a place, you have a familiar feeling, as if you’ve been there before? Or in daily conversation, when you say something, or encounter a certain scene, it feels like you’ve experienced it before?” the doctor said, leaning back in her chair.

Indeed, Qi Yue nodded.

“So our brain deceives us,” the doctor said, pointing to her head. “It’s very powerful and can remember many things, but it’s also quite foolish. All those memories are jumbled together in a heap, so much so that it doesn’t even know which is which, until suddenly something jostles them and some roll out…”

“That is to say, I actually experienced these things, but I forgot,” Qi Yue said.

“Many times, dreams and these so-called familiar, experienced scenes are memories from our childhood. When the brain is stimulated, it’s a kind of feeling reflected by missing scenes,” the doctor nodded and said.

“But I really haven’t studied much traditional Chinese medicine before,” Qi Yue frowned. “I only took a few TCM classes as electives in school, and later looked at some materials when writing reports on TCM injections…”

“But that’s still contact, isn’t it?” the doctor said.

Qi Yue frowned.

“That wouldn’t be enough for my brain to find this skill and make me so capable,” she said.

“Some people fall and wake up able to speak multiple languages, or suddenly become painting geniuses. It’s not that you’re amazing,” the doctor smiled, pointing to her head. “It’s that the human brain is amazing.”

Qi Yue rolled her eyes.

“Besides, are you really that amazing?” the doctor asked curiously.

Qi Yue touched her ear.

“Not really. Occasionally, I make wrong diagnoses too. After all, I studied with them for a short time,” she said, pausing here.

Them…

Those vivid people…

Were they really not real?

Were they just created by her brain based on past memories?

“Yes,” the doctor said, tapping the desk for emphasis again. “Yueniang, your brain has been injured. Having this kind of aftereffect is very normal. What you need to do is distinguish between reality and dreams. Brighten your own eyes.”

Qi Yue smiled.

“Alright, I understand. I won’t fall into mysticism from now on, then go listen to scriptures and study the Dao, pursuing illusory past-life karma. I, Qi Yue, need to earn living expenses first,” she said.

“Wrong,” the doctor pointed at her. “Finding a man is most important.”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“However, although I know your self-control is strong, you still need to do three more therapy sessions,” the doctor said, tearing off a prescription with a rustle. “I’ll give you a friendship discount.”

Qi Yue smiled and took it, looking it over.

“Don’t get these medicines from the pharmacy. I’ll call the agent, and they’ll deliver them to you,” the doctor continued.

This way, she could avoid others knowing she was taking medication.

Qi Yue smiled and thanked her.

“I’m leaving now,” she said, no longer joking, walking out and casually closing the door behind her.

The doctor watched her leave, thought for a moment, and reached for the phone on the desk. Just as she was about to dial, the door was suddenly pushed open forcefully, startling her.

“Don’t tell my dad,” Qi Yue warned. “Otherwise, I’ll tell your child’s father about you secretly stashing bonus money last time!”

“You’re ruthless!” the doctor gave her a thumbs up.

Only then did Qi Yue smile and really leave.

She looked down at the prescription in her hand, shaking her head with a self-mocking smile.

Someone brushed past her and, seeing her, quickly stopped.

Qi Yue didn’t notice and continued walking.

“Dr. Qi,” Peng Jiahai called out.

Only then did Qi Yue turn around.

“Dr. Peng,” she said with a smile.

Peng Jiahai said goodbye to the colleague beside him and walked over, glancing at the direction Qi Yue had come from. He pointed with some confusion.

“Official business, official business,” Qi Yue smiled, hastily crumpling the prescription and putting it in her white coat pocket.

Peng Jiahai had obviously seen it, but naturally wouldn’t say anything.

They fell silent for a moment.

“Are you going to the outpatient clinic?” Qi Yue asked proactively.

“Oh, no, I just had a consultation. I’m going back to the ward,” Peng Jiahai said, taking the initiative to walk.

Qi Yue followed.

“The steak at your place last time was quite good,” Peng Jiahai said. “Where did you buy it? I’ve been here so long but haven’t been able to buy any to my taste.”

“That’s because you didn’t ask me earlier,” Qi Yue smiled. “It’s not at the supermarket, but in the market behind, the innermost shop. When you go, mention my name and they’ll give you a 20% discount.”

Peng Jiahai laughed.

“Really?” he said.

“Try it and you’ll know,” Qi Yue said.

The two entered the elevator while talking.

Father Qi, who had been pulled along by Huang Ying, finally emerged from an office.

“Little Huang, why did you drag me away? What’s really wrong with Little Yue? Why did she come to see neuropsychology for no reason?” he said.

“Oh my, Uncle, don’t worry unnecessarily. She’s fine, she’s just too lonely,” Huang Ying said. “Look, look, isn’t this good? She’ll be fine soon.”

Father Qi shook his head and smiled.

“You child,” he said, then looked in the direction where Qi Yue and Peng Jiahai had gone, frowning slightly. “It’s just that Dr. Peng…”

“This person is good, right? I’ve inquired about him – his family background is very clean,” Huang Ying quickly said.

“However, he seems to still want to develop abroad,” Father Qi said.

“What’s to fear about that? It’s just a plane ticket. Besides, Little Yue wouldn’t have trouble abroad either. She should have gone abroad long ago. Last time she had that opportunity, but if you hadn’t suggested she…” Huang Ying said, then quickly stopped herself.

If Father Qi hadn’t suggested it last time, Qi Yue wouldn’t have given up studying abroad to go to the countryside, and the accident wouldn’t have happened.

This was probably a hidden pain in Father Qi’s heart.

“Uncle, look at me, I just don’t think before I speak. I didn’t mean it that way,” Huang Ying quickly explained.

Father Qi smiled to comfort her.

“Let the young people handle it themselves,” he said. “No matter where they go, as long as I know she’s doing well, that’s enough.”

Days passed simply yet fulfillingly like this.

No one asked Qi Yue about seeing the neuropsychologist. She always came during lunch breaks to see this doctor, and since their relationship was good enough, any excuse would work.

Father Qi also pretended not to know, but secretly went to ask the doctor regularly.

“…She’s much better now,” the doctor said, flipping through records. “Uncle, you know Yueniang is a very self-controlled person.”

Father Qi nodded.

“I’m really afraid she has some aftereffects. Since she woke up, her whole state has been somewhat off, her emotions always a bit strange,” he said, pressing his forehead.

“Uncle, don’t you already know whether she has aftereffects or not?” the doctor smiled.

“Physical ailments I can be sure of and can treat. But psychological ones…” Father Qi shook his head, then looked somewhat puzzled. “But she just lay there quietly for so long, what could be psychologically wrong? Psychological trauma from the accident?”

The doctor shook her head.

“It was just a fall. Yueniang isn’t the type to give up eating for fear of choking,” she smiled, crossing her arms thoughtfully. “I estimate it’s still an emotional issue. She…”

She looked at the empty chair where Qi Yue would sit during her regular therapy sessions, always with eyes closed, swaying back and forth.

“Her expression is very sorrowful, very nostalgic and grief-stricken… I’ve seen this kind of emotion many times. It’s basically always about feelings, people who can’t let go, things they can’t let go of,” the doctor continued.

They both thought of the same person and shook their heads.

“The relationship with Jianfeng started in university, so it’s no wonder she can’t let go,” Father Qi said. “I originally thought Yueniang was open-minded…”

“The more open-minded a woman appears, the more easily she gets stuck in emotional dead ends. Smiling in front of people, crying behind them, and absolutely refusing to let anyone see the wound. It’s not as good as those who cry and make a fuss – at least they empty out their emotional garbage,” the doctor said.

Both sighed.

“However, she’s much better now. Isn’t Yueniang willing to start a new relationship?” the doctor smiled again.

“Dr. Peng? That’s not really serious yet,” Father Qi shook his head.

“Take it slowly. At least Yueniang isn’t rejecting him,” the doctor said. “This shows she’s willing to let go of the past, which is good.”

Father Qi nodded.

“Is her therapy finished?” he asked again.

The doctor organized the medical records and nodded.

“She’s been rotating in the emergency room for the past six months, too busy. She’s fine now, so I’m not making her come deliberately anymore. I’ll keep an eye on her daily,” she said. “The Ten Outstanding competition has started. Yueniang might have a chance.”

“Don’t think about that. She was sick for so long and has been working for less than a year,” Father Qi shook his head.

“It’s not about who’s been working the longest,” the doctor smiled.

At this moment, Qi Yue was at her busiest.

If you asked where the most chaotic place was, it would definitely be the emergency room, running day and night without stopping.

Accompanied by the wail of ambulances, paramedics in green uniforms pushed patients in.

Qi Yue had to abandon the overtime meal box she had just received.

“…Male, thirty-five years old, external injury for one hour… shock…”

“Blood pressure, heart rate 110…”

“Dr. Qi, the X-ray and ultrasound departments are all full now, we can’t wait,” the resident doctor reported after making several calls. “The orthopedic attending physician is in surgery and can’t be spared temporarily…”

Qi Yue didn’t get up, just hummed in acknowledgment and reached out to touch the injured person’s leg.

“Dr. Qi?” everyone couldn’t help but ask, not knowing what she was doing.

Qi Yue carefully felt around the injured person’s body one area at a time.

“Tibial fracture,” she said.

“Ah?” The people around were stunned.

This, this, she could tell where the fracture was just by touching it twice?
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Chapter 413: Like Brocade
Such words would only dare to be spoken by an old orthopedic specialist like Dr. Hao.

Although they had heard that Qi Yue had skills in pulse diagnosis, she was still a surgical doctor after all, so no one really took it seriously.

Could she really have hidden skills?

While everyone was stunned, Qi Yue had already begun examining the abdomen. The patient’s external wounds weren’t obviously visible, and he was in shock, so this kind of palpation couldn’t get responses from the patient. Normally speaking, it wouldn’t be effective for diagnosis.

“Splenic rupture,” Qi Yue said after pressing and feeling for a moment, standing up. “Issue an emergency surgery order.”

Ah?

Splenic rupture?

This, this was also felt out?

The people present stared at her in bewilderment.

“What are you looking at me for? Hurry up and notify the operating room, notify the central blood bank,” Qi Yue said.

The people present snapped back to their senses. She was the emergency attending physician on duty, so everyone hurriedly followed her instructions.

“What?” When the surgery order was sent over, the surgical doctor who received the operation notice came over and heard that no imaging had been done. He immediately refused, “What kind of joke is this!”

“The patient’s condition is very serious. It’s best not to delay,” Qi Yue said.

“This is surgery, not a joke,” the surgical doctor was also very anxious. “You emergency room people are being reckless!”

He then directed people.

“Hurry up and get X-rays. Without films for me to see, I won’t perform this surgery,” he said.

This was also reasonable. Procedures, protocols, and medical responsibility weren’t simple matters.

In her dream realm, she was accustomed to critical emergency cases without various laboratory equipment assistance, but everyone else wasn’t used to it.

She couldn’t bring dreams into reality…

Qi Yue nodded.

“Increase fluid replacement,” she told the resident. “Increase the blood bank preparation. I estimate that when it’s time for surgery, 800ml of whole blood definitely won’t be enough. Tell them to prepare 2000ml.”

After handing over to the attending physician, Qi Yue stopped managing it. New emergency patients were being brought in, so she turned to busy herself with them.

The patient here was finally given special urgent priority for imaging after coordination. Seeing the films obtained, the surgical doctor preparing for surgery couldn’t help but be slightly surprised.

“She really got it right! Tibial fracture, splenic rupture. This doctor looks quite young, but her experience is quite rich,” he said.

Speaking, he immediately arranged the surgical procedure.

“What, only 800ml of whole blood? How is that enough?” a nearby doctor hurried past, shouting into his phone.

The surgical doctor was startled.

“Oh no, 800ml of whole blood for this surgery isn’t enough either. Quickly make a call,” he urged.

“Dr. Qi already had the blood bank reserve 2000ml,” the resident quickly said.

The surgical doctor was surprised again.

“Good, good,” he finally nodded. “This emergency doctor is excellent, not like other times when they don’t help much but cause plenty of trouble. Taking patients and pushing them to us without even looking. With more emergency doctors like this, our work would be much easier.”

Because of the delay, the surgery indeed involved massive blood loss, and examination revealed not only splenic rupture but also pancreatic and small intestinal resection, nearly seven hours of surgery. The early high-dose fluid replacement and adequate blood preparation helped tremendously, making this doctor feel somewhat frightened when recalling it later, to the extent that he praised this emergency doctor severely several times in routine meetings.

Qi Yue’s reputation in the hospital became increasingly prominent.

Even many people specifically came to find her not for cardiothoracic surgery, but for other things. Finally, even doctors from the Traditional Chinese Medicine department came to ask about her teacher.

Qi Yue glanced at the “Qianjin Fang” on her desk.

“My teacher, ancient predecessors,” she murmured.

Of course, everyone understood this statement differently – self-taught.

For a moment, the admiration grew even stronger.

When the Ten Outstanding finalist list came out at the end of the month, Qi Yue was prominently on it.

Cui Xiu angrily turned around.

“Why!” she said angrily.

“Among this generation of young doctors, she’s also qualified,” Wu Jianfeng said, his gaze falling on the photo in the hospital lobby bulletin board.

Cui Xiu turned to look at his expression and became even more furious.

“Useless! How are you inferior to her? You’re even a year ahead of her. Why is she included but not you?” she said.

Just as her words fell, a voice sounded nearby.

“Oh my, you really can’t help but believe in fate,” Huang Ying said, standing with her hands behind her back looking at the bulletin board. “Good people just have good fate. If a person isn’t good, there’s no point discussing anything else.”

“Hey, what do you mean by that?” Cui Xiu said, her gaze falling on Qi Yue standing beside Huang Ying. “You’re very proud, aren’t you? Think you’re amazing?”

Qi Yue smiled at her.

“Yes, of course I should be proud,” she said. “Being selected proves my ability. It’s not like I did anything shameful, so of course I should be proud.”

Cui Xiu was furious and pushed Wu Jianfeng with her hand.

“She’s insulting you,” she said.

Wu Jianfeng looked at Qi Yue.

“Congratulations,” he said.

Qi Yue smiled at him.

“Thank you,” she said.

Cui Xiu viciously pinched Wu Jianfeng’s arm.

“What are you making a fuss about!” Wu Jianfeng shook his arm and shouted, turning to walk away.

Cui Xiu hadn’t expected him to embarrass her like this. She was angry, ashamed, and unwilling to accept it.

“What are you so proud of? That saying is right – failure in love, success in career,” she said, looking at the smiling Qi Yue and lifting her chin, while showing off the diamond wedding ring on her hand.

“Oh my, really…” Huang Ying was about to speak angrily but was stopped by Qi Yue.

“Let’s go, or there won’t be any food left,” Qi Yue said, turning to leave.

Slinking away without daring to say anything more?

Cui Xiu felt somewhat triumphant.

Several people came out of the left side of the lobby, talking and laughing. Seeing Qi Yue, Peng Jiahai stopped.

“Dr. Qi,” he called out.

Qi Yue stopped and nodded at him with a smile as a greeting.

“Have you finished organizing the medical records from this morning’s emergency consultation?” Peng Jiahai asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ll bring them to you after eating,” she said.

“Have you eaten yet?” Peng Jiahai suddenly asked.

“Just about to go eat,” Qi Yue said.

“Then let’s go together,” Peng Jiahai said.

Qi Yue looked back at Huang Ying.

“Great, great,” Huang Ying smiled.

Qi Yue also nodded.

Watching the people in front of her walk away side by side, Huang Ying finally lifted her foot. Before leaving, she glanced at Cui Xiu.

“What kind of worthless trash is only worth showing off every day. Anyone you randomly pick would be ten times better,” she said with a snort, clearly meaning something.

Without waiting for Cui Xiu to speak, she quickened her pace to catch up.

Cui Xiu bit her lip and stamped her foot, then turned and ran away.

Although she ultimately wasn’t selected due to seniority issues, Qi Yue wasn’t affected. She continued working emergency shifts.

Peng Jiahai waited for a while before seeing Qi Yue hurry over.

“Didn’t even have lunch?” he said, handing over a lunch box.

“Sister Huang is really lazy, how did she get you to bring it over,” Qi Yue said, taking it.

“I was passing by, she’s busy in the ward,” Peng Jiahai said.

Qi Yue thanked him and sat down nearby to start eating.

“No night shift today?” Peng Jiahai didn’t leave either, standing nearby and asking.

“No, but I probably can’t leave immediately after work. Patient handover in the emergency department is very slow,” Qi Yue said while eating.

“Then I’ll book a table at the restaurant first. You can come directly to eat when you’re ready,” Peng Jiahai said.

Qi Yue, who was eating with her head down, paused slightly.

Everyone was an adult, so naturally everyone understood what this meant.

…I am irreplaceable. So, you must follow me for this lifetime…

…Whether it’s wealth and honor or mountains of knives and seas of fire, feast or famine, you must follow me…

…Don’t smile at other men or say pleasing things to them all the time. It’s very annoying…

It was a dream!

Right, it was just a dream!

“Alright,” she said, looking up with a slight smile.

Peng Jiahai smiled back.

“Then you get busy, I’ll go first. See you tonight,” he said, making a phone gesture.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded, watching him turn and walk away. She looked down at the lunch box she had barely touched.

“Dr. Qi, Dr. Qi, cardiothoracic surgery is calling for consultation,” the general duty officer called out loudly.

Qi Yue responded and put down the half-eaten lunch box to leave.

Indeed, by the time she finished handing over her cases, it was already dark.

In the office, it was a rare relaxing time. The TV was on, and a table full of doctors sat around eating lunch boxes and instant noodles.

“How is it, how is it? Our emergency department is more enjoyable than your cardiothoracic outpatient clinic, right?” everyone said to Qi Yue with a smile.

Qi Yue rubbed her shoulders.

“Very enjoyable, I feel refreshed all over every day,” she smiled.

“Yueniang, over here, the lunch box is ready. Eat something before going back,” someone called to her.

Before Qi Yue could speak, someone else waved their hand.

“Go, go, what’s good about this crappy lunch box? Don’t be so obtuse – our Yueniang has a date,” that person smiled.

In such a large hospital with so many people, not everyone could know who was with whom, but Peng Jiahai was too conspicuous and attracted too much attention, so his movements were easily spread around.

Such a golden, shining man had many people secretly flirting with him, but looking carefully, this Peng Jiahai only seemed close to one person.

Qi Yue smiled, and her phone rang at that moment. The office erupted in teasing sounds.

Qi Yue took out her phone and saw “Peng” displayed on the screen.

She answered the phone with one hand and went to get her bag with the other.

“Finished with work?”

Peng Jiahai asked on the phone.

Qi Yue hummed in response.

“I’m leaving now, I’ll be there soon. Which place?” she said. Suddenly her hand stopped as she looked at the TV in front of her.

“…Then I’ll drive and wait for you outside…”

Peng Jiahai was still saying something on the phone, but Qi Yue couldn’t hear anymore. She stared straight at the TV in front of her.

“…The tomb owner in the ancient tomb is holding a surgical knife… That’s right, and it’s a German-made surgical knife…”

On TV, a beautiful female host pointed at a glass case behind her, and the camera moved closer.

Inside the square glass case, a human skeleton lay on its side with arm bones crossed.

“…Everyone follow my finger and look…”

The female host’s hand pointed at the glass case, and the camera pushed in again.

Qi Yue stood dazedly and took several steps closer, almost pressing against the TV.

In the camera view, at the crossing of the withered white hand bones, a silver-white surgical knife appeared before her eyes.

With a clatter, the sound of the phone falling to the ground startled the other doctors who were talking and laughing.

“Yueniang?”

“Dr. Qi?”

They called out in surprise, watching Qi Yue who had rushed to the TV and was reaching out to touch the screen frantically.

“Mine…”

“Mine…”

“Mine…”

My surgical knife!!

My surgical knife!!

Chapter 414: A Thousand Years
When Peng Jiahai arrived after receiving the call, Qi Yue was already being helped to sit down, but she was still trembling uncontrollably, tightly hugging her arms.

“Qi Yue, Qi Yue?” Peng Jiahai called out, pulling up her arm to rub it.

The doctors here brought saline solution for her to drink.

“How did this happen when everything was fine?” Peng Jiahai asked.

“Don’t know, she was just getting her bag to leave when she collapsed at the TV.”

“Low blood sugar?”

“We checked, no problems.”

Everyone spoke in confusion.

Peng Jiahai massaged Qi Yue’s shoulders.

Qi Yue actually couldn’t hear or see the chaotic talking here. She just stared at the TV, which had already been turned off.

What had she seen?

What had she seen?!

She closed her eyes.

“I…” she began with a trembling voice, “I’m fine…”

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief that she could speak.

“Where do you feel uncomfortable?” Peng Jiahai asked, half-kneeling in front of the chair with a frown.

Qi Yue took several deep breaths.

“I just haven’t been eating well lately, a bit of low blood sugar. I’ll be fine after going home to rest,” she said.

“Really?” Peng Jiahai asked.

“Really, I wouldn’t joke about my own health,” Qi Yue said, forcing out a weak smile.

Peng Jiahai nodded.

“Stay in the hospital for observation overnight,” he said.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“No, I’d rather go home,” she said.

Seeing her insistence, everyone stopped insisting.

Soon a wheelchair was brought over, and Peng Jiahai pushed her out.

“I’m fine now, I can walk back,” Qi Yue said, seeing Peng Jiahai opening the car door.

“That won’t do,” Peng Jiahai said, opening the car door and reaching out to help her.

Qi Yue hesitated for a moment before holding his arm and getting into the car.

The lights in the house came on. Sitting on the sofa, Qi Yue watched Peng Jiahai skillfully go to the kitchen, take out a cup, pour hot water, and bring it over. Qi Yue took it and smiled at him.

“Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine after sleeping. You should go back quickly,” she said. “Sorry for making you waste the restaurant reservation.”

Peng Jiahai smiled and shook his head, sitting down beside Qi Yue.

“I already called and had them deliver it,” he said.

“That’s really not necessary…” Qi Yue quickly said.

“Don’t you have low blood sugar? You need to eat even more,” Peng Jiahai said.

The doorbell rang outside.

“Coming,” he said, patting Qi Yue’s shoulder and standing up.

Watching the man arranging food in the kitchen, Qi Yue sighed.

“Dr. Peng, I’m tired now. Just leave it there, I’ll eat when I feel like it,” she said.

Peng Jiahai’s hand paused slightly.

“Alright,” he turned around and said with a smile. “But you must eat.”

Qi Yue thanked him.

“Call if you need anything,” Peng Jiahai said, picking up his coat.

“Thank you,” Qi Yue thanked him again. “Sorry for the trouble.”

Peng Jiahai smiled and nodded, closing the door as he left.

The next day when Peng Jiahai was making rounds, Huang Ying stopped him.

“How is Yueniang?” she asked. “I just heard.”

Peng Jiahai shook his head, thinking about the phone that hadn’t rung once since last night.

“How don’t you know? Didn’t you take her home last night?” Huang Ying asked.

“She didn’t ask me to stay,” Peng Jiahai said.

“So you just left?” Huang Ying asked with wide eyes.

Peng Jiahai looked at her, equally puzzled.

“What else?” he smiled and asked back.

Huang Ying deflated and made a sound of understanding.

“I’ll call her in a bit,” Peng Jiahai said. A patient called for the doctor over there, so he walked away.

Huang Ying shook her head.

“That’s the only bad thing about good men – they don’t know how to and don’t need to coax women,” she said.

“Be content. Nowadays, if men don’t need women to coax them, we should thank heaven,” a passing nurse said after hearing.

Huang Ying laughed.

“That’s also true,” she smiled, shaking her head while taking out her phone to call Qi Yue.

But she was met with a message that the phone was turned off.

“In surgery?” Huang Ying wondered, then went directly to the emergency room, only to be told that Qi Yue hadn’t come to work.

“She took leave, annual leave,” a colleague said after checking.

Huang Ying was very surprised.

This person never takes leave…

She hurried to Qi Yue’s home, knocked for a long time with no answer, then had to call Qi Yue’s parents.

“Yes, she called this morning, very early,” Mother Qi told Huang Ying on the phone. “Said she was going to visit a classmate in another city and travel around… Where? Nanyun Province… Didn’t say specifically where… Phone’s off, early morning flight, probably on the plane now…”

Huang Ying hung up the phone and looked at Qi Yue’s door.

“Nanyun Province? What classmate?” she muttered. “Wasn’t she sick? How is she traveling again? Where did this urgent classmate she’s desperate to see come from? What’s going on!”

At this moment, Qi Yue was walking out of the airport.

A three-hour flight, landing at exactly 9:30.

She stood outside the terminal, looked again at the address written in her notebook, took out sunglasses from her backpack to put on, covering her eyes that were red from staying up all night, and raised her hand to hail a taxi.

“Miss, where are you going?” the taxi driver asked, looking at this woman with only a backpack.

She was tall with a good figure, large sunglasses covering half her face but couldn’t hide her beautiful features. Her shoulder-length curls were now tied up, looking simple and stylish.

However, while beautiful women were pleasing to look at, for a driver trying to make a living, how much this trip would earn was more worthy of attention.

This woman only had a backpack, didn’t look like a tourist, so probably wouldn’t go far. The driver was somewhat dejected.

“Maochun County, Hedu Ridge,” Qi Yue said, getting into the car.

The driver was startled and turned to look at the woman.

“Maochun County,” Qi Yue said again, seeing he wasn’t starting the car.

“Miss…” the driver stammered, “That’s nearly two hundred kilometers from here.”

Qi Yue was taking out her notebook from her backpack. Hearing this, she nodded.

“Yes, so what?” she asked. “Won’t you go?”

She was about to put the notebook away, preparing to get out and find another taxi.

“Don’t, don’t,” the driver was even more startled. What a joke – when a big windfall falls from the sky, only a fool wouldn’t catch it!

He didn’t even look ahead and stepped on the gas to rush out.

“Miss, going on vacation?” the driver asked.

Since getting in the car, the woman in the back seat had been very quiet, hadn’t taken off her sunglasses, looking out the window and occasionally glancing at the notebook in her hands.

This would be a three-hour drive – wouldn’t it be suffocating not to talk?

Qi Yue hummed in response, which counted as an answer.

“Actually, there’s nothing much to see at Hedu Ridge in Maochun County. It’s not really developed yet. There is an ancient tomb though, but there’s nothing there…” the driver immediately opened his chatterbox and began a long discourse.

Qi Yue leaned back against the seat, watching the scenery flying backward outside the window, but before her eyes were scene after scene.

“…The mystery of the ancient corpse holding a knife…”

“…According to identification, our country had surgical knives a thousand years ago…”

“…This might be a tomb robber who fell into the burial chamber…”

“…The specifications of a prince or marquis…”

“…No records in historical books…”

Qi Yue looked down at her notebook. On the open page, one image was particularly striking.

White bones lying horizontally.

Qi Yue closed her eyes and snapped the notebook shut.

This sound interrupted the driver’s chatter. He saw in the rearview mirror that the woman in the back seat had turned to look out the window, expressionless.

Looks like someone with a story…

Going to some remote, undeveloped ancient town or mountain area to heal emotional wounds…

The driver stuck out his tongue and stopped talking.

Three hours later, Qi Yue arrived at Maochun County town. Since the driver wasn’t familiar with the area, Qi Yue paid the fare, got out, and found a local taxi.

“You want to go to this place?”

Qi Yue showed them her notebook.

“The bone tomb at Hedu Ridge.”

“Miss, there’s nothing much to see there. They say they built a museum, but there’s really nothing to see.”

The taxi drivers waiting for fares recognized it immediately and all chimed in.

So it really existed. Qi Yue took a deep breath.

“I just want to go there,” she said, closing her notebook.

Where there’s money to be made, they’ll make it. The drivers stopped trying to dissuade her. Following the queue, a thin, small man picked up Qi Yue and headed toward the mountains. An hour later, Qi Yue stood outside this mountain village.

“Miss, see that mountain?” the driver pointed enthusiastically. “That’s Hedu Ridge. The bone tomb was discovered at the foot of the mountain. Now it’s been turned into a scenic area.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“I’ll go buy tickets. Miss, if I buy tickets it’s cheaper than if you buy them yourself…” the driver said.

Qi Yue gave him money, and the driver happily ran off.

Actually, this little backwater place had few visitors all year round, and those who came were mostly connections who didn’t buy tickets. The driver took the money and ran off, made a few phone calls, got a free pass, and the fifty yuan went into his pocket.

“Miss, all set, come with me,” the driver said, running back to personally guide her.

Qi Yue nodded. She raised her hand to look at her wrist – the watch hands showed 3 PM.

From Beijing to Nanyun, across half of China, she had traveled for nearly nine hours.

She raised her head, looking at the tomb complex getting closer in front of her.

From Great Xia to Huaxia, how much time would that take?

Qi Yue took a deep breath and stepped into the tomb passage.

“…Miss, this place really has no meaning. The authorities were excited at first, thinking it was a large tomb, but it turned out to be an empty tomb, completely empty. Besides a coffin, there wasn’t even paper money. The county lost a lot of money…” the driver chattered behind her.

Having taken her money, he decided to have some conscience and serve as a free tour guide, while also planning to recommend a hotel and tomorrow’s sightseeing spots to this woman. Then he’d have earned enough for the month…

Qi Yue stopped walking.

“I’d like to look around by myself,” she said.

The driver was startled, then quickly understood.

“Good, good, I’ll wait outside for you,” he said hurriedly, watching the woman walk alone into the long tomb passage. He shook his head, looking at the sun already setting in the west. “All alone, and not even scared…”

Qi Yue’s footsteps echoed in the tomb chamber. The lights on both walls were dim, and compared to the temperature outside, it was much colder here, carrying a chilling coldness. But Qi Yue noticed none of this.

After passing through a corridor, Qi Yue stood at the entrance to the main chamber. She took another deep breath and stepped inside.

In the empty tomb chamber, under a glass case, on a red carpet, white bones lay quietly. The surgical knife in front of the body was particularly conspicuous against the red carpet.

A sign beside the glass case had a color painting hanging on it.

Reconstruction of the tomb owner.

An ancient man stood quietly.

Those features, those eyes, that build…

“You stinking woman, do you really think whatever you say goes?” the man said, leaning against the arhat bed with an arrogant yet pleased smile.

Qi Yue felt her brain explode with a thunderous sound. She lunged forward, tears streaming like a fountain, letting out a wail from her throat, covering her chest with her hands and curling up.

Chang Yuncheng!

Chang Yuncheng!

Qi Yue stumbled over the barrier and threw herself onto the glass case, pounding on it and crying loudly.

I am Qi Yueniang! I am Qi Yueniang! Yueniang has come to see you!

Chapter 415: Meeting
When the heart-wrenching wails erupted, the driver was outside the tomb entrance chatting and laughing with the management staff. The sudden distorted crying from the tomb passage startled everyone.

“What… what?” The management staff member was a young girl, scared into stammering.

The driver, being a man after all, hurried inside. The management girl hesitated for a moment, then followed.

Accompanied by the increasingly loud crying, the driver and the girl rushed into the tomb chamber.

“Oh my heavens!” the driver shouted.

The scene before them left him dumbfounded.

The woman was crying so hard she could barely breathe, pushing forcefully against the glass case.

When this woman went crazy, her strength was enormous. Plus, since the county hadn’t made any profit from this tomb, they weren’t interested in investing much, so the glass case quality was poor. After several attempts, Qi Yue actually managed to push it open.

“Chang Yuncheng!” Qi Yue cried out, reaching to grab the white bones with one hand while seizing the surgical knife with the other.

Yes, yes, it was hers! It was hers!

Her knife!

Cutting the rope in the water again and again…

Finally, she was struck on the head, let go, and drifted away with the current…

Her last sight was the knife swaying on the rope…

Tears fell on her hands, on the knife, on the withered bones…

“Oh my goodness!”

The stunned driver and management girl finally came to their senses.

“What are you doing! You’re destroying national cultural relics!” the girl was no longer afraid.

She was afraid of ghosts, not madmen.

The driver was also terrified. If this were investigated, would he be considered an accomplice?

Both rushed over to restrain this crazy woman. Just then, a thunderclap rolled overhead. Whether it was an illusion or not, with this thunder, all three saw darkness before their eyes.

The rumbling thunder rolled past, so loud it hurt their eardrums even in the mountain tomb chamber. One could imagine how massive this thunder was.

“Bury him! Bury him! Don’t treat him like this!” Qi Yue struggled and shouted.

The withered bones couldn’t withstand such pulling and tugging, and scattered with the commotion.

The girl let out a scream.

It was over, she was going to lose her job!

The girl also went mad.

The three fought in the tomb chamber, alarming people outside.

“Call the police! Call the police!”

“Get the police station people here!”

Hedu Ridge Ancient Tomb became lively for the second time.

The last time it was this lively was when it was first excavated.

The ID card was pulled from the backpack and thrown on the table.

The police officer sitting behind the computer reached for it, looked at the ID, then at the woman handcuffed to the chair.

“From Beijing,” he said, casually typing into the computer.

Not a wanted criminal.

The police officer tossed the ID back.

“Hey, speak up. What happened? Why did you destroy national cultural relics?” he demanded.

“Bury him back, bury him back…” the woman in the chair just mumbled.

The two police officers in the room were somewhat helpless.

Since subduing this woman, she had been repeating this phrase.

“Really crazy?” another police officer said. “Should we call the hospital?”

The police officer at the computer was also at a loss. Dealing with criminals was one thing, but dealing with madmen was truly hopeless.

“Miss,” he thought for a moment, changing to a gentle tone with some coaxing, “tell me what happened. We’re police officers, and Uncle Police will help you.”

This tone gave the other police officer goosebumps.

“Old Zhou, she’s crazy, not mentally deficient…” he couldn’t help but whisper.

“Ah, about the same,” Old Zhou said, continuing to put on a kind expression while looking at the woman.

Qi Yue hugged her knees, hunching down.

He was buried like this…

Only this knife…

Did he hold it for a thousand years…

All alone, holding this knife…

This fool…

This bastard…

Didn’t she tell him to live well, forget about her, and live well…

Even in death, he died so lonely. What must it have been like when he was alive…

Qi Yue began crying loudly again.

The two police officers looked at each other helplessly.

Being a township police officer really wasn’t easy. What kinds of things did they encounter every day?

“Now you know to be afraid. What’s the use of crying?” Old Zhou said sternly. “You destroyed cultural relics!”

As they were talking, a cheerful ringtone sounded, startling both men. They searched frantically before finding it in Qi Yue’s backpack.

“Hey, your phone,” one police officer said.

Qi Yue was crying hard with her knees hugged, mumbling incomprehensible words.

The police officer answered.

“Qi Yue, where are you?” came an anxious woman’s voice from the phone.

“Hello,” the police officer said.

Hearing this poor Mandarin from a man, Huang Ying was stunned.

“Who are you?” she asked, glancing at Peng Jiahai beside her.

Peng Jiahai looked at her, hesitated, then turned away. He was about to find an excuse to step away when he heard Huang Ying’s voice suddenly rise.

“What? Nanzhai Township Police Station?” Huang Ying shouted.

Peng Jiahai immediately turned back.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

Huang Ying began talking with the other party with various acknowledgments.

“…Officer, listen to me, Qi Yue is absolutely a law-abiding good citizen, yes yes… from Beijing… she’s a doctor, a doctor… good, fax? You send us a fax, and I’ll send you a letter of certification… yes yes, she’s a good citizen, a good doctor. You can check online, Beijing Hospital, Ten Outstanding Physicians candidate, she’s one of them… yes, yes… good, good… we’ll come right over…” She hung up and sighed heavily.

“What exactly happened?” Peng Jiahai asked.

“This person, don’t know what happened, went traveling and ended up damaging cultural relics,” Huang Ying said, clutching her phone and pacing. “Nanyun Province, Nanyun Province, who do we know in Nanyun Province…”

She muttered for a while then started making calls.

“I’ll book plane tickets,” Peng Jiahai said, also picking up his phone.

When darkness fell, the police station officers received a call and breathed a sigh of relief.

“Deputy Chief Chen vouched for her, the bureau’s car has come to pick her up. She really is a doctor,” Old Zhou said.

Great, someone was taking this hot potato off their hands.

The other police officer was also happy. Soon the car arrived.

The two police officers, three auxiliary police, and a cook all rushed to greet them.

“Where is Dr. Qi?” Deputy Chief Chen asked directly upon getting out of the car.

Qi Yue was brought out. Deputy Chief Chen introduced himself extensively, making several roundabout connections to Huang Ying.

“…Everything is prepared below. Let’s have Dr. Qi go down first,” he said.

Qi Yue just kept her head down. Though tears were still flowing, she was no longer wailing.

“I’m not leaving,” she just said. “I’m not leaving, I’ll never leave him again…”

Deputy Chief Chen looked at the two police officers, who gestured that this was exactly the abnormal behavior they’d seen.

No matter what, Qi Yue refused to leave.

“I beg you, let me go keep him company, let me stay with him…” she said, grabbing the nearest person. Saying this, she began crying loudly again.

The phone call hadn’t mentioned this woman had mental problems. How could a famous doctor from Beijing Hospital be crazy? Deputy Chief Chen looked frustrated.

“Alright, alright,” he finally said helplessly. “Find Dr. Qi a place to stay nearby.”

After finally settling the woman, everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

“Eh? It’s raining,” someone said.

Everyone looked up as large raindrops fell, soon connecting into sheets.

“How did it start raining? It was fine just now.”

Everyone hurried toward the cars.

Through the rain-blurred car windows, they could see the small lit window of the guesthouse behind them, looking increasingly lonely.

“What a strange woman,” Deputy Chief Chen said again, shaking his head. Then thinking of something, he instructed the police officer beside him, “Have the people here stay alert, don’t let anything happen to her.”

The police officer quickly nodded in agreement.

The car started, its headlights penetrating the rain and fog as it slowly departed.

At the same time, it was raining in many places, bringing joy to some and sorrow to others.

“This damned rain!”

A male voice cursed fiercely.

The flashlight in his hand barely illuminated the mountain path through the rain and mist.

“It’s all your fault!” a girl beside him shouted angrily, trudging through the muddy mountain path.

In the deep mountain forest, everything was pitch black, and the rain made the night even more terrifying.

“Didn’t you say you had experience? Yet you got lost in these mountains! Do you actually have experience or not? What about trekking through Yubeng? Beng your sister!” the girl shouted angrily.

Just as her words fell, there seemed to be a rustling sound nearby, as if something heavy was charging out of the forest.

The girl screamed and threw herself at the boy in front.

The boy was caught off guard and fell to the ground, his flashlight rolling away.

Both screamed.

The rain continued steadily, everything quiet as usual.

“Why are you screaming!” the boy calmed down first, shouting while reaching for the flashlight that had rolled aside.

The girl gripped him tightly.

“I heard something!” she shouted, nervously looking around, finally bursting into tears.

“It’s okay, it’s okay, there’s nothing. Look, there’s open ground ahead. We’ll set up the tent there. I brought a stove – we’ll light it in the tent and won’t be afraid,” the boy comforted her.

The girl cried and huddled in his arms. The two finally got up, took the light, and continued forward. Soon the dim light gradually moved away.

Where they had passed, rustling sounds arose.

A flash of lightning streaked across the night sky, revealing a figure standing on the mountain path.

In the rain, a tall man stood completely naked with waist-length hair.

Just for an instant the lightning flashed, then merged back into darkness.

“Beng your sister…”

“Your sister…”

So, this is the place?

In the darkness, a deeper shadow began moving slowly, the pattering rain masking footsteps on the mountain path.

Chapter 416: Dawn
A small tent was being erected with difficulty in the rain.

“Can’t you help out?” the young man shouted. “Keep the flashlight steady!”

“What are you yelling about? I’ve never seen anyone so clumsy!” The female voice wasn’t backing down either.

A woman actually daring to speak to a man like this…

So this is how women are in this place…

The bickering pair spent half the day finally getting the tent set up and crawled inside. Though it swayed in the wind and rain, it at least provided shelter from the storm.

The bright light cast two shadows on the tent walls. With light, shelter, and a small stove lit, it felt as safe as being in the most bustling part of the city.

The wind and rain outside were left behind them, and they certainly wouldn’t notice the pair of eyes watching them through the heavy rain.

At dawn, the two who had somehow ended up sleeping cuddled together woke up.

“The rain stopped!” The young man unzipped the tent and looked outside, shouting.

He crawled out first, followed by the young woman rubbing her eyes.

The mountain forest after the rain was refreshingly clear. The morning light was just beginning to rise, dewdrops sparkled, birds sang mournfully – nothing like the sinister atmosphere of the night.

“Wow, it’s so beautiful!” the young woman exclaimed, spreading her arms and spinning in a circle.

“See? I told you this place was beautiful,” the young man said with some pride, while crawling back into the tent to get his camera and began taking photos with rapid clicks.

Not to be outdone, the young woman took out her phone and took selfie after selfie, then tapped away at her phone screen.

“…Let all you people properly envy this young lady,” she said.

After taking photos, posting on Weibo, and enjoying all the amazed praise from Weibo and WeChat, the young woman waved her hand dismissively.

“Alright, alright, that’s enough. This trip was worth it. Let’s go quickly,” she said, calling to the young man who was still jumping around, lying down and getting up, constantly taking photos.

Only then did the young man reluctantly put away his camera.

“Is there any food left?” the young woman asked, taking out a small bag and cosmetic case to tidy herself up.

“Let me look,” the young man said, going into the tent and pulling out a backpack, rummaging through several pouches. “Only some beef jerky left…”

“Forget it then, I won’t eat,” the young woman said, putting away her compact. “Let’s go quickly. We’ll go down the mountain to find a hotel and eat some hot food.”

The young man nodded in agreement.

The two began packing up the tent.

“Hey, handsome. I haven’t asked yet – what’s your phone number?” the young woman said.

“No problem, beautiful,” the young man laughed, rattling off a number. “Beautiful lady, how about your real name?”

The young woman snorted and gave him a sideways glance.

“A name is just a code anyway. What does it matter if it’s real or fake? That you and I had the fortune to travel together once in this lifetime is already enough,” she said.

The young man laughed cheerfully.

So they were… strangers?

Behind the bushes, a man who seemed to blend with the shrubs frowned.

Were they lovers meeting in the wild…?

The people here… are all like this…

He didn’t look away, staring intently at these two people. Every move they made.

In daylight, he could finally see their strange attire clearly…

But if this was the custom here, he had to learn quickly…

“Hey, have you figured out the direction yet?” the young woman asked impatiently.

The young man had been crouching on the ground fiddling with something for a long time.

“This compass must have gotten water in it. Why isn’t it working?” he said.

“Oh my god, you’re really stupid. Experience, experience – all that experience you bragged about before was just hot air, wasn’t it? You can’t even tell east from west,” the young woman said impatiently.

The young man mumbled something unintelligible, and the young woman pulled out her phone.

“Let’s call for help. We’re not walking anymore, I’m exhausted. Let’s have the search and rescue team come carry us down,” she said. “I’ll post on Weibo.”

At the front desk of a small hotel, a young man was fooling around with a computer.

“Oh my god…” he said, “Another stupid hiker got lost.”

The door was pushed open and two police officers walked in.

“Chief Zhou,” the young man quickly stood up to greet them.

“What are you doing?” Old Zhou asked, glancing at the front desk.

“Just browsing online. Hey, hey, Chief Zhou, look – someone else got lost and is calling for help,” the young man quickly turned the computer screen to show the officer.

Old Zhou glanced at it casually.

“This kind of thing is happening more and more,” he said.

“They don’t consider the strain on grassroots police. With just two or three people in our station, we couldn’t rescue them all even if we wanted to,” the other officer said, leaning over to look.

“No need to worry, it’s nowhere near our jurisdiction,” the young man said with a smile, then looked at Old Zhou. “Chief Zhou, what official business brings you here?”

“Oh, that person who stayed here yesterday – everything alright?” Old Zhou asked.

The young man made an acknowledging sound.

“No problem. My mom checked on him every hour last night. He was fine, left early this morning,” he said.

The officers nodded approvingly at the first part, but were startled by the latter.

“Where did he go?” he asked.

“How would I know?” the young man was also startled.

“Quick, go find him. Don’t let him find some place to harm himself,” Old Zhou said, heading outside. “With our remote mountains and rough terrain, we can’t have more of these incidents. I’ll have to file a report with the bureau, request more personnel…”

The group rushed out anxiously. Just as they were worrying about how to search, Old Zhou’s phone rang.

“Chief Zhou, that crazy woman is here again!” a shrill voice from the scenic area management office screamed through the phone.

Qi Yue grabbed the management staff member’s arm.

“I’ll give you money, I’ll give you money. Please let me take these remains away, okay?” she pleaded, forcibly pushing the wallet from her backpack toward them. “If this isn’t enough, I can get more. How much do you want? How much do you want? Just name your price and I’ll pay it all!”

Tears fell from her eyes as she spoke.

The scenic area management staff stood around, not daring to approach or leave, basically guarding against this woman breaking into the tomb chamber again.

“Miss, please don’t make trouble. Please calm down…” everyone said.

“I’m begging you, I’m begging you,” Qi Yue cried, extending her hand with the wallet, waving it around desperately.

Someone take her money, take her money.

Someone give her hope, give her hope.

The roar of a car engine came from down the mountain.

Before the car had stopped, Huang Ying jumped out through the opening door. Peng Jiahai followed closely behind.

“Qi Yue!” she called out, running toward them.

Qi Yue was already crouched on the ground, holding her head and crying, still clutching the wallet in her trembling hand.

“Give you money, give you money. Let me take him away, let me take him away,” she repeated in a mumble.

“Qi Yue,” Huang Ying crouched down to help her. “What’s wrong? What’s really wrong?”

“Sister Huang, Sister Huang,” Qi Yue heard the familiar voice and reached out to grab her. “Did you bring money? Did you bring money?”

“I brought some, I brought some,” Huang Ying said.

Qi Yue grabbed her.

“Give it to me, give it to me. We’ll give them everything. Buy it. However much they want, we’ll give them all,” she mumbled, standing up again and reaching toward the management staff.

The management staff had already explained the situation to the people who came with Huang Ying.

“She insists on buying,” they pointed toward the tomb chamber, “the remains in there.”

Hearing this, Peng Jiahai looked toward the tomb chamber, completely puzzled.

Huang Ying also glanced at Qi Yue, who had quieted down but was still holding her knees and crying silently.

What was this about?

“Alright, alright. Recently their department might be short on human skeletal models for medicine, and maybe the one in there is particularly suitable…” she forced a smile to explain to the surrounding people. “You know, sometimes these doctors and researchers can be very… fanatical…”

The surrounding people finally understood and nodded. When they looked at Qi Yue again, they showed some understanding.

“Qi Yue,” Peng Jiahai crouched down and reached out to take her hand.

Qi Yue jerked back sharply.

Peng Jiahai sighed and didn’t reach out again.

“Those remains – are they very important?” he asked.

At the mention of the remains, Qi Yue looked up at him.

“Very important, very important, very important,” she said in a trembling voice, three times in succession.

Huang Ying had already finished discussing with the people there.

“Qi Yue, let’s go down the mountain first. Whatever you need, we can discuss it properly, okay?” she said, also crouching down.

Qi Yue shook her head and looked toward the tomb chamber.

“I’m not going anywhere…” she mumbled, tears blurring her vision.

Not going anywhere…

Chang Yuncheng, I’ll stay with you…

I’m not going anywhere…

Chang Yuncheng, I’ll only stay with you…

A strange rumbling sound came from overhead.

What was that?

The man in the bushes looked up through the gaps in the leaves.

The trees blocked out the sky – he couldn’t see anything.

“Here, here!”

The man and woman in the clearing were already waving clothes in their hands, jumping around and shouting.

“Holy shit,” the young man shouted. “A helicopter! This is my first time!”

Helicopter? Chicken?

Was that the source of the sound?

The man moved slightly, then suddenly tensed his entire body, tilting his ear toward one direction before turning and slipping out of the bushes.

The shouting young man and woman didn’t notice the movement.

Soon, barking sounds could be heard.

“They’re coming, they’re coming!” the young woman shouted.

“Ah, so it’s people coming after all. Really, why did the helicopter fly away?” the young man said with some disappointment.

As they spoke, over ten soldiers in military uniform ran out from the forest, with three military dogs leaping among them.

These people were…

They clearly had the bearing of deliberate training, though they couldn’t be called fierce…

Though still wearing strange clothes, they were uniform.

People in uniform clothing must not be ordinary civilians.

“…What’s wrong with you two? Why didn’t you follow the designated route?”

“What business is it of yours?”

“We should be asking why you came so late…”

“…We’re taxpayers… you have an obligation…”

Below, everyone was arguing chaotically. Soon people began retreating.

But the military dogs kept barking and struggling.

“What’s wrong?” a soldier asked.

“Don’t know, seems like there’s someone else here?” said the soldier holding the dogs.

As he said this, he released the military dogs.

The dogs barked frantically and charged in one direction.

Really someone there?

Someone loudly asked the man and woman.

“No one,” came the reply.

At the same time, the three military dogs dragged out a piece of clothing from behind the bushes.

So it was just clothing.

Everyone shook their heads in relief.

“Hey, isn’t that my pants?” the young man shouted. “Damn, when did they get out there!”

“Probably washed away by the rain last night,” the young woman said.

A soldier took the pants from the dogs and tossed them to the young man.

The military dogs were still barking, looking like they wanted to run elsewhere.

The soldier quickly held them back.

“Let’s go, let’s go,” the squad leader shouted, waving toward them. “Fall back, fall back!”

The soldier pulled the still-barking military dogs and walked away.

The sun gradually reached its zenith, and the forest returned to complete silence. From a large tree not far away, a naked man slid down. In the sunlight, his robust physique gleamed with what might have been sweat or rainwater.

He jumped down in a few quick movements, his half-dry long hair covering his face. He reached up with both hands to push back his hair, gradually revealing a broad forehead, thick eyebrows and large eyes, a high nose bridge, thin lips and a strong jaw.

He reached out to pull off nearby branches and leaves, weaving them with practiced, swift movements. Soon a short skirt for modesty was tied around his waist. His eyes bright and piercing, he looked toward the direction those people had left.

This strange and wondrous bizarre world – I have arrived.

Chapter 417: Waiting
Huang Ying didn’t know when she had fallen asleep. The sound of a door closing woke her up.

“Qi Yue?” She sat up abruptly and saw that the bed beside her was empty.

Oh my god, Huang Ying scrambled up and rushed out without bothering to put on her shoes.

In the autumn morning mist, on the village’s concrete road, a woman’s tall, thin figure was walking slowly.

“Qi Yue,” Huang Ying called out as she caught up.

“I’m fine,” Qi Yue stopped and looked at her. “Don’t worry so much about me.”

Huang Ying looked at her and sighed.

This was the third day since she had rushed here. She had already persuaded Peng Jiahai to return. Qi Yue’s current appearance really couldn’t be called attractive – it was better not to let men see her like this.

After being persuaded to return to this small hotel that day, Qi Yue had first sat motionless for an entire night. The next day her emotions had stabilized considerably, but she still cried and still wanted to go to that tomb chamber. However, she didn’t make a frenzied scene anymore. When they wouldn’t let her in, she wouldn’t force her way in either. She would just sit outside the tomb chamber, sitting there for the entire day.

“I’m going over there,” Qi Yue said again.

Due to not sleeping or eating well these past few days, plus crying too much, her voice had become hoarse and weak.

If anyone familiar with Qi Yue saw her now, they would be startled – she had completely transformed into a different person.

“Yueniang,” Huang Ying carefully took her arm. “What’s really wrong?”

Qi Yue lowered her head slightly.

“Sister Huang, even if I told you, no one would believe me,” she said.

“I would believe you, Yueniang. I would believe you. Don’t you trust me?” Huang Ying said urgently.

No one would believe it, no one would believe it – even she herself dared not believe it…

Qi Yue looked up and smiled slightly.

“Sister Huang, don’t worry. I’ll tell you eventually. For now, just let me do what I want to do,” she said, squeezing Huang Ying’s hand. “I won’t have any accidents – you can be assured of that.”

Huang Ying looked at her and nodded.

“It’s good that you know, Yueniang. You’ve always respected life, and I believe you won’t waste your life,” she said.

Qi Yue nodded with a smile and turned to walk toward the tomb chamber.

Huang Ying hesitated for a moment, then followed.

Seeing Qi Yue approaching, the scenic area staff heightened their vigilance.

“Still won’t let me go in to see?” Qi Yue routinely walked up to the staff and asked. Compared to the previous few days, her attitude was much better.

Being looked at by those eyes that had cried for so long – even when not crying, they still glistened with tears – the staff couldn’t help but feel heartbroken.

That kind of sadness…

“I promise I won’t get close again. I won’t damage anything,” Qi Yue said again.

“I’ll accompany her in. This is my work ID,” Huang Ying said, taking out her work ID, driver’s license, and any other documents she could produce.

The management staff exchanged troubled glances.

This wasn’t working out – this woman sat at the entrance crying every day.

“We need to ask for instructions,” one staff member finally said.

“Good, good, thank you,” Qi Yue said.

Huang Ying thought of something and also took out her phone to make calls.

After some discussion, the higher-ups finally gave their answer.

She could go in to look, but must be accompanied by management staff.

“Thank you, thank you,” Qi Yue bowed repeatedly, tears dripping to the ground.

Walking into this place after four days, Qi Yue felt as if a lifetime had passed.

In the main chamber, the skeleton had been restored, the glass cover had been put back on, and everything had returned to its original state. But some things, Qi Yue knew, would never return to their original state.

Seeing the woman whose emotions had clearly changed again, the four management staff heightened their vigilance. Huang Ying reached out to put her arm around Qi Yue’s shoulders.

Qi Yue took a deep breath and stopped ten steps away from the skeleton. Looking at the skeleton before her, tears once again fell like rain.

“When… when did he die?” she asked in a trembling voice.

The management staff was stunned and didn’t react immediately.

“He… has his age been determined?” Qi Yue asked tremblingly, pointing over there.

The staff member made an acknowledging sound.

“Around twenty-seven or twenty-eight,” he said.

So after she died, Chang Yuncheng…

Fool…

Fool…

Did he take his own life?

Qi Yue felt unable to breathe. She pressed her hand to her chest, the intense pain making her unable to stand, forcing her to bend over.

Everyone immediately became tense, but they saw that this woman wasn’t going crazy. Instead, she slowly sat on the ground, and that kind of wailing cry began again.

The crying echoed in the tomb chamber, making everyone’s skin crawl.

When would this ever end…

Taiyue Ridge was an undeveloped primitive mountain range, located on the Da’an Ridge mountain chain. Although most ecosystems had been damaged nowadays, this place still maintained its natural state.

But it was precisely because of this lack of development that more and more people came here for adventure, and the increasing number of people in distress put growing pressure on the Taiyue Ridge government. They had to increase checkpoints and strict inspections, but the area was too vast and there were always those who slipped through the net.

By the rushing river, a slightly plump elderly man cupped water to wash his face. The mountain forest’s autumn river water was already bone-chillingly cold, and he shook his hands vigorously.

Beside him, four young men in simple shirts and pants vigilantly surveyed their surroundings, as if wild beasts might leap out from the mountain forests on either side at any moment.

“I say, don’t be so nervous. There aren’t any wild beasts in these mountains now, not like when I was young – we’d occasionally hunt bears or wolves and have fresh meat regularly,” the old man said, supporting his waist with his hand and looking at the surrounding wilderness. “Times really are different now.”

The mountain wind rustled. Suddenly someone turned around alertly, instinctively pressing his hand to his waist.

The others also noticed and turned around vigilantly.

A man was emerging from the mountain forest, walking toward the river. Suddenly seeing these people, he also stopped abruptly.

Although this wasn’t the first time he’d directly encountered people from this place, but these people…

In this brief moment of eye contact, the four men around the old man instinctively tensed up, all unconsciously pressing their hands to their waists.

The dangerous aura this strange man emanated in an instant couldn’t escape these people’s senses!

This man’s clothing was very strange – ordinary work pants, but obviously ill-fitting, exposing his ankles and tied tightly around his body, with work boots on his feet that completely didn’t match his clothes. He had no shirt, his hair seemed to have been neglected for a long time, or perhaps he had cut it himself roughly – in any case, it was messy. He had stubble, and in his hands he dragged an animal that looked like a deer or goat, while his other hand held what appeared to be a bow and arrow.

Although no one spoke, years of tacit understanding made them decide in that glance: if this man retreated even one step, they would shoot immediately!

But the man lowered his head at this moment. He didn’t retreat, but continued walking toward the river, no longer paying attention to these people. He threw the animal by the water’s edge and took out a knife to begin gutting it.

The four men didn’t relax their vigilance, slowly gathering around the old man.

The old man’s expression was relaxed. His gaze fell on the prey in the man’s hands, and he made a sound of surprise.

“Hey, young man, did you hunt a roe deer?” he called out loudly.

The man seemed not to have heard.

The old man clicked his tongue.

“Good hunter! Are there still roe deer in the mountains now?” he raised his voice again to ask, while stepping toward them.

The four men blocked his path, preventing him from going over.

The man cleaning the roe deer didn’t move, still busy with his work. His movements were smooth and efficient, clearly very skilled.

“Yes,” he said.

His intonation was somewhat strange, as if it wasn’t the local accent.

“Young man, being able to hunt roe deer shows real skill,” the old man laughed, his gaze falling on the tools the man had set aside.

This was a bow made from tree branches and animal hide.

A bow?

The old man frowned slightly.

“Young man, you didn’t use this to hunt the roe deer, did you?” he asked, pointing.

The man glanced at the tool beside him and grunted affirmatively.

The old man laughed.

“Young man, you’re joking, right?” he laughed. “How could this simple bow hunt a roe deer?”

As he said this, the old man stepped forward.

Before his words had finished, the man grabbed the bow with one hand and a tree branch beside him with the other. He raised his hand, and with a whoosh, the branch flew like an arrow straight toward the old man.

This happened in the blink of an eye. Although the four men surrounding the old man were on guard, the man’s movements were too fast. By the time they reacted, the man had already completed his action in one fluid motion.

“Chief!”

Angry roars rang out in the mountain forest, followed by gunshots.

The gun had fired, but the situation was beyond the four men’s expectations.

The chief hadn’t fallen beside them, nor had the man fallen before them.

The man dusted off his hands and stood up from the side, his eyes unable to hide his shock and gravity.

Looking at the smoke that had not yet dispersed.

What kind of weapon was this…

So powerful…

He knew these people had weapons hidden on them, so the moment he struck, he had rolled aside. But he hadn’t expected the weapon to be so powerful.

Or rather, all weapons here were probably this powerful…

This place was indeed a dangerous world!

Having missed with one strike, the four men raised their guns again.

“Put your hands up!” they shouted.

Those small, dark holes pointed at him – the man could clearly feel the terrifying danger.

His whole body tensed.

He couldn’t have an accident like this.

He had been hiding in these mountains, observing every person he saw, learning their speech and behavior, listening to the customs and rules they revealed, preparing and waiting for the day he could go out, the day he could safely go out.

He couldn’t fail at the crucial moment like this!

He slowly raised his hands.

“Lower your guns!” the old man, who had been silent, suddenly shouted.

Although the four men didn’t want to move, their instinct to obey made them lower their guns instantly.

“Chief!” the man standing closest called out in confusion.

“You idiots, this is my savior!” the old man scolded.

Savior?

The men were stunned. The old man pointed to his feet.

Everyone looked down and couldn’t help but gasp.

Under the old man’s feet, in the crevice between river stones, a green patterned snake had been pierced through its vital point by the tree branch and was firmly pinned in the stone crevice.

The snake’s head was only a foot away from the old man’s foot.

Everyone’s minds conjured the scene of the disturbed poisonous snake in the stone crevice lunging at the old man’s foot with its mouth open, and they broke out in cold sweat.

Even shooting would have been too late…

The tense atmosphere completely disappeared.

“Young man, now I know how you use this thing to hunt roe deer,” the old man laughed.

With the threat removed, the man dropped his guard. Without speaking, he walked to the river and lifted the roe deer with one hand to rinse it in the water.

“Young man, are you a forest warden?” Not angry at the man’s silence, the old man asked with even more interest.

“No,” the man said simply. Soon he lifted the roe deer.

“Young man, you saved my life. I need to repay you,” the old man laughed. “What do you need? Just ask.”

The man, carrying the roe deer, had already turned and was about to leave when he heard this and glanced at the old man.

“If I wanted to find someone,” he said, “only knowing their name and… um, work… how should I go about it?”

Chapter 418: Arrangements
On the mountain path, four men skillfully and unobtrusively protected the old man.

The footsteps behind them were barely audible, causing them to turn around involuntarily.

That strangely dressed man was quietly following behind.

“Chief, are we really taking this person with us?” one man couldn’t help but ask in a low voice. “This man… is really peculiar.”

The old man nodded with a smile and also glanced back.

“Peculiar he may be, but he’s harmless,” he said.

Can you really tell if someone is harmful or harmless just by looking at them nowadays? The men shook their heads in disagreement.

Although there was an elderly person with them, their group walked at a good pace. Soon they emerged from the dense forest area and came to relatively level ground, where there were more people.

“Hey, hey! Who are you people? You can’t just go up the mountain randomly.”

Someone immediately rushed out from the management booth set up by the town government at the foot of the mountain, shouting.

“Alright, alright, we understand. We’re coming down the mountain now,” the old man said with a smile.

“At such an advanced age, why are you still wandering around recklessly?” the management staff said angrily.

The old man just smiled good-naturedly and didn’t speak.

Leaving the booth, they encountered several men and women with full outdoor equipment gear coming their way.

“Are you coming from the mountain?” they actively greeted and asked.

The old man nodded with a smile.

“Is it safe up there?” a man asked hurriedly.

“If someone this old can go up there, what’s unsafe about it?” Before the old man could answer, others spoke up.

“However, supposedly there’s a wild man or something up there who steals clothes and food,” another girl said.

This comment made the others burst into laughter.

“A wild man? More like a wild monkey…”

“Only you girls would fantasize about wild men…”

“This isn’t Shennongjia…”

But the four men on the old man’s side all looked toward the man quietly following behind them.

Their gazes swept over his obviously ill-fitting, strangely matched pants and shoes.

The man’s expression was calm, as if he hadn’t noticed their looks.

Everyone laughed and chatted, no longer paying attention to the old man’s group. They avoided the checkpoint ahead and walked toward the mountain forest.

“Young folks, the mountain forest isn’t safe. It’s better to go this way,” the old man called out loudly to remind them.

The people over there laughed even more, turning to wave dismissively at the old man with disdain.

The old man shook his head.

“Let’s go,” the man beside the old man reminded him in a low voice. “We can’t delay any longer.”

The old man nodded and looked back at the mountain forest.

“I wonder if I’ll ever get to see it again,” he murmured.

With that, he stepped forward. After walking a few steps, he sensed something and turned back.

The man was standing there, not moving.

“Young man?” the old man called.

The man looked over. His expression was somewhat grave, as if he had made some kind of decision, then he stepped forward.

So from this moment on, he would step by step leave this mountain forest that could shelter him, step by step enter this strange and eerie world.

The old man smiled and without saying much, turned to continue forward.

Three cars were parked at the foot of the mountain. Four or five men dressed like the previous group were standing there. When they saw them approaching, they all breathed a sigh of relief, but were puzzled when they saw the man behind the old man.

“Giving someone a ride,” the old man said simply.

The surrounding men looked even more surprised.

What kind of person could actually get a ride from this old man!

“Young man, come, sit with me,” the old man said, getting into the car and beckoning with his hand.

Car?

The man’s gaze swept over these strange things, but his expression showed not the slightest hesitation or surprise, as if these were things he was completely familiar with. He didn’t stand on ceremony either, stepping forward and getting into the car with steady movements.

The old man smiled slightly, not missing this man’s habit of tapping the running board with his foot when getting in the car, just like himself.

The driver closed the car door and started the engine.

From the corner of his eye, the old man saw the man beside him instantly tense up, his hands resting on his knees clenching slightly. But he quickly relaxed them.

The scenery outside the car window was rapidly retreating, with that anxiety-inducing rumbling sound and strange smells that irritated the stomach…

The man’s breathing became somewhat rapid involuntarily.

“Open the car window,” the old man said.

For someone of the old man’s status, car windows were usually never opened during travel. The guard in the front seat hesitated.

“Never mind, the scenery ahead is nice. Stop for a moment, I’ll get out and take a look,” the old man said again, pointing ahead.

Scenery?

The guard was puzzled but still picked up the radio to notify the front and back.

The man’s gaze swept over the guard with the radio, then saw the car ahead stop first.

That thing could actually allow conversation across distances?

“Come, young man, would you like to get out and take a look?” the old man said, opening the car door and getting out.

The man nodded and followed him out. The fresh air made him exhale deeply, and that churning feeling was quickly suppressed.

“What relationship do you have with the person you’re looking for…” the old man asked while stretching his legs facing the mountain wilderness.

The man didn’t speak, looking at the mountain wilderness.

“Only knowing their name and job?” the old man continued asking, not minding the lack of response. “How old are they?”

Don’t know, don’t know how old she is, she always said she was older than us…

The man’s ears echoed with that girl’s words.

“Don’t know,” the man said.

The old man turned to look at him, somewhat surprised.

“Well, if we pulled up photos, you could recognize her, right?” he asked.

“Couldn’t recognize her,” the man answered.

The old man stopped his movements and looked at the man with a smile.

“Then, young man, do you know how big China is and how many people live here?” he said.

China…

The man shook his head.

“Little Tang, did you check what I asked you to check?” the old man called to someone nearby.

A guard immediately ran over.

“I checked,” he said. “As of now, there are 65,832 women named Qi Yue nationwide.”

The old man looked at the man, making a “you see” expression.

The man was clearly shocked too.

However, what surprised him was that they could find out so quickly how many people had this name?

And so precisely?

“She’s a doctor,” he said.

This man wasn’t discouraged at all – the old man was somewhat surprised, then smiled and nodded.

“Profession is harder to check, needs more filtering,” he said. “Young man, if you trust me, come with me.”

The man looked at him.

“Haven’t I already come with you?” he said.

Since they met, he had spoken little and briefly. This was probably the longest sentence he had said, and moreover…

The old man smiled slightly.

Others might not notice, but he had noticed that this man’s accent was already starting to resemble his own.

Such formidable learning ability…

Such formidable observation skills…

And such formidable emotional control ability…

The old man laughed heartily and reached out to pat his shoulder, saying “good” several times.

“Then, may I ask your honorable name, young man?” he laughed.

The man looked at him and extended his hand.

“Chang Yuncheng,” he said.

The old man naturally extended his hand to shake it, and saw a trace of a smile appear on the man’s face.

Very pleased?

Why?

The handshake? The old man withdrew his hand and couldn’t help but look at his own hand.

Indeed, many people would be extremely excited about shaking hands with him. However, the smile on this man’s face wasn’t that kind of excited, flattering smile.

Obviously, he wasn’t happy because he was shaking hands with him as a person, but very likely simply because of the act of shaking hands itself.

The old man smiled and stepped into the car.

“Let’s go,” he called, looking at the man. “Chang Yuncheng.”

Chang Yuncheng took another look at the mountain wilderness and got into the car.

Seeing the old man get in the car, the surrounding guards also got in their vehicles.

“Why look at scenery for no reason?” a guard in the back couldn’t help but say.

“I don’t think it was about looking at scenery,” another person said. “I figure that country bumpkin was carsick…”

At this point he clicked his tongue twice.

“Why is the chief so good to this country bumpkin who appeared out of nowhere?” he said with a frown, looking completely puzzled.

The car wound its way along the mountain road thick with autumn atmosphere.

Seeing the woman walking up the mountain path, the scenic area management staff hurriedly called to each other.

“Hey, that woman is here again,” they said.

However, compared to the previous few days, they weren’t as tense now.

This woman had been here for seven days already.

Except for the first three days of crying and making a scene, she had been much quieter the past few days.

But everyone was certain this woman had mental problems. Otherwise, who would spend all day crying over a set of bones?

“Thank you,” Qi Yue said, handing over the ticket in her hand.

“Um, miss, are you alone?” the staff member asked hesitantly.

Wasn’t there always a woman accompanying her before?

“She went to book plane tickets,” Qi Yue said amiably.

The staff member made an acknowledging sound, ultimately not daring to ask whether one person was leaving or both were leaving, to avoid stimulating this crazy woman’s nerves.

She tore off the stub and saw the bag in Qi Yue’s hand.

“Miss, we need to check this,” she said.

Qi Yue cooperatively handed over the bag.

Everyone opened it and saw only two cans of beer inside.

“This…” the staff member hesitated.

Qi Yue reached over to take them, popped both open with two snaps, took a sip from one can, then looked at the staff member.

The staff member waved her through and signaled to the other two staff members with her eyes. The two hurried to follow.

Step by step approaching the tomb chamber, Qi Yue still stopped several steps away, then sat down, quietly looking at the white bones.

She placed one can of beer over there and picked up the other, tilting her head back to drink, then sighed.

“Tell me, do you still count as a man?” she said.

The staff members standing vigilantly to the side were stunned. They looked at each other, then at the woman.

Was she talking to them?

“Do you still count as a man? What kind of world is this? Where is there a man who would spend his whole life like this for one woman?” Qi Yue continued, tilting her head back for another drink, then thinking of something, she patted the beer in front of her. “Come, try this – alcohol from our place.”

As she spoke, she poured out some of the beer.

The tomb chamber had a blue brick floor, and the alcohol quickly seeped through the cracks after being poured on the ground.

The two staff members couldn’t help but shiver and looked around – of course, there really wouldn’t be anyone there…

This woman really was crazy…

“How is it? Good, right?” Qi Yue continued, even smiling as if someone was sitting in front of her.

The two staff members got goosebumps all over.

“Big brother, a woman dies and she dies – what’s the big deal?” Qi Yue continued, looking at the bones before her. “It’s just one woman. Yes, you really liked her, really liked her, but does that mean you can’t lose her? In this lifetime, who hasn’t lost some things? What’s the big deal?”

That’s right, that’s right, the two staff members nodded, so no matter what you’ve lost, please return to normal quickly, miss.

Qi Yue drank again, then poured the beer across from her onto the ground.

“Lost is lost. Sad, difficult, but life must go on. There will always be new things coming. Who knows what people we’ll meet tomorrow? Maybe someone we like even more, love even more,” she said, smiling as tears flowed down. “Are you stupid or not? Are you stupid or not!”

The staff members couldn’t help but look at the bones – could these bones resemble this woman’s lover?

What was this all about!

Qi Yue tilted her head back and drank the beer in one gulp, then poured the beer across from her onto the ground in one go.

“Alright, I’m going back first,” she said, standing up and putting the beer cans in her bag.

The two staff members were somewhat surprised. They weren’t planning to remind her about not littering or anything – they were already prepared to clean up themselves. They hadn’t expected this crazy woman to still maintain proper etiquette.

What made them even happier was that this woman said she was going back.

Thank heavens, they could finally have peaceful days.

Qi Yue stood up and looked at the bones.

“After I finish the business over there, I’ll come back to keep you company soon,” she said, waving at the empty chamber as if seeing that man smile.

She also smiled slightly, turned around, and left.

Behind her, the two staff members looked at each other with pained expressions.

She was coming back…

This was endless…

Wouldn’t someone take care of this…

Chapter 419: Decision
Qi Yue walked into the outpatient building. Colleagues exchanging day shifts, working night shifts, and coming off duty were greeting each other as usual.

“…How was the patient last night?”

“Don’t even mention it. The resident doctor was so stupid. It was obviously just a nurse changing the drainage bag when drainage backup blocked the abdominal blood, but the whole group was scared to death, making me run over there in the middle of the night for nothing…”

Everyone was talking to each other.

Qi Yue listened with a smile.

“Little Qi, how was your trip?” everyone asked casually.

“Not bad,” Qi Yue replied just as casually.

Everyone then went about their own business – making rounds, conducting consultations, organizing medical records. Each person had their own life, carrying various pressures. Others’ lives were beyond their capacity or concern to care about.

Qi Yue stood in the office, looked around once more, and walked out.

Looking at the resignation letter Qi Yue handed over, the director couldn’t help but widen his eyes.

“Qi Yue, you’re not joking, are you?” he asked.

Qi Yue shook her head.

“I’m not,” she said.

“Why?” the director asked. Anyone could potentially resign, but he had never imagined Qi Yue would quit.

Besides, this was Beijing Hospital, Beijing’s best hospital, where countless people would break their heads trying to get in. Someone actually wanted to leave voluntarily?

“I plan to be a doctor somewhere else,” Qi Yue said.

The director’s face darkened.

“Qi Yue, don’t be impulsive. Don’t let those people talk you into it. A doctor like you has a future in public hospitals. Don’t be tempted by temporary money…” he said seriously.

“No, no, I’m not going to a private hospital,” Qi Yue hurriedly smiled and shook her head. “I want to go to Maochun County Hospital in Nanyun Province.”

What?

The director didn’t react for a moment. He knew Nanyun Province, but what kind of place was Maochun County?

“Did they offer you a high salary?” he asked.

“Actually, I haven’t contacted them yet. I don’t know if they want me,” Qi Yue smiled.

The director was somewhat amused and exasperated.

“Qi Yue, stop fooling around. If you’re tired, I’ll approve leave for you right now. Go rest well and then come back to work,” he said, waving his hand.

“Director, I must go. I promised someone, so I must keep my word,” Qi Yue said, standing up. “Being a doctor – you can heal and save lives anywhere. You can earn a living anywhere. It’s all the same.”

“Promised whom?” the director asked. There must be someone poaching her with high pay, right?

The director had never particularly liked such young doctors with high aspirations but low abilities, so he was somewhat displeased.

“You go first and think about it more,” he said.

Qi Yue bowed, pushed the resignation letter across the desk, and left.

The director tapped on the desk thoughtfully, then dialed a number.

“Old classmate, help me inquire about something,” he said directly.

At noon, while in a meeting, the director’s phone rang. He glanced at the number and didn’t hang up as usual. Instead, he made an apologetic gesture to everyone and walked out.

“…I’m telling you, old classmate, you must be joking. I asked around and there’s no such thing… Besides, it would be somewhat possible for our Nanyun Provincial Hospital to poach your people, but a county hospital, especially a poor county hospital, poaching your people – that’s not you being crazy, it’s them being crazy…” Laughter came through the phone.

The director frowned. Indeed, this was impossible.

“But in fact, it did happen. Dr. Qi is determined to go to your place. If there are no benefits, why would she go? For what? Love and peace?” he said.

“Well, I don’t know about that. Since this doctor is determined to come, we naturally welcome her. Don’t worry, old classmate. I’ll handle the paperwork. Thanks for giving me a heads up. I’ll definitely treat this good comrade who’s willing to work at the grassroots level well. There are so few such good comrades nowadays…” The person on the phone laughed.

The director spat.

“Who’s giving you a heads up! Don’t be so presumptuous! So this became me making contributions to you,” he said, hanging up. The director frowned and thought outside for a while, finally shaking his head and going back to continue the meeting.

At this time, Qi Yue was already sitting on the sofa at home, watching her mother busy in the kitchen.

“Mom, do you want me to help?” she asked, swallowing the last piece of fruit.

“No need. Your father can’t get used to other people’s cooking,” her mother smiled. “It’s almost ready.”

“Mom, how can you spoil Dad like this,” Qi Yue laughed, walking over to lean against the kitchen doorway watching her busy mother.

“Oh my, how hard it is to find someone in this world you can spoil,” her mother laughed, glancing at her. “Envious?”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Envious,” she said. As she said this, her nose couldn’t help but feel sour. She quickly turned her head and coughed to cover her reddening eyes.

The door opened and Father Qi came in, surprised to see Qi Yue.

“Hey, the independent, self-reliant Little Quick Blade who doesn’t need parental care actually came here for a meal?” he said.

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“Well, at least the daughter has a conscience. After playing around, she still remembers her parents,” Father Qi smiled, changing his shoes and putting down his briefcase as he walked in, extending his hand. “Hand it over.”

Qi Yue was stunned.

“What? You want retirement money now?” she pretended to be shocked, grabbing her father’s arm. “Dad, you alone earn more than two of me. Dad, I haven’t finished paying my house loan yet. I’m not a freebie with phone service, am I?”

Father Qi patted her head.

“Go on,” he smiled. “You went to Nanyun Province to play – where are the local specialties?”

Qi Yue suddenly understood, smiling somewhat embarrassedly.

“Silly girl, you didn’t forget your parents, did you?” Father Qi asked, glaring.

“Alright, time to eat,” Mother came out to call them.

“No, the time was too rushed. I didn’t have time to buy any,” Qi Yue smiled, pushing Father Qi to sit at the dining table.

“Look at you, look at you,” Father Qi pointed at Mother Qi with a smile. “The daughter you raised…”

“Oh my, who keeps saying my daughter takes after me? Good things she gets from you, but when it’s bad, she becomes the one I raised?” Mother Qi smiled, distributing chopsticks.

Father Qi laughed heartily.

“But no problem. If you didn’t bring any this time, that’s fine. Next time I’ll have you send them to us anytime you want,” Qi Yue smiled, picking up chopsticks and making a drooling expression at the food on the table.

Father Qi stopped his chopsticks and looked at her.

“What Director Liu said – is it true?” he asked.

Qi Yue nodded.

Mother Qi was somewhat puzzled, looking at the father and daughter, but habitually stayed quiet.

“Mom, I resigned and plan to go to Maochun County Hospital in Nanyun Province,” Qi Yue said to her mother.

Mother Qi’s first reaction was the same as the director’s – what kind of place was Maochun County?

“Why?” Father Qi asked.

“Dad, I estimate that if I tell you this why, you might not believe me,” Qi Yue said, stirring the food in her bowl with chopsticks.

“As long as you tell us, we’ll believe you,” Father Qi said.

Mother Qi nodded too.

“I once promised a man that I would be with him,” Qi Yue said.

Father Qi and Mother Qi exchanged surprised glances.

Wu Jianfeng?

“Not Wu Jianfeng,” Qi Yue said quickly. “As for how we met, don’t ask. Anyway, now there’s been an accident. He… he’s gone, so I’m very sad, very sad, very sad…”

She lowered her head as she said this, tears falling into her bowl.

Father Qi and Mother Qi looked serious.

“Child, why didn’t you say anything about such a big matter?” Mother Qi said, pushing the tissues on the table toward her.

Qi Yue didn’t use them, looking up with a smile.

“Although he’s gone now, I still want to keep my promise and go there to be with him,” she said.

“Little Yue,” Mother Qi sighed. “A person’s life is very long. You need to be more open-minded.”

Qi Yue nodded.

“I know, Mom. I know,” she said. “A person’s life is very long. Who knows what the future holds, but at least right now, I know what I want to do, what I think I should do, what I must do, and what I have to do.”

Mother Qi wanted to persuade her more, but Father Qi stopped her.

“In that case, then go,” he said.

Qi Yue looked at her father and smiled. She knew that no matter what she did, her father would always support her.

Mother Qi looked at Father Qi, wanting to say something but stopping herself.

“Do what you want to do. I have confidence in my daughter – she won’t do anything foolish,” Father Qi smiled, comforting Mother Qi.

Qi Yue smiled and nodded firmly.

Mother Qi then smiled too.

“Oh, now she’s your daughter again,” she laughed, serving Father Qi some food.

Laughter rang out at the dinner table, warm and harmonious.

Huang Ying was probably the last to know. She ran angrily to Qi Yue’s office, where Qi Yue had already finished packing her things and was carrying them to leave.

“Hey, what are you doing? Are you really going there to guard a tomb?” Huang Ying shouted.

“Not at all. I’m going to work,” Qi Yue smiled, linking arms with her and showing her a new work ID.

Maochun County Hospital work ID.

This was because after Nanyun Provincial Hospital learned that Qi Yue wanted to find work there, administrative staff had specially flown over to personally find Qi Yue. This surprised Qi Yue greatly, and she was very grateful to the director.

“I don’t want my subordinate to live miserably,” the director said with a stern face, clearly unhappy.

Qi Yue ultimately declined the provincial hospital’s invitation and actively requested to go to Maochun County. As long as someone was willing to go, although it wasn’t the provincial hospital, it was still in the same province. When there were surgeries or such, they could invite experts from the county hospital… ahem, although this sounded a bit strange – inviting experts from the county hospital to the provincial hospital… this was really the first time such a thing had been said.

The people from Nanyun Province efficiently processed all the paperwork and arrangements for Qi Yue.

Looking at the work ID, Huang Ying knew it was a done deal. She was both angry and helpless.

“What are you trying to achieve?” she said.

“To be happy,” Qi Yue smiled, linking arms with her as they walked out. “Isn’t that what people live for?”

Huang Ying was silent, puffing with anger.

The elevator opened, and Peng Jiahai walked out. Both sides were stunned when they saw each other.

This was the first time they’d met since returning.

Qi Yue nodded to greet him first.

“Thank you. The incident last time must have scared you,” she said.

Peng Jiahai smiled.

“No,” he said. “It’s normal. I’ve been through the same.”

Qi Yue was stunned.

“Everyone has emotional breaking points,” Peng Jiahai continued, his gaze falling on the cardboard box in Qi Yue’s hands. “I guess there won’t be a farewell banquet?”

“Of course there will be,” Qi Yue smiled. “Are you coming?”

“Of course,” Peng Jiahai smiled.

“Once I set the time and place, I’ll call you,” Qi Yue said.

Peng Jiahai nodded.

“I’ll get busy then,” he said.

Qi Yue nodded, watching Peng Jiahai pass by. She also stepped into the elevator. The elevator door slowly closed, and Peng Jiahai, walking in the hallway, finally slowed down slightly and looked back.

Walking out of the hospital entrance, Qi Yue looked at Huang Ying, who was still sulking.

“Hey, is this how you’re seeing me off? Besides wearing that sour face, do you have anything else to say?” she asked.

Huang Ying glared at her.

“Don’t sell the house. I want to live in it,” she said.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Alright,” she nodded, reaching out to hug Huang Ying. “I’m leaving.”

She finished speaking, opened the car door, and got in. Without saying anything else, the car drove away in front of Huang Ying.

“This fool,” Huang Ying said, raising her hand to rub her eyes.

Because she had drunk too much at the farewell banquet the previous day, Qi Yue woke up rather late and was quite rushed catching her flight.

As she rushed into the airport entrance, two people were also walking in, and they almost collided.

“Sorry, sorry,” Qi Yue quickly stopped and apologized.

These were two young men with somewhat arrogant attitudes.

“What are you doing, beautiful? Trying to pick up guys?” one of them, a young man with a buzz cut but several long strands dyed golden yellow, said, his gaze sweeping over Qi Yue. “A bit old, but acceptable. Want to exchange numbers?”

Qi Yue didn’t get angry but smiled instead.

“Thanks, handsome,” she smiled and continued running away.

The buzz cut didn’t care and continued complaining to his companion.

“…What’s his background anyway?” he said.

“I heard he’s unregistered. Seems like he grew up in the mountains from childhood, like a wild man…” the other young man said.

“Come on,” the buzz cut interrupted him. “Wild man? What about wolf boy! What era are we in!”

The other young man smiled without speaking.

They had already entered the hall. Pick-up was on the first floor, but they walked straight toward the security checkpoint area, where there was a concealed VIP passage.

“If you ask me, returning to the old base is probably to pick up an illegitimate son,” the buzz cut continued.

“Wen Shao, don’t talk nonsense,” the young man said quietly.

“They already did it, why be afraid of people talking? When we meet the person later, there’ll be even more talk,” the buzz cut snorted.

The two stopped talking and focused on watching the passage entrance. Next to the passage was security checkpoint. There weren’t many people now, and the buzz cut noticed that the woman who had bumped into him was hurrying through security, quickly heading inside.

“Stop looking at beautiful women. The old man is here,” the young man beside him nudged him.

A group of people walked out of the passage. The buzz cut quickly put on a smile and went to greet them.

Walking at the front were two men in simple casual clothes, looking relaxed and casual.

The buzz cut smiled as he approached, but saw that there was no one following these two men.

“Where’s Grandpa?” he asked.

“He ran into Commander Wang and they’re talking inside,” one man said.

“From the Southwest Military Region,” the other man added.

His voice was cool and clear, but the buzz cut found it quite pleasant because it sounded somewhat like his grandfather’s accent.

He even knew to add a clarification – clearly very perceptive.

He couldn’t help but take another look at this man.

Tall and well-built, in his thirties, wearing a neat white shirt that made him look very gentle, but when he looked at you, he exerted a kind of pressure.

This bodyguard was quite good, just too good-looking.

For a bodyguard, was it necessary to look this good? Not low-key enough!

The buzz cut nodded at him, and several people stood outside waiting together.

“Hey, I heard the old chief brought back a country bumpkin?” he asked quietly, looking at this man. “Have you checked his background?”

The man looked at him.

“Country bumpkin?” he asked back.

The buzz cut clicked his tongue and stopped looking at him, turning to look inside.

“That wild man,” he said. “What’s his real background? How did he trick the old man into bringing him back?”

“Not a wild man,” the man finally understood who he was talking about and looked at the buzz cut, his gaze falling on his hair.

Was this natural?

Why did people here always style their hair so strangely…

If he touched it, would the color stain his hands?

The buzz cut didn’t notice his hair being studied and continued looking inside.

“How is he not a wild man? Didn’t they say he was like a wolf man, grew up in the mountains, first time leaving the mountains? Hey, are there still such people nowadays? Tell me, what’s he like? Covered in hair? Can he talk? Naked or wearing grass skirts and tree bark? Like those doing primitive ecology?” The buzz cut said, getting more amused as he spoke, then laughed heartily. “Damn, I actually get a chance to see a wild man. What fucking luck.”

The man smiled and extended his hand.

The buzz cut instinctively extended his hand too.

The man shook hands with him.

“I’m also very honored to meet you,” he said.

What?

The buzz cut was stunned. Before he could speak, there was commotion over there – the old chief had come out, and he hurried over to greet him.

“Grandpa,” he called out warmly.

The old man glanced at him and nodded, then waved to someone behind him.

“Yuncheng,” he said, “go get that wild ginseng from my luggage and take it to Commander Wang.”

The buzz cut was startled.

“Grandpa, how can you let a bodyguard do this? Let me go, let me go,” he said hurriedly.

The Southwest Military Region’s commander! That wasn’t someone you could meet casually!

This was a great opportunity.

Chang Yuncheng had already responded and walked away.

“What bodyguard,” the old man glanced at the buzz cut. “This is a young friend I just met.”

Young friend? Just met?

“That wild man?” the buzz cut blurted out.

“What wild man!” the old man glared. He looked him up and down. “I think you’re the wild man with that hair! Looking like a ghost!”

With that, he strode away.

The buzz cut stood there stunned.

“Fuck, that was the wild man? Are you all blind!” he said, glaring at the people beside him. “Where the hell does he look like a wild man? Can you stop being so dramatic when you talk!”

Chang Yuncheng didn’t care at all what the little blonde was saying about him behind his back. He walked calmly through the departure hall. He had already been amazed when he arrived, so now he kept his composure, but his heart still marveled – this truly was a magical… world.

Yes, people here called it a world.

Because the old man hadn’t left yet, Commander Wang hadn’t left either. Hearing that someone had come to deliver something, he quickly had them invited in.

Chang Yuncheng entered and handed over the box in his hands.

“The old gentleman asked me to give this to you,” he said.

Commander Wang remembered this man. On the plane, he had seen the old man frequently calling the man over and whispering to him. From the old man’s attitude and this man’s demeanor, he could be certain he wasn’t a bodyguard.

A nephew or junior relative?

Otherwise, he wouldn’t have him personally deliver it.

Since he had him personally deliver it, it meant he wanted him to get acquainted – plainly speaking, to remember his face and name, and look after him in the future.

Commander Wang stood up from the sofa and looked at Chang Yuncheng with a smile and nod.

“Thank you, Chief,” he said. “Where are you from, young man?”

“Chunzhang Province, Tai’an County, Taimao Ridge,” Chang Yuncheng said without hesitation, then reached into his pocket and took out a card.

Business card?

Commander Wang almost wanted to laugh but still reached out to take it. Looking at it, he did laugh.

ID card…

“This is my identification,” Chang Yuncheng said.

At this time, the old man getting ready to get in the car suddenly slapped his leg.

“Oh dear, I forgot to tell little Chang something,” he said.

The buzz cut was already sitting in the passenger seat. Hearing this, he hurriedly asked what it was.

“Nothing,” the old man glared at him and closed his eyes, saying no more.

The buzz cut pursed his lips.

“I don’t even know if I’m your real grandson…” he muttered. “Always scolding me…”

“That’s because you’re too stupid,” the old man said irritably.

The buzz cut shrank back and didn’t dare speak again.

Here, Commander Wang looked at the ID card Chang Yuncheng handed over, not knowing what expression to use, but remembering it was someone the old chief had introduced, he suppressed his emotions and looked down at the ID card.

The name was Chang Yuncheng, registered in the place he’d mentioned earlier, age thirty-three – good, just the age to start a career.

“The photo looks quite spirited. Good-looking people have it easy. Not like us – our ID photos make us look like different people,” he laughed, finding a topic from the ID card.

Chang Yuncheng thought the photo actually didn’t look as good as he did in person – the portrait technique here was too poor.

He smiled and said thank you.

He knew this – people here weren’t modest, and “thank you” was being modest.

Commander Wang nodded.

“Good. Little Chang, if you have the chance to come to the Southwest in the future, remember to visit me,” he said with a smile, handing back the ID card.

Chang Yuncheng took it, knowing the matter was finished. He nodded and bowed again, then turned and walked out.

Seeing him approach and naturally open the car door and get in, the buzz cut was somewhat wide-eyed.

Oh my, he’s actually getting in this car! And he looks quite comfortable with it!

“How did it go?” the old man asked.

“I gave it to him. He was very happy,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The old man nodded.

“Did you show him your ID card?” he finally couldn’t help but lean over slightly and ask quietly.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“He asked who I was, so I showed him my identification,” he said, then smiled slightly, showing his white teeth.

Really… simple and pure… like a newborn baby…

The old man touched his nose.

“Good, good,” he said, then curiously asked, “What did he say?”

“Commander Wang said the photo was good,” Chang Yuncheng replied.

Very good… Little Wang was indeed experienced – he could find something to say about anything.

The old man couldn’t help but smile and nod, leaning back in his seat.

Chang Yuncheng naturally saw the smile at the corner of the old man’s mouth, but he naturally wouldn’t ask. He sat up straight and looked ahead.

He had even ridden that terrifying monster that could fly in the sky – he definitely wouldn’t be nervous about this square box.

“Grandpa, what are you smiling about?” The buzz cut in front had been uncomfortable watching the intimate whispering behind him and quickly interjected.

“Smiling about what? Sit properly and mind your own business,” the old man glared, no longer smiling.

The buzz cut turned around sulkily.

The driver understood and started the car, driving steadily toward downtown Beijing. At the same time, an airplane was gliding south through the sky.

Chapter 420: Finding a Place
A military-plated jeep came to a crashing halt in the compound.

The buzz-cut young man in the passenger seat flung open the door and started retching.

On this side, Chang Yuncheng got out of the car efficiently, raised his hand, pondered for a moment, and finally patted the steering wheel, just like he habitually soothed his horse.

Indeed, driving was much more comfortable than being a passenger. Self-control felt much better than being controlled by others.

Outside the house, the old man was carrying a birdcage, smiling as he looked over.

“Not bad, you learned quite quickly,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded in acknowledgment, stepping up the stairs.

On this side, the housekeeper ran over to help the buzz-cut young man.

“This is killing me, this car isn’t meant for people to ride in…” he said.

After entering the house and drinking water for a while, he finally recovered, looking at Chang Yuncheng sitting across from him.

Chang Yuncheng was seriously flipping through a stack of papers in his hands.

“What’s this?” the buzz-cut asked, leaning over to look.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t answer.

“Addresses, phone numbers, photos – everything’s there,” came the old man’s voice from the doorway. “These are registered physicians screened from across the country, aged twenty to eighty. However, if the person you’re looking for isn’t a registered physician, we’ll need to search elsewhere.”

Chang Yuncheng grunted acknowledgment, flipping through the list.

“Looking for what?” the buzz-cut asked again, unwilling to be ignored.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t look up.

“Tea,” he said, extending his hand.

The buzz-cut instinctively handed over the teacup in front of him. Chang Yuncheng took it, drank a sip, put it down, and continued looking at the papers.

“Oh my god…” The buzz-cut came to his senses and realized what he had done. He was about to curse but saw his grandfather’s figure in the doorway and swallowed his words back.

This kid has problems! Who does he think he is? I’m the young master of this house! How dare he act like we’re all here to serve him! And I actually served him…

“There are cell phone numbers on there, but they may not be accurate. You can try,” the old man said again.

Chang Yuncheng grunted acknowledgment.

“Hey, do you have a cell phone?” the buzz-cut finally found an opportunity to ask with some smugness.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng said, still not looking up.

I knew he wouldn’t have one. I should have asked if he knew how to use one…

The buzz-cut was about to happily add another comment when Chang Yuncheng looked up at him.

The buzz-cut didn’t know what happened, but that one look suddenly made him not dare to speak again.

“I just don’t have one now,” Chang Yuncheng said, closing the thick stack of papers. He stood up and looked toward the old man at the doorway. “Thank you, sir.”

The old man smiled slightly.

“You’re my savior. This small matter is nothing,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded, accepting it calmly.

“Then I’ll take my leave,” he said.

The buzz-cut snapped back to attention. He was quite depressed about being intimidated by someone’s glance earlier and instinctively picked up the teacup on the table to cover his discomfort. Hearing this, he looked over in surprise. What was this guy pretending? Having encountered such a thick thigh to hug, instead of clinging tight, he wanted to leave?

Playing hard to get?

The old man wasn’t surprised and continued smiling.

“Do you have money?” the old man asked.

“No,” Chang Yuncheng said. “But I can earn some.”

“What can you do?” the old man asked again.

“Music, chess, calligraphy, and painting,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The buzz-cut, who was drinking water, spat it out upon hearing this.

Oh dear, music, chess, calligraphy, and painting…

Are wild men nowadays all at this level?

“Those are accomplishments, not skills,” the old man didn’t laugh but said. “Do you have education? Do you understand foreign languages? Can you use computers? Do you know industry standards?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him, his expression unchanged.

“I don’t understand now, but I will,” he said.

The old man shook his head.

“Young man, overcorrecting is not good. Not good,” he said.

The buzz-cut peered from inside the room. What were these two talking about? Why couldn’t he understand?

Chang Yuncheng looked at the old man, then smiled.

“Then, sir… are you hiring?” he asked.

The old man laughed heartily.

“Oh, this old fool,” he said, teasing the bird in the cage. “I’m just dead weight now, barely able to feed myself…”

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Do I need to… beg you?” he asked with a slight bow.

The buzz-cut behind him was already dumbfounded.

Oh my god, does your tone sound like you’re begging? This is… gracious condescension, right?

What kind of person is this? No, is this even human? Does he have mental problems?

The old man laughed heartily.

“I wouldn’t dare, I wouldn’t dare,” he said, thinking for a moment. “I’m still short a gatekeeper here. If you don’t mind, I’ll have to trouble you with that.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Thank you,” he said.

To the buzz-cut’s ears, this “thank you” sounded like saying “nice weather today.”

This person really is a wild man! A gatekeeper! He’s really going to be a gatekeeper!

The gatekeepers here are all from the Central Guard Regiment!

The Central Guard Regiment!

How many people struggle their whole lives and can’t get in!

Damn, this country bumpkin…

Anyone who doesn’t believe he’s a real grandson is lying!

The old man smiled and went to walk his bird, beckoning a guard over.

“Go call Major Zhang over. I have something to tell him,” he said.

The guard saluted and ran off.

“There’s a computer on the second floor. All this information was extracted from the computer,” the old man said again, pointing to the papers in Chang Yuncheng’s hands.

Chang Yuncheng’s eyes lit up.

“Study it well. It’s very useful,” the old man said, walking away with his hands behind his back.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t stand on ceremony and turned to go upstairs. The buzz-cut followed him.

“Hey, hey, kid,” he called.

Chang Yuncheng stopped and looked back at him from the stairs.

This looking down made the kid’s expression even more arrogant. So irritating!

The buzz-cut stepped upstairs, squeezed to the front, then turned back to look at him.

“Who exactly are you?” he asked with a stern face and serious tone.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him and reached into his pocket to take out his ID card…

“Go, go, go,” the buzz-cut waved his hands frantically. “I’m not stupid. My grandfather got you this ID!”

“But the person on it is me,” Chang Yuncheng said calmly, putting his hand back and walking past the buzz-cut.

His movements were slow and his figure imposing. The buzz-cut watched, slightly dazed.

This demeanor – where did it look like someone picked up from the wilderness? He was clearly a young master from a great family!

“Oh, you know how to use computers, right?”

The great family’s young master stopped on the stairs again, turning back to ask.

The buzz-cut nodded instinctively.

“Come. Teach me,” Chang Yuncheng said.

The buzz-cut made an acknowledging sound and stepped forward. After taking two steps, he came to his senses.

“Who do you think you are?” he glared and shouted. “You tell me to do something and I do it? Young master doesn’t have time to serve you!”

With that, he turned and stomped downstairs.

“If you won’t teach, you won’t teach. You’re not the only one who knows how,” Chang Yuncheng said, looking downstairs. “Who knows computers? Teach me.”

A orderly downstairs had already heard the conversation between the old man and Chang Yuncheng, so he responded and came upstairs.

When night fell, a military-plated jeep was driving through the streets, neon lights flashing on both sides, tall buildings rising on all sides. The roar of cars and music from the streets wove together, opening the curtain on the bustling city’s nightlife.

Chang Yuncheng was driving alone, still swift and shaky. Compared to his horse, this cold iron contraption was really not easy to use.

He held the steering wheel with one hand and supported his cheek with the other. The car windows were wide open, and night wind mixed with various strange smells howled past his face.

This was that woman’s world.

You people…

We…

Words she would often say back then… only now did he understand what they meant.

A sharp car horn beeped. Chang Yuncheng jerked the steering wheel and narrowly missed a car on the left.

“Damn, can’t you drive…”

The window of the other car rolled down, and a man stuck out his middle finger and started cursing.

Before his curses finished, Chang Yuncheng didn’t even look and casually threw the half cup of tea water beside him, hitting the man right in the face. Then he stepped on the gas, leaving the car behind along with the shouting.

“The tea here really tastes awful,” Chang Yuncheng said, shaking his head as he put the small teacup back.

The car originally had bottled water and such, but he couldn’t get used to it, so he replaced everything with teapots and cups.

The car turned onto an eight-lane road, and the night scene became less noisy and more peaceful.

Chang Yuncheng maintained the same posture but slowed down.

To properly look at the world where this woman lived…

Lonely…

That woman’s voice echoed in his ears.

Her long sighs back then – he thought she was trying to understand his heart, but it turned out she was just lamenting.

A strange world, strange people, strange customs, strange everything.

Chang Yuncheng exhaled and stopped the car.

This sudden stop caused a chorus of car horns behind him.

Only then did Chang Yuncheng unhurriedly drive to the roadside and stop, leaning back in his seat. He took out a file folder and opened it – inside were pages and pages of the name “Qi Yue.”

He extended his hand, his slender fingers slowly caressing those two characters.

Fortunately, you wrote this name for A’Ru, otherwise, with the infinite variations of “Yue,” it would truly be like finding a needle in a haystack.

You must be here somewhere, right? But where?

Young Master Chang, you must know this cannot be guaranteed – not knowing when, not knowing where. Are you willing?

Young Master Chang, have you thought about what if there’s never this opportunity? What if she never sees this scalpel, or sees it but doesn’t take it? Then you’ll be forever trapped in that dark world, endless, boundless, without beginning or end, without shore or bank. Are you willing?

Young Master Chang, have you thought about what if you really can reach Miss Qi’s place, but her voice and appearance are completely unrecognizable? What if she’s a young child, or has white hair and wrinkled skin, or is already just dry bones? Are you willing?

Young Master Chang, do you know this matter has a million-to-one chance of danger and only a one-in-a-million chance of success? Are you truly willing?

Chang Yuncheng’s fingers slowly caressed the names on the paper. Behind each name was a small portrait – no, a photograph.

The people in these photographs were old and young, beautiful and plain.

Qi Yueniang, you’ve already seen and taken the scalpel, right? Do you know I’ve come?

Qi Yueniang, I am willing.

He reached for the cell phone beside him, pressing on the first “Qi Yue” with one finger. The photo showed a woman of about forty. His finger finally settled on those strange symbols.

He pressed the same symbols on the phone one by one according to those symbols, took a deep breath, and pressed the call button without hesitation.

Ding-dong-ding-dong ringtones sounded in his ear. Just when Chang Yuncheng was about to suffocate, the call connected, and a somewhat impatient voice said “hello.”

“Qi Yueniang, this is Chang Yuncheng,” Chang Yuncheng said, his voice trembling slightly.

“Crazy! Wrong number!” the voice on the other end shouted, followed by a busy tone.

Hung up?

Chang Yuncheng exhaled, used the pen from the file folder to check off the first one, and began dialing the next number.

Under the streetlights, with traffic rushing past on the road, the military vehicle parked on the side stood out particularly.

Chapter 421: Establishing Life
When the sun rose high, Qi Yue stood at the Nanzhai Township Health Center, where the director had been waiting for a long time.

“Dr. Qi, Dr. Qi, thank you for your hard work, thank you for your hard work.” He said excitedly, extending both hands.

Qi Yue reached out and shook hands with him.

“Director Qin, please take good care of me.” She said with a smile.

Two recently graduated intern doctors and three temporary nurse workers from the hospital also came out, looking at Qi Yue with some shyness and unease. They had all changed into medical uniforms today, which made them look even more constrained.

“What are you all standing around for!” Director Qin shouted. “Quick, quick, move Dr. Qi’s luggage to the dormitory.”

Only then did everyone rush forward to help. Despite Qi Yue’s repeated polite refusals, they still carried away her suitcase. Here, they had a lively welcome ceremony with people from the provincial hospital, county hospital, provincial health system, and county health system, followed by an essential welcome lunch. It wasn’t until the afternoon that Qi Yue finally stood in her own dormitory.

“It’s actually a suite.” Qi Yue said with a laugh, somewhat surprised.

“It was temporarily renovated. Since Dr. Qi will be living here, it was indeed inconvenient, so Director Zhang had it renovated and equipped with a kitchen and bathroom, so Dr. Qi can live more comfortably.” Director Qin said with a cheerful smile. “It’s just that the place is a bit small…”

“It’s not small at all. I’m really troubling you all.” Qi Yue said with a smile as she walked inside, looking around. It was a south-facing room, bright and warm in the autumn day. Obviously all new furniture, and someone had thoughtfully placed a vase with a bunch of unknown wildflowers blooming brilliantly.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but smile. She walked over and stood by the window, opening it to face a mountain ridge that was now colorfully splendid.

“Is that Hedu Ridge?” Qi Yue asked, pointing with her hand.

Director Qin nodded.

“Yes, this is our most famous scenic area here. Dr. Qi, the air is good, you can go mountain climbing every day. Don’t worry about tickets, I’ll write a note for them.” He said enthusiastically, with some urgency, facing someone from the big city. This was the only thing he could show off about.

Qi Yue nodded.

“Thank you so much. I love mountain climbing the most.” She said.

Having one’s good intentions accepted is very gratifying. Director Qin rubbed his hands and laughed.

“Good, good, you rest first. If you need anything, come find me downstairs. Oh, my home isn’t far from here either. The gatekeeper and cook all know, and all the neighbors around here are fellow villagers. If you need anything, just tell them the same. Dr. Qi, please don’t be a stranger.” He said.

Qi Yue thanked him repeatedly and watched Director Qin close the door and leave.

The mountain town was quiet and peaceful in the afternoon. Qi Yue leaned against the window looking at Hedu Ridge across the way and took out her phone.

“Hello, is this Qi Yue?”

The other end answered the phone, and Huang Ying spoke first.

“Sister Huang, how boring. Can’t you play a guessing game?” Qi Yue said with a laugh.

“Guess your head! There’s no intellectual content at all. A Nanyun Province number – who else could it be but you?” Huang Ying said irritably.

Qi Yue chuckled.

“This is my new number. Remember it. When you come here to visit, call me.” She said.

“What can a small broken township doctor like you do for me? I’ll call you when I go there.” Huang Ying said with a dry laugh.

“Oh my, you’re such a dignified head nurse of the brain department at Beijing Hospital. Why are you paying so much attention to me, a township doctor? Did you know about my suite dormitory before I did?” Qi Yue asked with a laugh.

Huang Ying snorted, tacitly admitting it.

“Alright, I won’t chat with you anymore. The phone bill is too expensive.” Qi Yue said.

Huang Ying made a dismissive sound.

“You ungrateful friend who values romance over friendship.” She said, pausing, then asked, “What are you doing now?”

Qi Yue looked out the window.

“Me?” She said leisurely, smiling slightly. “I’m watching over the person I want to watch over.”

Somehow, hearing this sentence, Huang Ying’s tears suddenly flowed down. She hastily wiped them away, covering up her loss of composure.

This fool…

Qi Yue didn’t know about Huang Ying’s emotional breakdown. After finishing the call, she tidied up the room a bit, hung clothes in the closet, set up the computer on the desk, boiled water to make tea, checked the time, changed into exercise clothes and shoes, and went out.

Because it was autumn, Hedu Ridge scenic area had more tourists than usual, especially some city government units that would organize staff to come mountain climbing and autumn outings. But this liveliness was only lively in the morning; after noon, it returned to its usual quiet.

The scenic area management staff leaned against the entrance chatting and laughing.

“…This is called tiring? It’s just a few more tourists, cleaning up is a bit more troublesome. Think about last month…”

“…Right, right, cleaning up is nothing. That crazy person last month was what made us tired…”

“…Oh my, exactly. Those few days exhausted me…”

“…Exhausted? More like scared to death. Those few days I heard crying from the tomb every day. I heard it even when sleeping at night. Couldn’t sleep for days and nights…”

Everyone was chatting animatedly when they saw someone had somehow walked to the ticket booth.

“Hey, someone’s here.” The management staff reminded each other, straightening up and looking at the woman in casual clothes walking over.

“Miss, don’t go too far up the mountain at this time. When it gets dark, don’t… ah… how is it you again!” The manager reached out to check tickets while reminding her, then looked up clearly at the person in front of him and was startled, accidentally tearing the ticket in half.

Qi Yue smiled slightly.

“I told you I’d come back.” She said with a laugh, stuffing the remaining half ticket to her. “Then I’m going in.”

The management staff came to their senses and hurriedly tried to stop her.

“Oh, right, I’m now a staff member of your township. I won’t cause trouble. This is my work ID.” Qi Yue said again, taking out her work ID and tossing it over.

One manager caught it.

“I’ll leave it as collateral with you. I’ll take it back when I come out.” Qi Yue said with a laugh, waving her hand and going in.

The management staff gathered around and opened the work ID.

Nanzhai Township Health Center Physician Qi Yue.

The steel seal from the Health Bureau was clear – it couldn’t be fake.

Really?

They looked up and saw that the woman had already walked to the tomb entrance.

Oh my, wouldn’t that mean they’d have to hear crying every day from now on?

Disaster…

The manager who followed in didn’t hear any crying, only saw that woman stop outside the glass cover, silently looking at the bones for a moment, then looking around. Because of the increased tourists, there was more plastic garbage in the tomb chamber that the management hadn’t had time to clean up.

“You’re such a particular guy, you must be angry, right?” Qi Yue shook her head and said, bending down to pick up sausage wrappers and drink bottles one by one. “I came to tell you, I’ve moved here, not far from the foot of the mountain, at the health center. Come with me to get familiar with my home.”

She finished speaking and walked out.

A gust of wind passed by. The manager standing nearby only felt his hair stand on end.

Get familiar with home…

Mama, I’m going to be scared to death…

From then on, this woman came every day, sometimes in the morning, sometimes in the afternoon, rain or shine. Although she didn’t suffer or destroy cultural relics anymore, this behavior was too strange and still caused much discussion.

“This won’t do. How can we let such a person stay here…” The scenic area investor finally heard the rumors and became angry.

He wasn’t making money to begin with, and with this woman’s ghostly antics, it looked like he was going to lose money!

“But she really is a doctor, with Health Bureau certification. And they say she was sent down from above.” Someone said in a low voice.

“Doctor! What proper doctor would come to this broken township health center! A traveling quack trying to cheat food and drink!” The investor snorted. “You people have no sense either. Just because you hear she’s from Beijing, you think she’s amazing. You’d worship any fake certificate as an ancestor. Don’t you know there are swindlers everywhere now! Taking advantage of local government’s desire for political achievements!”

The investor became more and more angry. He even suspected this was a competitor deliberately coming to ruin his business!

“Come on, come on, I’m going to see this mystical doctor.” He said. “Let you all see how I expose her! Trying to deceive me!”

Hearing there was excitement to watch, a large crowd followed noisily. Several cars stopped at the entrance of the township health center, and curious children, elderly people, and women all looked over.

The investor swaggered out of the car, but before he could step into the health center, he was nearly knocked out by a terrible stench.

“What, what’s that smell?” He shouted, turning around to see a large crowd of people surging over chaotically.

“Doctor, doctor…”

A group of men shouted frantically, carrying someone on a door board and rushing over. As they came, the terrible stench spread, and people around covered their noses, with some fleeing in panic.

“What happened? Did someone fall into a cesspit?”

The investor couldn’t bother about entering the township health center anymore and hurriedly tried to get into his car, but was stopped by someone shouting.

“Boss Dong!” They shouted shrilly. “We were just looking for you! There’s been an accident at the construction site!”

The investor was stunned. Construction site, accident.

Accident! This was the word every investor least wanted to hear!

That meant money! My money!

He suddenly turned around, no longer caring about the stench.

“What happened?” He shouted.

People from the hospital also came out.

The scenic area was clearing mountains, planting trees, and creating scenery, doing pure natural green breeding. The investor had manure applied for fertilizing and plowing the land. During plowing, this farmer was cut by the plow on his left leg, with a large bleeding wound, and his whole body was covered in manure, seriously contaminated.

A young nurse came over and after just one look at the wound, was so sickened she went aside to vomit.

“This won’t work. The wound is too seriously contaminated. Quickly send him to the county hospital.” An intern doctor said, standing aside and looking at the wound. “If this wound isn’t handled properly, someone could die.”

Die! If someone died, that would be trouble! Just writing situation reports to superiors could kill you with work! And regardless of fault, public institutions would need to find a scapegoat!

The health center director immediately thought.

Die! At current rates, one death would cost at least six or seven hundred thousand in compensation! That didn’t include money spent dealing with media identification and rabble-rousing!

The investor’s mind immediately calculated.

“Quick, quick, send him to the county hospital.” They shouted simultaneously.

“What’s wrong?”

Qi Yue’s voice came from outside the door. She and a doctor had just returned from the village distributing epidemic prevention brochures printed by the Health Bureau and doing a free clinic. Seeing this chaotic scene, she hurriedly asked.

The director quickly explained the situation.

“Let me take a look.” Qi Yue said hurriedly, standing in front of the injured person and reaching out to examine the wound.

“Dr. Qi, it’s just a wound on the lower leg. Better send him away quickly…” The doctor who had examined it earlier couldn’t help but say in a low voice.

This is that mystical Dr. Qi?

Boss Dong frowned.

“Hey, you, don’t delay treatment…” He shouted.

Before he finished speaking, Qi Yue raised her hand to interrupt him.

“No, it’s not just the lower leg that’s injured.” She said, tearing open the injured person’s already torn pants. Her hand pressed on the injured person’s thigh. “Here too.”

The two doctors looked through the filth while covering their noses and mouths, and indeed saw a wound.

“Moreover, this might be a penetrating wound.” Qi Yue said, reaching in to explore the wound.

The injured person let out even more terrible screams, and watching the scene, people around couldn’t help but feel their legs go weak.

“Better send him to the county hospital…” The director said hurriedly.

“No, if the femoral artery is bleeding, there won’t be enough time.” Qi Yue said, raising her hand. “Prepare for emergency surgery, debridement and suturing.”

Huh?

Everyone present was stunned.

“But, but we don’t have any conditions here…” A doctor said in a low voice.

Qi Yue glanced at him.

“Do you have an operating room?” She asked.

The director and doctors nodded.

“Do you have anesthesia?” Qi Yue asked.

The director and doctors nodded.

“Anti-inflammatory drugs, sterilization pot, surgical instruments?” Qi Yue asked again.

Everyone nodded.

“Then what do you mean by having no conditions?” Qi Yue said with a laugh, standing up. “You haven’t seen what really means having no conditions…”

What really means having no conditions?

Everyone was confused and couldn’t follow.

“Hey, hey, if you treat him to death, that’ll be your responsibility.” Boss Dong didn’t care about those irrelevant things and said hurriedly.

Qi Yue looked back at him.

“How much is this person’s life worth?” She suddenly asked.

Not expecting her to ask this, Boss Dong, who was calculating losses, answered without thinking.

“About seventy-eight thousand…” He said.

After speaking, he quickly covered his mouth.

Qi Yue laughed.

“Good, if I cure him, remember to give me seventy-eight thousand.” She said.

Huh?

Boss Dong was also confused and couldn’t follow.

Here, Qi Yue called for people to start preparing for surgery.

“This is a minor surgery, don’t be nervous.” Qi Yue said, looking at the two intern doctors while skillfully administering anesthesia. Then she began cleaning and debriding the injured person’s wounds.

She alone was doing the work of three or four people in an orderly manner, which gradually calmed the two intern doctors who were operating for the first time.

“What did your clinical courses in school teach you?” Qi Yue continued talking without pause.

The two intern doctors seemed to be back in school.

“Calm, steady, thorough.” Qi Yue said. “With this patient, your initial examination was incomplete. You overlooked the thigh wound.”

She pointed to the injured person’s wounds.

The two intern doctors nodded.

“This is being not calm, being intimidated.” Qi Yue said, her hands working on the wound. “Second, even after I showed you the wound, you still didn’t take it seriously, thinking it was a small wound that wouldn’t affect blood vessels…”

The two intern doctors lowered their heads somewhat embarrassedly.

“So, as doctors, we can’t think about things one-sidedly.” Qi Yue said. “Alright, who wants to do the exploration?”

They were actually allowing them to do exploration? After making such mistakes?

The two intern doctors hesitated, then one boldly stepped forward.

Qi Yue nodded and stepped aside.

“Teacher! It really is a penetrating wound! The femoral artery is ruptured!”

The excited shout of the intern doctor rang out from the operating room.

The family members and others waiting outside shuddered when they heard this.

Femoral artery rupture – was that something to celebrate?

Artery – even though they were farmers, they knew that a ruptured artery meant massive bleeding, life-threatening in minutes!

Why were they inside celebrating like New Year’s? Was this really okay?

The director outside was now also clapping and exclaiming.

The family members couldn’t stand it and grabbed him to ask what it meant.

“What does it mean? It means if Dr. Qi hadn’t stopped you from sending him to the city, by now, the person would be gone.” The director said.

Only then did everyone realize, and they all began to feel frightened, sighing and thanking her.

Boss Dong heard this and repeatedly clasped his hands praying to Buddha, thanking the gods for protecting his seven hundred thousand…

The commotion outside could be heard clearly in this simple operating room, but no one was affected. Instead, they became happier and more encouraged.

Qi Yue was slightly dazed, moved by the intern doctor’s call of “teacher.”

Teacher…

“Master, am I doing this right?”

“Master, is this really okay? Why is this?”

Simple, eager, serious ancient faces appeared before her eyes.

“Ah, Dr. Qi, I’m sorry. I, I, I’m still not used to it. I still keep calling you teacher.” The intern doctor said sheepishly.

Qi Yue came back to herself and smiled.

“Being called teacher by someone is an honor.” She said with a laugh. “Come, you handle the debridement and suturing of the lower leg wound, I’ll handle the femoral artery vessel suturing.”

Two hours later, the surgery was finished.

“Patient’s condition is stable, surgery successful.” Qi Yue said.

There was a chorus of thanks all around. Looking at the injured person being pushed out by the nurse, who was still conscious due to local anesthesia, he also repeatedly thanked them.

In the crowd, Boss Dong was also smiling like a blooming flower.

“Rest well, we’ll cover the medical expenses.” He said loudly.

This caused another wave of thanks and gratitude.

“Boss Dong really is a good boss. As soon as he heard about the accident, he rushed over immediately.” Qi Yue also said from the side.

This made the people present even more excited, all moved by Boss Dong’s kind heart and generous virtue. Boss Dong accepted it all without hesitation.

“Call reporters later to do an interview.” He whispered to his secretary. “Remember to mention our company’s name several times, and also put in several scenic area photos discreetly…”

The secretary nodded in agreement.

After giving instructions, Boss Dong turned to see Qi Yue looking at him with a half-smile.

“Oh my, oh my, Dr. Qi. Thanks to you, I’ll definitely send you a plaque.” He hurriedly extended his hand with a smile.

Qi Yue shook his hand with a half-smile.

“I heard Boss Dong seemed to have opinions about me…” She said.

Boss Dong immediately interrupted her.

“Indeed, I’ve had big opinions about Dr. Qi for a long time!” He said loudly. “Dr. Qi, you’re from Beijing, I’m from Beijing too. Since we’re fellow townspeople, how could you still buy tickets to my scenic area! That’s really not giving me face!”

Qi Yue laughed heartily.

“I won’t buy them anymore.” She said with a laugh. “I’ll use the seventy-some thousand that Boss Dong spent buying someone’s life to buy tickets instead.”

Remembering their earlier conversation, Boss Dong chuckled.

Regardless of whether this doctor had mental problems, for now, having finally encountered a good publicity opportunity, he didn’t want complications and wanted to win over this doctor first.

“Just joking, just joking.” Boss Dong laughed it off, changing the subject.

After sending off Boss Dong and his group, they went to the ward to check on the injured person.

“I live on the second floor here. If you need anything, call me anytime.” Qi Yue said.

The injured person and his family thanked her repeatedly.

“Dr. Qi, you should go rest now.” They urged.

Qi Yue didn’t stand on ceremony anymore, gave instructions to the nurse about changing dressings, and went upstairs.

As soon as she entered the room, her phone rang. Qi Yue touched her pocket – the new phone was still there, but it was the old phone ringing in the room.

She hurried over to look – it was a call from home.

“…Mom, why are you calling this number again? This one is overdue and will be disconnected. I won’t use it anymore… Yes, new phone… Mm-hmm, didn’t little brother tell you?… Okay, write down the number again…”

At this point, the phone indicated another call coming in. She took the phone to look – it was an unknown number, from Beijing. Her mother was saying something loudly in the receiver asking her something. Qi Yue hurriedly continued listening to the call.

After finishing the call, she looked back at the missed call and called back, but it showed the phone was already off.

Qi Yue shook her head, closed the phone and casually threw it aside, picked up the new phone, and started sending her new number to everyone.

This way, people who knew her would naturally call the new number when looking for her.

As for those who didn’t know her, she had been in a coma for a year, and those who weren’t in contact had long stopped contacting her.

Chang Yuncheng held the phone in his hand, looking at it over and over, then tapping it – the screen remained black…

He opened the door and walked out.

He still lived in the old man’s house, going to guard the gate when he should, and returning leisurely when finished. The old man didn’t find it inappropriate, and he certainly didn’t find it inappropriate. The only person who found it inappropriate but had no right to speak was currently sitting on the sofa downstairs eating pomegranate seeds that the nanny had peeled.

“Wenjun.” He called.

Cao Wenjun looked up.

“The phone is broken. Come look at it.” Chang Yuncheng said, waving the phone in his hand.

Cao Wenjun pursed his lips.

“What’s it to me? It’s not my phone.” He said, continuing to grab a handful of pomegranate seeds and stuff them in his mouth.

“Your grandfather said he wanted you to keep me company, that’s why he let you move in.” Chang Yuncheng said leisurely.

Cao Wenjun choked on the pomegranate seeds and coughed repeatedly.

This bastard was actually threatening him!

“This is my house.” He glared and shouted. “My house! I can live here if I want to! What does it have to do with you!”

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, just curved his lips slightly.

It was this smile! This annoying smile!

Cao Wenjun pointed at Chang Yuncheng and stood up.

Bastard!

This bastard had mental problems and would really dare to tattle on him. If grandfather really kicked him out, wouldn’t he lose all the face he’d gained in front of his friends these past few days?

Cao Wenjun cursed viciously in his heart and stomped upstairs.

After looking at the phone, he was exasperated again.

“It’s out of battery!” He shouted. “Charge it! Both batteries are dead and you don’t charge them! How do you not even know this!”

Chang Yuncheng made an “oh” sound, looking at the strange thing Cao Wenjun was waving in his hand.

Charging…

He nodded.

“I know now.” He said, pushing the phone over. “Charge it up then.”

Damn! Cao Wenjun felt like bowing down and prostrating himself.

Damn it! Where did this bastard come from anyway! When will he finally get lost! How can life go on like this!

Chapter 422: Heard by Ear
Cao Wenjun gloomily went to charge the phone, turning his head to see Chang Yuncheng sitting and flipping through the folder in his hands, holding a carbon pen in the posture of gripping a writing brush, writing something on paper.

Can’t even hold a pen properly! Can’t even send text messages! Like an illiterate who doesn’t recognize many characters, pretending to be cultured!

“Can you write? Do you want me to teach you?” he asked.

Chang Yuncheng ignored him, marking the phone number that hadn’t connected earlier, then closed the folder.

“Not calling anymore?” Cao Wenjun asked, tossing his own phone in his hands twice. “Want to use mine?”

Beg me, you bastard!

“No need.” Chang Yuncheng said very decisively.

Cao Wenjun was quite surprised.

These past two days, this guy had been clutching his phone making calls except during work and sleep time.

He thought he would persist until he finished calling everyone.

“Don’t be polite, I don’t mind you using up some of my phone bill.” Cao Wenjun said.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“I’ve finished today’s calls. I should do other things now.” He said, standing up. “I’m going out for a while.”

“Want little me to accompany you?” Cao Wenjun asked with raised eyebrows.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him.

“No need. You’re too ugly, wouldn’t look good taking you out.” He said.

Cao Wenjun nearly fainted.

What does it mean to be fearless through ignorance – now he understood!

A person with no status, no money, nothing at all, actually dared to treat him like this!

Who was he? He was Cao Wenjun! Third generation of the Cao family! The legitimate third generation!

The jeep roared as it charged into a hospital, scaring the security guard directing parking to scatter in all directions.

Cao Wenjun opened the car door and vomited several times.

“I said I’d drive, but you wouldn’t listen. Damn it, how many cameras caught us along the way? That’s going to be trouble…” he said between dry heaves.

Chang Yuncheng patted the steering wheel and looked at Cao Wenjun.

“You.” He said.

Cao Wenjun looked over.

“Have you ever seen a grown man riding on a horse led by someone else?” Chang Yuncheng asked flatly. Though it was a question, he obviously didn’t need Cao Wenjun to answer. After speaking, he glanced at the outpatient building in front of them and strode away.

What was that about?

Indeed, there was something wrong with his brain!

Damn, he’d never seen someone with mental problems act so arrogant!

“I said, haven’t you had enough? You’ve been calling non-stop these past few days. How old are you, still playing at meeting internet friends?” Cao Wenjun caught up and said.

“I made the calls, but I still need to come confirm.” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Confirm what?” Cao Wenjun asked in confusion.

To confirm that perhaps she had forgotten him over the phone, but seeing him in person, would she remember…

Chang Yuncheng glanced at the folder in his hand. The Dr. Qi Yue at this hospital was an obstetrician-gynecologist. Standing in this bright, crowded hall, he felt somewhat dazzled.

What a chaotic world…

How could there be so many people…

“Make way, make way…”

Emergency doctors in the hall pushed an emergency patient rushing in.

Chang Yuncheng seemed to see a scene from the past.

He couldn’t help but lift his foot and follow that group of people.

The emergency room doctors and nurses were busy. Various monitoring equipment made beeping sounds.

“Family members please step back, family members please step back.” The nurses were persuading the crying, shouting family members crowding in the room.

But the emotionally agitated family members couldn’t listen at all.

The scene became even more chaotic.

“Didn’t you hear them tell you to get out?” Chang Yuncheng stepped forward in a few strides, reached out with his long arms and pushed, sending four or five family members retreating outward.

He was tall and imposing, his voice authoritative, and his strength great. For a moment, everyone was intimidated and stood stunned as they were pushed out.

A new security guard at the hospital?

The nurse looked at this man in surprise. Oh my, he was also incredibly handsome…

“Thank you so much.” She smiled and thanked him, deciding to thank him again after finishing her work. Maybe grab a meal together or something.

Cao Wenjun slapped his forehead and grabbed Chang Yuncheng, who was standing at the door like a door god.

“You’re addicted to being a gatekeeper!” he said in a low voice. “Can you not embarrass yourself?”

After shouting, Cao Wenjun regretted it a bit. Damn it, him embarrassing himself was exactly what he wanted! Why did he meddle and pull him back!

Was he getting addicted to being mistreated and ordered around?

He angrily let go of his hand.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing, turned around, and strode away.

I don’t care if you embarrass yourself. It would be better if security threw you down from upstairs!

Cao Wenjun thought this way and didn’t follow.

“I’ll wait in the car!” he said angrily, walking to the entrance. Then he remembered the car keys weren’t with him. He could only curse furiously and stand at the entrance smoking heavily.

Before long, Chang Yuncheng came out. Without saying a word, he opened the door and got in the car. Cao Wenjun snorted and followed.

“Did you find…” he had just begun to speak when he saw Chang Yuncheng suddenly jerk the steering wheel. The rest of his words turned into a curse as Cao Wenjun gripped the handle tightly and began another round of swaying back and forth.

Watching the car charge into another hospital, Cao Wenjun clung to the car door, vomiting so much he didn’t have the strength to get out.

“Are you really going to visit every single hospital?” he asked weakly.

“Yes, starting with Beijing.” Chang Yuncheng said, taking out the folder and crossing out the Dr. Qi Yue he had just met, his gaze falling on the second name as he jumped out of the car.

“Are you crazy? When will you finish searching like this?” Cao Wenjun shouted in surprise.

“I’ll finish eventually.” Chang Yuncheng said, slamming the car door and walking away.

Crazy!

Cao Wenjun gave him the middle finger.

At the pediatric outpatient clinic of Beijing Third Hospital, the attending Dr. Qi was quite worried.

This man in front of her had been sitting there for quite a while.

“If the child is uncomfortable, you need to bring them over for me to examine personally. I can’t diagnose based on just what you’re telling me.” Dr. Qi said patiently once again.

“Alright.” Chang Yuncheng said, still looking at this doctor.

Dr. Qi was thirty-five years old. Although she had passed the age of being star-struck, being stared at by a man like this still made her blush involuntarily.

She couldn’t help but cough lightly.

“Family member, please go back and bring the child then.” She said, tapping the desk.

Chang Yuncheng watched her hand tapping the desk, his expression becoming excited.

“Are you Yueniang?” he said tremblingly, leaning forward and gripping the desk.

Dr. Qi was startled.

“No, no, I’m Qi Yue.” She said, pulling the nameplate on the desk over to show this man.

Although he was very easy on the eyes, could there be something wrong with his brain…

Chang Yuncheng didn’t look at the nameplate, still staring at this doctor.

“Qi Yueniang, I, I’m Chang Yuncheng.” He said again. “Don’t you remember me?”

Dr. Qi stood up with a bang.

“Security! Security!” she screamed.

Cao Wenjun, smoking outside the door, saw a large group of security guards charging into the outpatient building as if facing a great enemy. He shook his head.

“Alright, this round is over. Time to move to the next location.” He said to himself, throwing the cigarette butt into a nearby trash can, clapping his hands and walking toward the parking lot.

Behind him came a cacophony of noise and commotion. Cao Wenjun didn’t even need to turn his head. Before he reached the car, Chang Yuncheng had already stridden past him and opened the car door.

His expression was calm. His clothes, wrinkled from the scuffle, didn’t affect his image at all.

“I say, let’s hurry to the next location.” Cao Wenjun got in and said.

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him.

“This way, you’re getting closer and closer to being admitted to a mental hospital.” Cao Wenjun said, grinning.

Chang Yuncheng also grinned at him and suddenly stepped on the gas.

Although Cao Wenjun was prepared, he was still nearly thrown out. He gripped the handle tightly.

The jeep roared and charged out recklessly, leaving chaos and tumult in the parking lot.

“…I’m Qi Yueniang, handsome guy. Want to come out and chat…” A sweet voice came through the phone.

Chang Yuncheng took the phone away and hung up, crossed out a name in the folder, then dialed another number.

“Sorry, the number you have dialed is out of service due to unpaid bills…”

What did that mean?

Chang Yuncheng listened for a while, but no real person spoke, so he had to hang up too.

“Finished all the calls?” Old Cao walked into the living room, rotating health balls in his hands.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the folder full of various marks – all done. Except for the unreachable ones, all done.

“Personnel changes frequently, and phone numbers change quickly too.” Old Cao said, sitting down across from him. “Has the advertisement been placed?”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Then don’t worry. If she sees it, she’ll definitely contact you.” Old Cao said, looking at Chang Yuncheng. “Little Chang, about that person whose car tire you shot out at the entrance last time – he asked if you’d be interested in competing with him, special forces one-on-one…”

“Not interested.” Chang Yuncheng interrupted him, standing up. “I still have one more hospital to visit.”

Old Cao looked at him.

These days, every hospital in Beijing with a doctor named Qi Yue, big or small, had been disturbed by a madman to the point of headaches and unrest.

“The advertisement has been placed, the calls have been made. If you search hospital by hospital like this, when will it end? After finishing Beijing, will you go to every hospital in the country?” Old Cao asked. “Little Chang, life is long. Take it slowly. Some things shouldn’t be searched for but waited for…”

At this point, Old Cao suddenly saw the man in front of him stiffen abruptly. This was the first time he had seen him show such emotional exposure.

Old Cao stopped talking and looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“Life… is not long…” Chang Yuncheng said slowly, his tongue seeming somewhat stiff, spitting out each word. “Some things… cannot wait… if we don’t… wait…”

At his age, Old Cao had experienced everything. His emotions had long been numb, but at this moment, when these words were spoken, he felt overwhelming sadness wash over him.

“…Feng’er, wait for me. Wait here for me. I’ll be back soon to take you away…”

In the dense gunfire and rising smoke, his young self had let go of that girl’s hand.

And then there was no more then…

Old Cao didn’t notice when Chang Yuncheng left. He sat alone quietly on the sofa, silently lighting a cigarette. His health doctor had already forbidden smoking. The nanny would remind him if she saw, but she noticed the old man wasn’t smoking but just letting it burn in the ashtray, watching the cigarette slowly rise with smoke.

The nanny tiptoed away. The old man sitting alone on the sofa in the room was silent like a statue.

“No?” Chang Yuncheng asked, looking down at the folder in his hands again.

Qi Yue, Beijing Hospital Thoracic Surgery Department.

“Right, there used to be one, but she was transferred a while ago.” The nurse said.

This wasn’t the first time encountering such a situation. Among the registered doctors on these lists, some had been transferred, some had resigned, and some had gone into other professions.

But that was nothing. He would search for them one by one. After finishing the hospitals, he would search non-hospital places. This world was powerful, with so many methods available. As long as he wanted to find someone, he would definitely find them.

Chang Yuncheng nodded, thanked her, and walked away.

The nurse watched his retreating figure.

“Hey, he’s quite polite and courteous. Where’s the madman they talked about…” she said.

“It’s mainly about the face.” The nurse beside her put her arm around her shoulder. “In your eyes, as long as they’re handsome, even a madman is an angel.”

Laughter echoed in the corridor.

Chang Yuncheng had already entered the elevator.

Several people stood in the elevator, all doctors in white coats. Chang Yuncheng didn’t look much, standing properly and focusing on the indicator light.

“Wait, wait, wait…”

Just as the elevator door was about to close, someone pried it open from outside. A plump nurse squeezed in, holding an armful of things.

“Little Huang, why are you in such a hurry?” A doctor laughed.

“Ah, Dr. Qi, I was just looking for you.” Huang Ying said happily.

The words “Dr. Qi” made Chang Yuncheng turn his head to see a spirited elderly male doctor standing in the back.

An old doctor, male.

Chang Yuncheng turned his head back and continued watching the indicator light. The nurse beside him squeezed over, so he stepped aside a bit, watching the nurse shake a pile of newspapers in her hands, trying to pull out one. Because she was holding too many things, all the newspapers scattered to the floor with a whoosh.

Everyone in the elevator helped pick them up, except Chang Yuncheng, who stood straight without even moving his feet. He lowered his head slightly and saw the newspaper that had fallen on his shoe.

“Hey, look at this one. Who has nothing better to do than place this kind of inexplicable missing person ad… Qi Yueniang, I’m Chang Yuncheng, I’m here, where are you…”

“…Probably copied from the If You Are the One advertisement…”

“…It’s an advertisement, just like that previous mistress declaration ad about former Mrs. Zhang and current Mrs. Zhang…”

Lively chatter and laughter filled the elevator.

Huang Ying suddenly grabbed the newspaper from Chang Yuncheng’s shoe, looking at him with dissatisfaction.

This man looked so good and seemed well-educated, but how could he be so impolite? Really…

These days, good-looking men are all spoiled rotten…

The elevator door opened, and Chang Yuncheng stepped out.

“Dr. Qi, look, this newspaper has a feature report about Yueliang…”

Chang Yuncheng suddenly stopped in his tracks.

Yueliang?

Yueliang!!
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“She has a pet name or intimate name, called Yueliang.”

That man turned around and said.

“How do you know?” Chang Yuncheng looked at him.

Chang Yunqi smiled slightly.

“I just know.” He said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him without speaking.

Yueliang…

He turned around, looking at the group of people walking in the opposite direction.

They were chatting and laughing animatedly.

“Come on, let me see…”

“Really? Yueliang became famous just after going to Nanyun?”

“Like father, like daughter. With Dr. Qi there, how could Qi Yue be any different…”

Qi Yue!

Qi Yue!

Yueliang!

One person! The same person!

Chang Yuncheng lifted his foot and followed.

People came and went in the corridor, but he couldn’t see anyone else. His eyes only held these few people in front of him. Upstairs, downstairs, elevator, through doors.

Father Qi sat down and took out his glasses.

“Look at this.” Huang Ying spread the newspaper in front of him happily, pointing with her finger. “…saved a severely injured farmer…”

Father Qi put on his glasses and looked with a smile, then he laughed heartily.

“Little Huang, this is a soft advertisement for this company…” He said.

“Uncle, so what if it’s a soft advertisement? Why don’t we see others being written about in soft advertisements?” Huang Ying said. “Opportunities only come to those who are prepared. Yueliang is just that kind of person who can get opportunities anytime, anywhere.”

Father Qi shook his head and smiled.

Huang Ying also smiled. The call bell rang, and she hurriedly gathered her things.

“Uncle, take a good look. I specially got this Nanyun Province newspaper. Take it back for Auntie to see too.” She said.

Father Qi waved his hand.

“Go quickly, go quickly.” He said.

Huang Ying walked out with a smile, suddenly startled by someone standing outside the door, nearly bumping into him.

Chang Yuncheng stepped aside. Huang Ying glanced at him, still remembering this impolite man, too lazy to respond, and walked away quickly.

In the room, Father Qi took off his glasses, tapped the desk, then put his glasses back on and carefully read the newspaper, occasionally smiling.

“This girl…” He shook his head, his expression very pleased.

The door was knocked twice at this moment.

A patient?

Father Qi put down the newspaper, sat up straight, and called out “Come in.”

A man in simple black clothes and a white shirt walked in. He had handsome features and an upright posture, very pleasing to the eye. He bowed his head in greeting upon entering, then raised his head with an appropriate smile.

“Hello.” Before Father Qi could speak, he spoke first. “Are you Dr. Qi?”

Without waiting for Father Qi to respond, he took something from his pocket and handed it over with both hands.

“This is my ID card.” He said.

Huh?

Father Qi accepted it somewhat bewildered.

“Young man, this… you don’t need an ID card to see a doctor…” He said.

“I’m not here to see a doctor.” Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly. “I want to ask you about someone.”

At Nanzhai Township Health Center, the office phone rang spasmodically on an early winter afternoon, startling the old man who was dozing against the wall in the sun.

“Hello?” The cook-cum-gatekeeper answered the phone. “Health Center.”

“County Hospital, looking for Dr. Qi.” An anxious voice came from the other end.

“Dr. Qi went to the countryside.” The gatekeeper said.

“Why is her phone showing no signal?” The voice on the phone shouted. “Find her quickly, the ambulance is already on its way to pick her up. There’s a surgery that needs Dr. Qi!”

This was the first time the gatekeeper had received such a call since the township health center was established.

“She went to Tiantai Village, some places there have no signal. I’ll call the village secretary’s home phone.” He said cheerfully.

“Hurry, hurry, hurry!” The person on the phone shouted so urgently they seemed ready to reach through the phone.

The gatekeeper chuckled. Sometimes when the township health center encountered emergencies, they would call the county hospital in the same frantic manner, urging for ambulances and doctors. So this was how it felt to be on the receiving end of such urgency.

The call was quickly connected. When the secretary heard it was a matter of life and death, he immediately turned on the loudspeaker.

“Emergency case?” Qi Yue heard the heavily accented announcement from the loudspeaker and didn’t understand at first. Only after someone translated did she comprehend.

“Quick, you take a car first and meet the county hospital’s ambulance halfway.” The director said.

Qi Yue nodded, hurriedly got in the car with the driver, and the vehicle bounced as it rushed out of the village.

An hour later, the ambulance arrived at the hospital but couldn’t get in.

Looking at the crowd completely blocking the hospital entrance, Qi Yue was extremely anxious.

“What’s happening here?” She asked.

“It’s about last night’s car accident. When brought in, he was already in critical condition. After observing all night, the brain injury was too severe. The hospital recommended immediate transfer, and the family initially agreed, but somehow changed their minds this morning. The provincial experts won’t arrive until evening, so we had no choice but to ask for Dr. Qi… How did this turn into a riot?” The ambulance driver said in confusion.

He increased the siren volume again, but it had no effect on the gathered crowd.

“Let us through quickly, we’re here to save lives!” The driver shouted loudly.

Qi Yue also jumped down and tried to squeeze through the crowd.

“I’m a doctor, please let me through.” She shouted loudly.

“Save lives? This black-hearted hospital is killing people!” Someone shouted.

With this shout, the crowd became even more agitated, raising the black-on-white banners higher. Qi Yue, who was trying to squeeze inside, was immediately surrounded.

The ambulance driver was startled and rushed forward to intervene.

“…This is Dr. Qi, she’s going in to perform surgery. Let her through quickly, or the person really won’t be saved!” He shouted.

Hearing this, the noisy crowd quieted down slightly.

Two people in the back of the crowd exchanged glances.

“Lies! Didn’t they say to transfer the patient? Why is a doctor here now? They’re lying!”

“Why couldn’t they treat him before but can now? Are they trying to cheat money?”

“The person is already dead, what’s the use of bringing a doctor!”

Someone raised their voice and shouted.

This voice stirred up the surrounding crowd again, and they all surged toward Qi Yue, talking over each other demanding an explanation.

Seeing people rushing forward, the ambulance driver became frightened and began pushing and shoving to make these people stand back. In his panic, his movements were too forceful, and an elderly woman stumbled and fell to the ground.

“They’re beating people!” She screamed, lying on the ground and thrashing about.

This made the crowd explode even more.

“Beat them!” Cries arose from all sides. Stimulated by these shouts, someone nearby got heated and raised their fist.

The ambulance driver and Qi Yue instinctively dodged to the side, but the fist never fell. From somewhere, at some point, a tall figure flashed over and blocked the falling fist.

“Damn meddler…” The person whose fist was blocked immediately began cursing.

Before the curse was finished, he felt dizzy, and his whole body was thrown out. Only after hitting the ground did he feel bone-deep pain and began howling while clutching his arm.

This sudden event stunned all the noisy crowd present. The old woman who had been thrashing and crying on the ground also fell silent.

“Go.” The man said, lifting his foot and stepping forward.

“They’re beating people!” The dazed crowd came to their senses and began shouting again.

This time the shouts carried more genuine emotion than before.

People around surged forward angrily.

Qi Yue and the ambulance driver instinctively stopped, but saw the man ahead sweep left and right, easily clearing a path.

His movements looked effortless, but every person he touched fell to the ground unable to get up.

Back and forth, everyone could see that this person was really serious and had real skills.

Finally, a path was cleared.

“Go ahead. I’ll handle this.” The man said.

Qi Yue thanked him and ran inside.

The doctors hiding inside saw Qi Yue rush in and hurriedly came out from behind the glass door to receive her.

“Car accident, forty-five years old, low blood pressure, left femoral fracture, massive subdural hematoma, brain herniation, brain contusion…” The receiving surgeon didn’t say a single unnecessary word, directly reporting the condition.

Qi Yue nodded, listening while following him in a sprint toward the operating room.

At the moment of entering, she looked back.

That person, was he hospital security?

The man at the entrance had also entered the hospital, but had turned around. With his back to her, facing the crowd gathered outside, she could only see his tall figure, not his face.

Qi Yue ran into the elevator, and the door closed.

The operating room light finally lit up.

At this time, police sirens also blared loudly outside. Five or six police cars rushed over, and the heavily armed police officers got out to see the scene before them and were all stunned.

They said there was a mob disturbance, but why were all the “mob” lying on the ground?

In front of the hospital entrance stood a man, leisurely tapping something like a police baton in his hand. Beside and behind him stood seven or eight security guards, all looking at the scene before them like chicks, both excited and nervous.

One man guarding the pass, ten thousand cannot force their way through – this was exactly that scene, wasn’t it?

“Who are you?” A police officer walked over, looking at this man.

The man looked at the police officer, then reached into his pocket and took out his ID card to hand over.

What an honest kid…

The police officer was somewhat at a loss. He didn’t seem to have asked for the ID card, and besides, this kind of dialogue seemed to be from Hong Kong and Taiwan dramas.

This first response of handing over an ID card was really too rare…

“Why did you hit people?” The police officer took the ID card and had to ask in a different way.

The man didn’t speak, again reaching into his pocket to take out another document and hand it over.

There’s more? What is it this time?

The police officer took it.

Central Guard Regiment…

The police officer’s hand trembled and nearly dropped it.

In the operating room, time passed minute by minute.

“Dr. Qi, there’s bleeding…” An assistant called out in a low voice.

Almost everyone saw blood suddenly well up in the surgical field.

“Suction.” Qi Yue said.

As the suction device operated, the blood was decreasing, but the effect wasn’t obvious.

“Blood pressure is extremely unstable.” The anesthesiologist’s voice came through.

The atmosphere in the operating room became tense.

“Dr. Qi, what should we do?” Someone asked in a low voice.

Qi Yue didn’t speak. She had seen this situation before, when her father’s surgery had complications. At that time, she wasn’t qualified to operate, only to assist.

It was exactly this situation then…

The patient was paralyzed after surgery.

“It’s okay.” Qi Yue said, her voice calm, her hands steady.

In a lifetime of medicine, how could everything be smooth sailing? There would be challenges, difficulties, and naturally failures. What was there to fear? Give your all with a clear conscience, do your human best and leave the rest to fate. There was nothing to be afraid of.

Her calmness made the assistants feel somewhat reassured too. The atmosphere in the operating room was tense but not uneasy.

When morning light shone into the corridor, the operating room light finally went out, the door opened, and the patient was wheeled out.

Qi Yue took off her mask and saw the sunlight in the corridor.

“It’s already dawn?” She said.

“Eight hours.” The other doctors said.

Everyone’s faces and voices were full of exhaustion, but their eyes held relief.

Many people rushed over to the corridor upon hearing the news.

“How is it?” The director asked tremblingly.

Qi Yue smiled at him and made an OK gesture.

Everyone immediately breathed a sigh of relief.

“That’s good.” A police officer following nearby said. “The matter has been investigated. Because the hit-and-run vehicle wasn’t caught, the injured person’s relatives were afraid no one would pay the medical expenses, so under someone’s instigation, they came to the hospital to cause trouble, pushing the blame onto the hospital to get compensation. Rest assured, we will handle this matter strictly and won’t let these professional medical troublemakers get away with it.”

“Dr. Qi, Dr. Qi, thank you, thank you.” The director excitedly grabbed Qi Yue’s hand and shook it.

No matter what, whether intentional or not, as long as the patient was alive, that was always the best outcome and the most favorable evidence.

“Fortunately, fortunately we made it in time. A little later and it would have been too late.” Qi Yue said. Speaking of this, she thought of the tall figure who had protected her as she rushed in.

If anyone deserved thanks, it was that security guard.

“Dr. Qi, the dormitory is arranged, go rest quickly.” Someone said.

Qi Yue nodded. Eight hours of surgery was extremely physically demanding, and she was indeed about to collapse.

The elevator door opened, and Qi Yue, about to head to the dormitory, suddenly stopped.

In the lobby, a man stood looking at her.

“Qi Yueniang.” He called out.

Qi Yue felt her head buzzing.

Chang Yuncheng stood before her, smiling slightly.

“You foolish woman, the moment I’m not around, you nearly got beaten!” He said. “Without me, how would you manage!”

Chapter 424: Hallucination
How would she manage without him?

Qi Yue had thought about it.

Perhaps she would spend her whole life guarding his grave like this.

Going to work alone every day, coming home alone, buying groceries and cooking, chatting with colleagues, playing with village children. She wouldn’t return to Beijing, would buy a house here – her salary was enough to support herself. When she got older, she would keep a dog, and when she could no longer work, she would move a small stool and sit in front of her house, keeping company with his grave, watching the sunrise and sunset.

Oh, and she’d have to arrange her own funeral affairs in advance. Being buried together with him was impossible – he was a national-level cultural relic, after all. So she’d set up a small grave mound in the scenic area or on the nearest hillside.

Or perhaps, after some time, she would forget, get annoyed, get tired, pack up and go back, go on blind dates, get married, have children, live the normal life that normal people should live. This person, those events, with the passage of years, would eventually become a vague dream, perhaps vaguely remembered in old age, but unable to recall clearly those faces, those events…

Who knew? Life had to go on, didn’t it?

But she would be affected in the short term. Look, wasn’t she already seeing everyone as that man’s appearance…

Qi Yue lowered her head and walked past this man.

This stinky woman was startled!

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but laugh heartily.

“Hey, surprise!” He turned around and called out.

Qi Yue walked with her head down, her nose stinging, tears falling in large drops.

Everyone was right – she was a person with self-control. She had to distinguish between reality and dreams.

She couldn’t let dreams affect her life.

She was Qi Yue, she was someone who could live well no matter what, live a good life.

She could raise her hand to wipe tears, but couldn’t stop the increasingly torrential tears. She could control herself not to make a sound, but couldn’t make her mouth close.

Chang Yuncheng stopped laughing. He lifted his feet and followed, silently watching this woman who walked and cried silently, this woman who wiped her nose and tears with her sleeve like a child.

“Yueniang, it’s really me.” He said, his voice also somewhat hoarse. “I’ve come. You didn’t come find me, so I came to find you.”

Qi Yue cried as she passed through the back door and the corridor, frightening many people along the way.

Those who knew her and those who didn’t all looked at her in surprise.

“Dr. Qi? What’s wrong?” Someone boldly asked.

“I’m fine.” Qi Yue answered while crying. “I’m just too tired. I’ll be fine after resting. I’ll be fine. You don’t need to worry about me…”

She spoke while crying, not stopping her steps, as if answering others’ questions, yet also as if talking to herself. Under everyone’s surprised gaze, she walked into the dormitory.

This was her dormitory. Originally, the county hospital wanted to keep her, but she insisted on going to Nanzhai Township. However, considering they needed her to participate in surgeries, the dormitory was kept. Qi Yue had come to give a clinical lecture once, so she had stayed here before.

She pushed the door open and went straight to the single bed.

“I’m just tired. I’ll be fine after sleeping.” She continued crying as she spoke.

Chang Yuncheng followed behind, but before he could enter, noisy footsteps came from behind.

“Hey, hey, who are you? What are you doing?”

It turned out that the director and others, having learned about Qi Yue’s breakdown, hurried over and saw this man about to enter Qi Yue’s room.

Who was he?

Chang Yuncheng stopped, turned around, and took something from his pocket to hand over.

The director somewhat bewilderedly accepted it.

ID card…

“No, I’m asking what you do. What’s wrong with Dr. Qi…” He hurriedly asked again.

“Oh. I’m her man.” Chang Yuncheng answered.

Her man?

The director and others were even more confused.

Dr. Qi, according to her file, was unmarried…

“Boyfriend?” The director asked with some caution.

A security guard nearby hurriedly came over to speak quietly.

“The one who stopped those people at the entrance last night was him… He also protected Dr. Qi as she came in…” He said in a low voice.

The people present began to understand.

A Beijing doctor suddenly wanting to come be a doctor in a small county town…

The emotional breakdown and crying upon meeting…

This man’s protection…

“The police said he’s from the Central Guard Regiment…” The security guard added quietly.

Now no one doubted anymore.

It seemed like lovers’ separations and reunions, love and hate entanglements…

“Good, good,” The director extended his hand, looking at Chang Yuncheng’s ID card, “Comrade Chang, Dr. Qi just finished surgery. Let her rest well. Whatever it is, talk slowly.”

Chang Yuncheng shook hands with him and nodded.

The people by the door all dispersed, and only then did Chang Yuncheng enter the room, casually closing the door.

This woman always lived in such simple places…

One table, one bed…

So simple it seemed she could leave at any time…

So simple it seemed she was just a passing guest…

The woman on the bed curled up in the quilt, still wearing her clothes and shoes.

It seemed that in this brief moment, she had already fallen asleep.

Chang Yuncheng walked over.

The curled-up woman faced inward, sobbing from time to time.

“Yueniang.” He called.

Qi Yue closed her eyes, shivering, tears having soaked through the pillowcase.

“I’m just too tired. I’ll be fine after resting. I’ll be fine after sleeping…” She murmured. “I’ll be fine, I’ll be fine, I’ll be good…”

Chang Yuncheng stopped talking. He lay down on his side, reaching out to hold this woman together with the quilt in his arms.

“I’ll be fine, I’ll be fine after sleeping…”

The woman in his arms refused to open her eyes, still murmuring to herself.

“Yes, you’ll be fine. You’ll be fine after sleeping…” Chang Yuncheng said softly behind her, holding her tighter. “Sleep, have a good sleep. Haven’t you not slept well for a long time? Sleep well…”

When Qi Yue woke up, the room was pitch black.

She lay in the darkness with her eyes open, momentarily confused.

“A’Ru?” She opened her mouth slightly, making a soft sound.

No one answered.

She opened her mouth again, but ultimately couldn’t call out that name.

Her eyes adapted to the darkness. Actually, it wasn’t really dark – light from outside the window and through the door crack came in, making the room brighten.

This brightness also made her sober.

Those people would never be there again…

She sat up, feeling the coldness on her neck. She touched it – the pillowcase and quilt were soaked again.

“Better wash them before leaving…” She said to herself, her hand falling on the lamp switch by the bed, but she didn’t press it for a long time.

Her gaze looked toward the outer side of the bed, which was empty… as always… and would remain so for a long time…

So… sleeping would make it better.

She bent her wrist, and with a soft click, the light came on.

Light drove away the darkness, and the air in the room seemed to flow.

Qi Yue exhaled, waving her arms as she got up from the bed.

“What time is it?” She said to herself, looking at the watch on her wrist.

Seven-ten.

“The cafeteria probably doesn’t have much food left. Let’s go out to eat.” She said, simply going to the faucet to wash her face.

The woman in the mirror had a pale face, making her two red, swollen eyes more prominent. Her curly hair had been tied up for surgery and hadn’t been let down before sleeping, now looking messy.

Qi Yue made a face at the person in the mirror.

“Going out like this would scare people to death.” She said.

Having come in a hurry, she hadn’t brought toiletries or cosmetics, so she could only slightly wet her hair with water and shape it with her hands.

“Alright, it’s passable now.” She said after examining herself for a moment. “Maybe I should ask if there’s a car available. I’ll go back to the health center tonight.”

Having made this decision, she opened the door and walked out.

As the door opened, the bustle outside rushed toward her.

Having just woken up, the night wind felt a bit cool.

She couldn’t help but hug her arms.

“Dr. Qi…” People going in and out who recognized her greeted her with smiles.

Qi Yue nodded and smiled back.

“Is Director Wang still here?” She asked.

The person thought for a moment.

“Should be. The police just left.” She said.

Qi Yue thanked her and walked quickly forward.

Although it was nighttime, the hospital was still bustling with constant foot traffic.

As she was about to cross the corridor, a voice came from ahead.

“Qi Yueniang.” The man called out.

Qi Yue abruptly stopped, closed her eyes, and shivered. Then she opened her eyes again.

In the crowd across from her, a man was striding over, carrying plastic bags with food containers.

“You’re awake? I bought food. Let’s go back to the room to eat.” Chang Yuncheng said, lifting the food containers in his hands.

Qi Yue took a deep breath. The street lamps and external lights of the outpatient building made everything around seem somewhat unreal.

She lifted her feet and continued forward.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and approached, but the woman brushed past him and walked quickly away.

This stinky woman… what was she doing now?

He was stunned for a moment, then turned around to see Qi Yue had already entered the outpatient building.

Really…

Chang Yuncheng shook his head and followed.

Qi Yue had already entered the administrative duty room.

“Director Wang.” She called out with a smile.

Director Wang, who was bending over making tea from the water dispenser, quickly stood up.

“Dr. Qi, you’re awake. The cafeteria has food ready. Go eat quickly.” He said.

Before Qi Yue could speak, a man behind her had already spoken.

“No need, I bought food.”

Qi Yue paused slightly, didn’t turn around, still looking at Director Wang with a slight smile.

Director Wang made an “oh” sound.

“Director, are there any cars available now? I want to hurry back to the health center.” Qi Yue continued.

“Oh, how can that work? It’s so late. Stay here, stay here.” Director Wang quickly shook his head.

As Qi Yue was about to speak again, the man behind her spoke first.

“It’s fine. If she wants to go back, let her go back. I brought a car.” He said.

Qi Yue took a deep breath, looking at Director Wang.

“I…” She said.

Director Wang was already looking behind her.

“Comrade Chang, it’s already dark, and the mountain roads are difficult. Wait until tomorrow.” He said to Chang Yuncheng with a smile. “Besides, thanks to you today. We agreed that we must express our hospitality. Tomorrow’s banquet – people from the county committee, county government, and police station all agreed. Comrade Chang, you can’t refuse…”

As he spoke, he put down his tea cup and was about to walk over to express his sincere desire to keep them.

Qi Yue reached out and grabbed him.

“Director Wang…” She looked at him and called out.

Her expression was deathly pale, her eyes terrified.

Director Wang was startled.

“What’s wrong?” He asked hurriedly.

“You… you…” Qi Yue said tremblingly, slowly and somewhat stiffly turning her head to look behind her. “…Can you… see… the person… from my hallucination?”

The man behind her, with the same face as that man, the same voice, the same presence, only with different clothes and appearance – wasn’t he a person from her hallucination?

How could others see him?
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Director Wang was completely confused by what she said.

“What? Hallucination?” He said in bewilderment, also looking at Chang Yuncheng.

Two young lovebirds, were they still having a quarrel?

Chang Yuncheng was both amused and exasperated. This woman’s brain was indeed abnormal – what was she thinking!

He walked over in a few steps, reached out to grab Qi Yue’s wrist, and turned to leave.

Watching the two of them leave in the blink of an eye, a woman’s scream came from outside.

Director Wang wasn’t worried at all, instead shaking his head.

“Young people,” he said with a smile that suggested he understood the ways of the world, picking up his large tea cup and taking a big slurp.

“Hey, hey, who are you? What are you? Are you human or ghost?” Qi Yue, who had been dragged away a few steps, finally came to her senses and screamed.

This voice drew the attention of people around.

Qi Yue quickly stopped making noise, looking around at those people and their expressions as they looked over.

“They… can all see you?” She looked at the man in front of her who was still gripping her wrist, saying tremblingly, “Then, you’re a real person…”

Chang Yuncheng shook her arm.

“You stinky woman, why is your brain still so strange! Am I real or fake?” He said irritably, “Hurry up, the food is getting cold!”

Qi Yue was pulled forward.

“Wait, wait.” She called out, grabbing this man’s arm. “You, you, who are you?”

Chang Yuncheng turned his head to look at her with some impatience.

“What do you think I am? Qi Yueniang, what are you pretending to be stupid for? Don’t you know who I am?” He said.

Qi Yue looked at him.

“I, I know. I’ve been too tired lately, my eyes occasionally have some problems…” She said tremblingly, while reaching out to wave her hand in front of her eyes. First her hand was trembling, then her jaw started shaking too. “This, sir, I, although I don’t know what’s going on, but, but, I think I shouldn’t be mistaken…”

She was about to cry again as she spoke. Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“Don’t make a fool of yourself here. Let’s go inside to talk.” He said, pulling her and striding back, casually throwing the food box accurately into a nearby trash can.

Qi Yue sat on the bed, still trembling somewhat uncontrollably, watching this man turn around and rummage through the room.

“How come there’s not even hot water?” He said, opening and closing cabinets and drawers, making clanging sounds.

“How have you been living?”

He complained continuously.

“…Where’s the water cup?”

“Definitely don’t have one either…”

Qi Yue watched him, biting her lower lip.

“You, you, how did you know?” She suddenly asked.

Chang Yuncheng, who was turning on the faucet, turned back to look at her.

“Your father.” He said.

“You’re lying.” Qi Yue said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her. The terror on this woman’s face had faded, replaced by wariness and defensiveness. He turned off the faucet and walked over.

“My father doesn’t know about my affairs at all.” Qi Yue said, looking at him. “Was it Dr. Li Xiaoli who told you? Did she find out when she hypnotized me?”

Chang Yuncheng hooked a stool over with his foot and sat down across from her.

“Look at my face.” He said, pointing at himself, then looking at Qi Yue and her appearance. “Then look at your ghostly appearance…”

Qi Yue instinctively reached up to touch her face, then hurriedly smoothed her hair, with some panic.

She did look like a ghost indeed…

“You’ve become like this, and I still recognize you.” Chang Yuncheng continued, reaching out to pull down her hand, making her come closer to him, look at him. “How can you not recognize me? You woman, you’re really too unreasonable!”

Qi Yue looked at him, examining him bit by bit.

“This is impossible,” she said tremblingly, shaking her head, her nose stinging. “I know that in psychiatry, when hallucinations and delusions are severe—”

“How is it impossible? If you can come to my place, why can’t I come to yours?” Chang Yuncheng said, shaking her hand to make this woman who was about to lose control and space out sober up. “Hey, before I came, they were worried about how much trouble I’d encounter. Turns out, you’re the biggest trouble.”

Qi Yue looked at him.

“But that’s right too.” Chang Yuncheng laughed again, curling his lips with that very annoying expression. “You woman, you’re trouble wherever you are.”

Qi Yue looked at him and suddenly stood up.

The two were sitting very close, and Chang Yuncheng was also holding her hand. With this sudden standing up, she was almost standing in Chang Yuncheng’s embrace.

“You, why are you dressed like this?” She said suddenly.

Chang Yuncheng looked up at her.

“Nonsense. If I don’t dress like this, should I dress like before? To be caught as a lunatic?” He said. “Anything abnormal is demonic. I’m not stupid.”

Qi Yue touched her head.

“Whatever then.” She muttered. “You can be however you want to be.”

“What?” Chang Yuncheng didn’t understand and asked, while reaching out to put his arm around this woman’s waist.

“Let’s go eat, let’s go eat.” Qi Yue said, pushing away his hand.

Without waiting for Chang Yuncheng to speak, she hurriedly walked outside, rushing toward the night with some urgency.

“Hey, what’s your hurry?” Chang Yuncheng laughed. “Now you know you’re hungry, after all that fuss earlier…”

“Hurry up, eat, then we’ll go drinking and stroll around,” Qi Yue urged without looking back, tightly holding his hand and running forward.

Hurry up, the night is short…

Dreams are also short…

The chirping of birds rang in her ears. Qi Yue, who had been sleeping face down, turned over from the pillow, frowning before she was even awake.

Why was she so tired…

She closed her eyes and reached out to rub her waist.

It was as if she’d been beaten up…

Her whole body was sore and weak…

Even dreaming made her this tired?

She slowly opened her eyes. Morning light filtered through the curtains, casting some brightness into the room.

This was the dormitory at the township health center…

Last night, she had come back?

Qi Yue couldn’t help but press her head.

Her mind felt chaotic and confused.

Yesterday’s dream was too strange, making her memory somewhat mixed up.

She had dreamed of that man again yesterday, but this time the funny thing was that in her dream, she had actually shaped him into a modern person.

They went to eat together, then ordered drinks, and after drinking, they went strolling. Holding hands, talking and laughing, walking along the streets.

Just like before, in dreams doing those things she had always wanted to do but never properly enjoyed – two people happily spending time together.

Of course, there was also making love with the person she loved…

A moment of stolen pleasure.

Qi Yue closed her eyes, a tear sliding down. She opened them again and stretched her hand out from under the covers, stretching lazily.

The covers slipped down, revealing her bare upper body.

Where were her pajamas…

Only then did Qi Yue notice she was completely naked, then her gaze fell on the marks on her skin…

Those marks left after lovemaking…

She suddenly pulled the covers up high to cover herself.

Heavens, was she no longer just having spring dreams? Had she actually done… that to herself?

The door was pushed open at this moment.

Qi Yue screamed in fright.

“Awake?” Chang Yuncheng asked, closing the door behind him.

Qi Yue stared at him in a daze.

This man had short hair, looked spirited, wearing a white shirt and black pants. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing strong, powerful wrists. In his hands was a bowl, steaming hot.

He walked over step by step.

“The cafeteria made porridge. Get up and eat.” He said, setting it on the bedside table. Seeing the woman staring at him stupidly again, he couldn’t help but frown. “Qi Yueniang, don’t tell me you’re going to make a fuss again?”

Qi Yue stared at him blankly.

“How come you didn’t disappear like foam?” She murmured, reaching out her hand. “Just like before…”

Perhaps this was another dream from which she would never wake…

But dreams were dreams. She had to wake up.

She wasn’t living just for herself. She couldn’t let those who loved her bear more pain.

She pulled back her hand and struck heavily toward the wall beside her.

Pain was the most powerful proof that a person was awake and alive.

Only pain proved you were alive.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to stop her, sitting on the bed in the process.

“Qi Yueniang, this is real.” He said, standing up and pulling the curtains open with a swoosh.

Bright morning light poured in, filling the room with brightness.

Qi Yue couldn’t help but raise her hand to shield her eyes.

Chang Yuncheng also opened the window.

“Hey, Uncle Zhang.” He called down to the courtyard below. “Give me a shout when the steamed buns are ready.”

“Alright, Comrade Xiao Chang, I’ve also cut the pickled vegetables.” A voice answered loudly.

This was the voice of Uncle Zhang, the gatekeeper and cook.

With the window open, mountain wind also blew in.

Bird songs, crisp air, warm sunlight, voices from downstairs, the occasional tractor chugging past on the street, someone’s child crying.

Qi Yue suddenly threw off the covers and rushed toward Chang Yuncheng by the window.

The naked white woman threw herself into his arms. Chang Yuncheng was startled and quickly drew the curtains.

“What are you doing! What are you doing!” He said.

Qi Yue was already crying loudly in his arms.

“This is impossible, this is impossible.” She repeated over and over.

Chang Yuncheng picked her up, threw her back on the bed, wrapped her in covers, and smiled as he wiped her tears.

“What do you mean impossible?” He said, looking at this face that was crying like a cat, his somewhat rough palms slowly caressing it. “Weren’t you also impossible to abandon me? But you still did, didn’t you? You said you’d come, you said you’d leave, and you left. What do you take us for?”

Qi Yue struggled out of the covers and reached out to grab his neck.

“How are they? Are they all well?” She cried.

“How could they be well?” Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

Qi Yue cried even harder.

“But everyone will be fine. They originally had me bring you things, but somehow I didn’t bring anything over.” Chang Yuncheng said.

“This really isn’t a dream?” Qi Yue asked, reaching out to touch his face. “You won’t suddenly disappear? You won’t suddenly vanish while I’m holding you?”

“You stinky woman, will you ever stop!” Chang Yuncheng frowned and shouted. “What are you thinking? Why is your brain still confused?”

“You don’t know what this feeling is like!” Qi Yue also shouted.

Chang Yuncheng looked at her.

“I know.” He said.

Qi Yue was stunned and looked at him.

“I know. Back then, I was like this every day.” Chang Yuncheng also looked at her, smiling slightly. “At night I was with you, and when dawn came, you were gone. While talking to me, while smiling at me, while in my arms, no matter when, pop…”

He reached out and made the sound of a bubble bursting.

“Gone.” He said.

Qi Yue looked at him, reached out to hug his neck, and pressed close to him, tears flowing down Chang Yuncheng’s face and neck.

“Then from now on, it won’t happen anymore, right?” She said.

Chang Yuncheng gripped her waist and kissed her face, humming in agreement.

Because of the force in his hands, Qi Yue couldn’t help but moan.

“My waist,” she said, “feels like it’s about to be pinched in half.”

Chang Yuncheng laughed.

“That’s not my fault. You asked me to pinch it,” he said in a low voice, getting close to her.

Hot breath by her ear created ripples.

“Last night, was it all real?” Qi Yue turned her head to look at him and asked.

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly.

“I forgot.” He said. “Yeah, was it real or fake?”

Qi Yue looked at him in astonishment.

“Then, let’s try once more to see if it’s real or fake?” Chang Yuncheng showed his white teeth in a smile and said, then kissed Qi Yue’s lips and turned over to press this woman beneath him.

Mountain wind blew through the window, lifting the curtains, peeping at the room full of beautiful spring scenery.

Chapter 426: It’s Real
Qi Yue knocked twice on the door.

“Chang Yuncheng? Chang Yuncheng?” she called out.

“Qi Yueniang! Are you never going to stop?”

A man’s voice came from inside the bathroom.

Qi Yue chuckled with relief, letting out a breath as she gently stroked the door twice.

So good, he hasn’t disappeared…

“Oh, oh, okay, okay, take your time in the bathroom,” she said, softening her voice and turning around happily.

She hadn’t walked two steps when the bathroom door opened, and a man emerged with a dark expression, bare-chested and wearing only a bed sheet around his waist.

“You woman are annoying to death,” he said.

Qi Yue immediately turned around and rushed over, reaching out to hug his waist.

Her fuzzy hair nuzzled against his body, making Chang Yuncheng unable to suppress a laugh.

“Hey, what are you doing?” he said, reaching out to pinch this woman’s shoulders. “All dirty…”

Qi Yue just held him tightly without letting go.

“Where’s the dirt? I just washed my hair!” she protested, pressing against this man’s solid chest, her hands slowly caressing his body. Even with her eyes closed, she could feel the scars – they were real. Her ears heard the strong heartbeat – also real. Her nose caught the man’s unique scent – also real. Everything was real, even the man reaching out to pull her hair – that feeling was also real…

She protested with an “Ouch!”

Letting go, she covered her head.

“Why are you pulling my hair?” she shouted.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to rub her head.

“This strange color you made it – change it back for me,” he said, while reaching out to tug at her bouncy, curly hair.

Qi Yue snorted.

“Really no taste,” she said, tossing her hair. “It looks so good!”

Chang Yuncheng laughed and reached out to lift her chin, studying her face.

Qi Yue suddenly felt somewhat uneasy.

Although ancient bronze mirrors couldn’t show things clearly, Qi Yueniang was a beauty – at least more beautiful than herself, and younger…

Moreover, she had been sick for so long without proper care, surely she looked even worse now…

She had only bathed and wasn’t wearing any makeup…

“What are you looking at?” She felt her face burning, with an indescribable feeling that made her voice nasal at the end.

“Indeed old! And ugly too!” Chang Yuncheng said, pinching her chin. “At least I didn’t lie to A’Ru about this!”

Qi Yue remembered what she had told A’Ru before.

“I’m at least older than you all…”

She reached out to hug Chang Yuncheng’s waist again, pressing against his chest.

“Now you know, but it’s too late!” she hummed, her head nuzzling against the man’s body. “Anyway, you’re mine now. It’s too late to regret, and you can’t escape!”

Chang Yuncheng laughed at her nuzzling, and the early morning rubbing was getting him aroused.

“Seems like you still have energy,” he said, reaching out to pick her up.

Only then did Qi Yue laugh and pat him, wanting to get down.

“I still have to go to work. I’m no longer the former young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi’s household with thousands of gold coins. I have to earn every bite and drink myself now,” she laughed.

This sentence reminded Chang Yuncheng. He released her and hurried to get clothes from the bedside.

“What work? Let’s go,” he said, while urging this woman to change clothes too.

“Go where?” Qi Yue asked, confused.

“You’re no longer the former young marchioness of Marquis Dingxi’s household,” Chang Yuncheng said, turning back. “Now you’re going to be Chang Yuncheng’s wife.”

Qi Yue looked at him with an expression that seemed both sad and happy.

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

This woman was at it again…

“Stop spacing out. Everything is real, it won’t disappear again. Quickly put on your clothes, go meet your parents, get married,” Chang Yuncheng said. He stretched out his long arm and rubbed this woman’s head again.

The fuzzy, messy, curly hair was quite fun to play with…

Qi Yue dodged his hand and looked toward the window, thinking of something.

Hetu Ridge was as quiet as always.

She reached out to grab Chang Yuncheng’s hand, looking up at him.

What exactly was he?

Reincarnation? Rebirth? Resurrection?

Was that one from there also him? Was this one now also him?

Seeing this woman’s dazed expression alternating between sadness and joy, Chang Yuncheng sighed.

He reached out to push this woman’s head again.

“Don’t think randomly! Now go eat, then we’ll leave,” he said.

Qi Yue came back to her senses and reached out to hug him again.

This feeling of constantly fearing loss…

Chang Yuncheng reached out to hold her tight too, kissing her hair.

Just as they sat down at the dining table, Qi Yue thought of something and stood up.

“Auntie Liu needs her medicine changed today. I’ll go quickly,” she said.

“Eat first, then go,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue had already taken a steamed bun from the table, eating while speaking unclearly.

“I’ll finish hers early so we can leave early,” she said. “It’ll also save me from worrying. You pack up the things in my room first.”

This damn woman was actually ordering him around like a servant. Chang Yuncheng raised his hand.

Qi Yue had already run out.

He put down his hand, showing a slight smile, and took a big bite of the steamed bun.

“Really terrible… what kind of meat is this… when did pork start tasting like this…” he muttered with a frown, about to spit it out, when he saw the cheerful gatekeeper old man walking in from outside.

Even though the food at Old Cao’s house wasn’t particularly delicious, it didn’t taste this bad…

“Little Chang, how is it? Are the buns okay?” Uncle Zhang asked happily. “These are made from our local big black pigs… not those force-fed pigs… that kind of pork has no flavor at all, but this kind is fragrant. I went out early this morning specially to buy them…”

Chang Yuncheng forced a smile and nodded, swallowing the bun in his mouth with difficulty.

“Not bad,” he said.

Uncle Zhang was very pleased.

“Eat more, eat more. You city people should eat more of our green food,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng nodded and slowly chewed the bun in his hand.

“Did Doctor Qi go to the Bone Tomb again?” Uncle Zhang suddenly asked. “This girl, why does she like the Bone Tomb so much? Is it because surgical knives were excavated there?”

Chang Yuncheng’s chewing motion stopped.

“Bone Tomb? Surgical knives?” he looked up and asked.

So what exactly was he?

The scenic area management staff were preparing for opening when someone made two hushing sounds.

This was their signal to each other, indicating that the woman who loved to cry at the tomb had arrived.

“So early today? Doesn’t she usually come in the evening for walks?”

“Hey, seems like she hasn’t come for several days.”

“What do you mean, it’s only been two days.”

“Two days… really, I feel like it’s been a lifetime…”

They talked and laughed while watching the woman approaching from outside. Because Boss Dong and the township had given instructions, this woman didn’t need to buy tickets, so no one said anything. They just watched as this woman slowly walked toward the tomb passage, but this time the woman stopped at the entrance to the tomb passage.

After everyone finished their tasks and looked over, they actually saw that the woman was still standing there, not having gone in.

What new trick was she going to play this time?

While everyone was stunned, they saw the woman suddenly turn around and walk back out.

Oh my, how rare…

No more looking. No matter what it was, she had him now. This was the greatest surprise.

Qi Yue clenched her hands, thinking more and more, unable to help but quicken her pace. In just this short time apart, her heart was already missing him unbearably, wanting to hold his hand, look at him, not wanting to be apart for even a moment.

She simply jogged toward the exit, but just as she reached the entrance, she heard voices. She instinctively looked over and was so startled that she stumbled and nearly fell.

Chang Yuncheng stood at the scenic area entrance, frowning.

“Buy tickets?” Chang Yuncheng frowned. “Why do you need to buy tickets to look at a tomb?”

The staff member also frowned.

Looking at this man who appeared dignified and extraordinary, why did he speak so strangely?

“Sir, which tomb scenic area doesn’t require tickets nowadays?” they said.

Another strange rule?

“Well, maintenance and tomb-keeping require funds,” a staff member patiently explained.

I see! The tomb keepers needed that money for food.

Chang Yuncheng understood. He took out his wallet.

Moreover, this was very likely the Chang family tomb, so of course it should be carefully maintained and protected.

“How much?” he asked.

“Fifty,” the staff member said, pointing toward the ticket booth. Before he could say anything, Chang Yuncheng interrupted.

“Only fifty?” Chang Yuncheng frowned. “How can it be so cheap? A pound of beef costs fifty! Is our Chang family tomb worth less than a piece of…”

Qi Yue rushed over shouting “Chang Yuncheng!” interrupting his words.

“This is my friend, my boyfriend,” she said hurriedly without waiting for anyone to speak, grabbing Chang Yuncheng and pulling him out. “We’re going back, we’re going back.”

Chang Yuncheng stood firm; Qi Yue couldn’t possibly pull him.

“Qi Yueniang,” he said.

Qi Yue hurriedly pressed her hands together, looking at him pleadingly.

“I was wrong, I was wrong, I shouldn’t have lied to you, I was wrong. When we get back, you can beat me or scold me however you want. Please, please come back with me…” she said.

“I was just looking for this,” Chang Yuncheng said, reaching out to pull her while taking out a bank card from his wallet and tossing it to the staff. “There’s probably over ten thousand in there, no password. Take it, it’s a reward for you.”

All the staff present were stunned.

Reward… for us…

Should they bow and give thanks?

Indeed, being with this woman, nothing normal ever happened…

Such a pity for such a good man, so handsome, but finding a crazy girlfriend made him abnormal too…

Chang Yuncheng left these dazed staff members behind and was already pulling Qi Yue inside.

“Chang Yuncheng, Chang Yuncheng, don’t go look, don’t go look…” Qi Yue struggled not to walk, but her strength was nothing compared to Chang Yuncheng’s. She was easily pulled forward.

“What are you making a fuss about?” Chang Yuncheng pulled this woman in front of him, embracing her as they walked forward.

“I don’t want you to see! I don’t want you to see!” Qi Yue cried, grabbing his clothes. “I don’t want you to see yourself being excavated and your grave dug up. I don’t want to think about it, and I don’t want to know how you came to be, and I don’t want to know how you’ve spent these years… I’m afraid that if you see your own bones… you might… disappear… something about space and time, a person can’t exist in two places at once… Chang Yuncheng, let’s not look, okay? We can see each other right in front of us, alive and real right in front of us – isn’t that enough? Let’s leave quickly, let’s go back, go back and get married, okay?”

Chang Yuncheng felt both amused and heartbroken by her tears, looking up at the tomb passage now before their eyes.

This woman, guarding this place day after day, guarding what she thought was his tomb – how had she spent each day…

“Silly woman,” he said, reaching out to stroke her head, again and again. “Silly woman, silly woman…”

Qi Yue burst into loud sobs, hugging Chang Yuncheng.

“Alright, alright, don’t cry,” Chang Yuncheng patted her back, comforting her. “This one isn’t me.”

Qi Yue’s crying stopped.

What?

“Silly girl, don’t cry. The one inside isn’t me. The one with the surgical knife isn’t me,” Chang Yuncheng lifted her head, looking at her face as he spoke.

Chapter 427: Past Events
It’s not him?

Qi Yue stared at him in shock.

“Then, then…” she stammered, unable to speak.

What was going on?

Chang Yuncheng pulled her toward the tomb passage.

“I don’t know either, but I know it’s not me, because I haven’t died,” he said. Their footsteps echoed in the dim tomb passage, one after another reverberating.

What was happening?

They had now walked into the tomb chamber, where the white bones in the glass case were clearly visible.

White bones!

Chang Yuncheng couldn’t help but narrow his eyes slightly.

What was going on…

At that time, it was about half a year after Yueniang’s death.

“Lord, Lord, please listen to me…”

A’Ru pounded on the door forcefully, sobbing as she called out.

The door was suddenly yanked open, and Chang Yuncheng strode out in full military dress.

“Lord…” A’Ru rushed forward, calling out.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t even glance at her.

“Lord, the young marchioness asked me to tell you something. You must believe what she said, you must live well,” A’Ru caught up, choking as she called out.

Chang Yuncheng reached outside in a few steps, mounted his horse, and without looking at A’Ru from beginning to end, spurred his horse and galloped away.

A’Ru cried as she chased after him, but how could she catch up to a horse?

“Lord, if you don’t stop for a day, this servant won’t leave for a day,” she shouted hoarsely.

Horse hooves kicked up dust as the cavalry disappeared from sight.

The camp soldiers outside the government office looked at A’Ru with some sympathy and pity. Hu San, who had been standing aside, finally came forward to help support A’Ru.

“Let’s go back,” he said.

A’Ru wiped her eyes with her sleeve without saying much, obediently walking away.

“A’Ru…” Hu San hesitated to speak.

Before he could say anything, A’Ru interrupted him.

“Don’t worry, we’ll get married in another month. I’ve already sent word to Yuan Bao, he’s on his way here,” she said, sniffing. “The mistress is gone, but we still have to live as we should, no, we have to live even better, otherwise she won’t rest in peace even in death…”

Hu San sighed.

“A’Ru, that’s not what I meant,” he said, squeezing her hand. “The master passed away not long ago, and the Lord is still… don’t come here every day like this…”

A’Ru pressed her lips tightly together without speaking, lifting her feet to walk forward.

Hu San stopped talking and slowly followed behind.

They walked along the street for a short distance and saw a shop with three large characters “Qianjin Hall” hanging above it, with smaller characters “Liaodong Branch” beneath. People were constantly going in and out, mostly wounded soldiers and townspeople from the garrison.

“Miss A’Ru,” someone at the door saw her approaching and hurriedly called out, “There’s a patient here. Can you check if we need to clean the wound again before injection?”

A’Ru responded affirmatively and quickened her pace, running into the shop.

Hu San sighed behind her, looking up at the banner fluttering in the wind.

By then, we’ll have Qianjin Hall branches everywhere. Chief Steward Hu, you’ll have your work cut out for you.

That woman’s smiling face appeared before his eyes.

Cool snowflakes hit his face.

“Really, this place, it’s already spring and still snowing,” Hu San touched his face, muttering, shaking his hand as he went inside.

Near evening, a cavalry team galloped down the street, making the ground tremble.

This was Chang Yuncheng returning from patrol.

A’Ru, who was organizing medical records in the room, put down her pen and ran outside.

Hu San had been watching for this and stepped forward to stop her.

“A’Ru, stop making trouble!” he shouted.

“Let me go,” A’Ru shouted.

“I won’t let you go. What exactly are you trying to do? You surround the Lord every day, saying strange things. What will people say…” Hu San said.

A’Ru looked back at him and laughed coldly.

“I know what they say – that I want to use my position as the young marchioness’s maid to get close to the Lord, to become his concubine,” she said, her eyes reddening as she bit her lower lip. “What they say is none of my business! I just need to know what I have to do.”

“A’Ru, what exactly do you want to do?” Hu San shouted. “You go to bother the Lord every day like this…”

“The only thing the mistress asked me to do before she died is what I have to do! You don’t need to worry about it, none of you need to worry about it. You don’t know either, I just need to go find the Lord…” A’Ru shouted, struggling to break free from Hu San’s grip.

Just then, someone coughed lightly outside the door.

“Looking for me? What’s the matter?”

A man’s voice came through, and the two people arguing in the room paused, turning to look.

At the doorway, a man wearing plain brocade robes with a bright red cloak and a jade crown was looking over with a smile.

A’Ru felt momentarily dazed.

She seemed to see the young Chang Yuncheng.

“Miss A’Ru, were you looking for me?” the man continued, walking in. “I heard you calling ‘Lord’ from outside the door.”

A’Ru came back to her senses.

“Third Young Master?” she called out, very surprised.

Chang Yunqi looked at her with a slight smile.

“Third Young Master?” he asked back.

A’Ru lowered her head and bowed.

“Lord,” she called softly.

Chang Yunqi’s position as heir had been confirmed. Now he was the Lord of Marquis Dingxi’s household, while Chang Yuncheng was just a young master of Marquis Dingxi’s household.

Hu San had no feelings whatsoever for the people of Marquis Dingxi’s household, but rather carried deep disgust.

If it hadn’t been for the divorce, how could today have happened…

Just thinking about this, if not everyone, at least everyone in Qianjin Hall hated Marquis Dingxi’s household with gnashing teeth.

Though it was somewhat forced, natural disasters and human calamities were merciless, but everyone’s grief and anger ultimately needed somewhere to rest.

Marquis Dingxi’s household was perfect for this.

“Is the Lord here for medical consultation?” Hu San asked.

Chang Yunqi smiled faintly, ignoring Hu San and looking at A’Ru instead.

“I’m going to see my brother. Since Miss A’Ru also wants to go, why don’t we go together?” he said.

“We’re not going,” Hu San said ungraciously.

A’Ru didn’t speak either, but lowered her head and turned to organize the medical records, using her actions to show her attitude.

“I want to go talk to my brother about Yueniang,” Chang Yunqi suddenly said.

A’Ru’s hand paused.

“Good, Lord. Qianjin Hall isn’t far from Master Chang’s government office. If you get injured, our treatment will be very timely,” Hu San said sarcastically.

Chang Yunqi had already turned around and walked two steps before looking back.

“A’Ru, tell me, when did Qi Yueniang die?” he asked, as if remembering something.

Hu San snorted and was about to say something when he heard a “thud.”

The medical records that A’Ru had been holding to stack fell heavily onto the table.

In others’ eyes, there was only one Qi Yueniang, but A’Ru knew that there were two Qi Yueniangs in the world…

When did Qi Yueniang die? This was something everyone knew.

What everyone didn’t know was the death of the other Qi Yueniang…

Third Young Master, how could he know?

A’Ru turned around, looking at Chang Yunqi with terror all over her face.

In the government office, Chang Yuncheng, who had not yet removed his armor, turned around to look at the two people before him.

“What did you say?” he asked.

Since Qi Yueniang’s death, apart from necessary military affairs, he rarely spoke in public or private, hardly speaking at all. After more than half a year, even when he did speak, it sounded somewhat strange.

Chang Yunqi in front of him was taking off his cloak, while A’Ru kept her head down, seeming to tremble slightly.

Chang Yunqi didn’t look at him, but looked toward A’Ru instead.

“What kind of person was she?” he asked again.

Still these questions without beginning or end…

Just like him as a person, just like those people in the family, all inexplicable, without beginning or end…

Chang Yuncheng said nothing more and ignored him, slowly washing his hands in the copper basin.

“She wasn’t Qi Yueniang, was she?” Chang Yunqi asked again.

Chang Yuncheng’s scrubbing motion paused slightly, but he quickly continued washing his hands.

“From the day she entered our marquis’s household, I was with her almost constantly, sitting, lying, walking, stopping,” Chang Yunqi continued. “What kind of temperament she had, I think, in this household, apart from grandmother, only I knew best.”

At this point, he looked toward A’Ru.

“Medical skills?” He laughed, then sighed. “She didn’t know any medical skills at all.”

Chang Yuncheng finished washing his hands and took a towel to dry them. His movements were very slow.

Chang Yunqi finished this sentence and said no more.

The room fell silent.

Chang Yuncheng slowly dried his hands, again and again.

“When did she come?” Chang Yunqi suddenly said, looking at A’Ru. “Was it that time, when she hanged herself?”

A’Ru raised her head, her eyes showing complex emotions.

Chang Yuncheng also stopped drying his hands.

“Yes,” A’Ru said.

The room fell silent again.

Chang Yunqi suddenly laughed.

“So my Qi Yueniang had already died at that time,” he said, his laughter somewhat muffled and hoarse. “So she was already dead then…”

By the end, his laughter had become hoarse and turned into choking sobs.

His Yueniang, his moon, had ultimately been unwilling to leave Qiutong Court, dying without accepting even the slightest bit of his feelings…

That woman who walked out and smiled at him slightly was not his Yueniang.

“Then who was she? Who exactly was she?” he suddenly raised his voice and roared.

“She was Qi Yue, she was a doctor, she was a wandering lonely soul who had met with an accident,” A’Ru also said loudly. “She said she wasn’t from here, but from another… another world…”

At this point, she knelt down and grabbed Chang Yuncheng’s clothes.

“Lord, the young marchioness said she was going back, you must live well, live well, otherwise she won’t be at peace…” she cried. “She said she had a man and would live well. If she died, it wasn’t death, she could go back. Lord, at that time, when she first came, she tried to hang herself more than once, saying that if she died she could go back, and she insisted on staying in Qiutong Court because she came from there, thinking that she could go back from there…”

At that time…

“Chang Yuncheng, after I go back, I absolutely won’t bother you anymore. I’ll just live in Qiutong Court, won’t manage the household anymore, won’t care about anything, won’t want anything, just let me live there, I guarantee I’ll be obedient and peaceful.”

That woman had grabbed his sleeve and pleaded, her eyes full of terror.

So the terror wasn’t about him not wanting her, but about leaving the place where she could return.

At that time, the great fire at Qiutong Court had driven that woman to madness…

Someone was shaking his arm forcefully.

Chang Yuncheng suddenly came back to his senses.

“What are you doing? You scared me to death!” Qi Yue cried, reaching out to hug him.

He had been staring at those white bones as if his soul had left his body, making her think he was about to disappear, to vanish…

“Let’s go, let’s go, we won’t look anymore,” she cried, trying to drag him outside.

Chang Yuncheng felt both amused and heartbroken. He reached out to embrace her, comforting her in his arms, nuzzling her head.

“Yueniang, I was wrong before,” he said.

Qi Yue looked up at him.

“You’re not a coward,” Chang Yuncheng said. “I know now, you’re very brave. A lonely soul inexplicably came to a strange, completely different world, facing us strange people, strange rules and customs. Even I, a man, would feel nervous and uneasy, constantly vigilant, careful with every step, but you could still laugh, still make trouble, still save lives, still do so many things…”

Qi Yue looked at him, and the tears that had stopped began to flow again.

Chang Yuncheng reached out to touch her face, wiping away her tears.

“Yueniang, no, Qi Yue, I love you,” he said.

Chapter 428: Origins
After saying these words, Qi Yue first froze, then burst into tears.

“Are you crazy? Why are you saying this now?” she reached out to hug his neck, hanging on him as she cried. “Is this the time to say such things? Who confesses in a place like this!”

Chang Yuncheng laughed heartily, reaching out to embrace her shoulders.

“Then, who is he? Why does you coming here have to do with him?” Qi Yue wiped her tears and asked urgently, looking at the white bones under the glass case.

Chang Yuncheng also looked over.

“Him,” he said, his gaze falling on that surgical knife. “It’s Yunqi.”

Qi Yue was shocked.

“Him? How could it be him?” she shouted.

At this moment, footsteps came from outside.

With all the crying and laughing in here, the management staff hesitated repeatedly before finally rushing in.

This skeleton couldn’t withstand being scattered again!

The footsteps made the two temporarily separate.

“You, you need to be careful, civilized viewing, protecting cultural relics is everyone’s responsibility. Damaging cultural relics carries legal consequences,” the staff member shouted.

Qi Yue hurriedly promised repeatedly that they wouldn’t damage the cultural relics.

“What happened? Tell me quickly,” she pulled Chang Yuncheng’s arm and asked in a low voice.

What happened…

Chang Yuncheng looked at the knife held in the white bones’ embrace.

“Give me the surgical knife,” Chang Yunqi extended his hand and said.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him, snorted with laughter, and said nothing, having someone come in to bring foot washing water.

“Chang Yuncheng, do you want to find her or not?” Chang Yunqi asked.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t speak, returning to that state where he seemed not to see anyone else in the room, doing his own things.

“Chang Yuncheng, have you ever thought that A’Ru might be right, that she might really have gone back,” Chang Yunqi also said to himself. “Her belongings, have you looked at them?”

Chang Yuncheng put his feet into the copper basin, causing the water to splash.

“Are all her things there?” Chang Yunqi asked, slowly pacing.

A’Ru beside them concentrated on recalling.

Qi Yueniang’s body was ordered by the emperor to be transported to the capital, with Chang Yuncheng following behind, escorting her all the way to the capital until the emperor again ordered that Chang Yuncheng was never to enter the capital.

This capital didn’t just mean the city itself, but the entire capital region, including where Qi Yueniang was buried.

Not only could he not be buried with her, he wasn’t even allowed to see her.

Chang Yuncheng stopped outside the capital, with all proper funeral rites observed. After Qi Yueniang was buried for seven days, he turned and left.

By then, according to his orders, they had almost completely searched the river where the accident occurred, finding everything.

Actually, there hadn’t been much on their boat. The medicinal materials had already been supplied to the special army, and the gold, silver, and valuables were all in boxes, making them easy to salvage. Her clothes and jewelry weren’t numerous either. Besides that…

A’Ru had a sudden realization.

“The medicine box,” Chang Yuncheng suddenly stood up, but forgot he was washing his feet and nearly slipped.

“Yes, the medicine box,” A’Ru shouted. “That medicine box was what she brought! It came with her the day the young lady hanged herself! She told me then that it was left by her grandmother, but later she told me that it was the medicine box she had with her when she met with the accident over there!”

Chang Yunqi looked at Chang Yuncheng and smiled.

“Do you believe it now?” he asked.

Chang Yuncheng stood in the foot washing basin.

“I don’t believe you, I believe her,” he said, looking toward A’Ru.

If she had told A’Ru, then she hadn’t lied.

“The medicine box must have gone with her,” Chang Yunqi continued, pointing to Chang Yuncheng’s waist. “The only thing she truly left behind that belonged to her is this knife.”

Chang Yuncheng had already removed his armor and was wearing everyday clothes, with a leather sheath hanging from his waist that never left his side day or night.

He lowered his head, reached out to take it, opened it and drew out the surgical knife, holding it in his hand, perfectly matching the scar in his palm.

“With this, perhaps we can find her,” Chang Yunqi said, extending his hand. “Give it to me.”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him, put the knife back in its sheath, sat down and slowly dried his feet.

Chang Yunqi shook his head.

“I killed that girl from the Rao family,” he suddenly said.

A’Ru beside them stared at him in shock.

Chang Yuncheng’s hand drying his feet also stopped.

“I think this is the most satisfying thing I’ve done in my life,” Chang Yunqi said, laughing with excitement flashing in his eyes. “You lost your position as heir, your mother will suffer torment and guilt for life, you mother and son will torment each other in pain, but you have no way to resolve it…”

At this point, he stopped smiling.

“However, I still feel somewhat sad,” he sighed. “Yueniang still wanted to be with you. I originally thought she would be happy. You mother and son bullied her so much, seeing you in such a state, she should have been happiest, but unexpectedly…”

At this point he smiled again.

“But now I’m relieved,” he laughed. “So that wasn’t my Yueniang. My Yueniang was already killed by you long ago, so seeing you like this now, my Yueniang must be very happy. The one who was unhappy and sad wasn’t my Yueniang, but your Yueniang…”

Before he finished speaking, a gust of wind came, and a fist struck his face heavily.

Chang Yunqi fell straight into the corner, hitting the table corner, then bounced back and fell face down on the ground.

A’Ru covered her mouth, desperately stifling her scream.

“Get out,” Chang Yuncheng said simply.

Chang Yunqi’s face immediately swelled, his mouth and nose full of blood, but he still supported himself on the table to stand up, wiping his face with the back of his hand. Seeing the blood on his hand, he smiled.

“I said, perhaps I can help you find your Yueniang. If you believe me, come find me at Puli Temple outside the city,” he said. Because his mouth was broken, his speech was somewhat slurred and unclear. “Three days, I’ll only wait three days. If you don’t come, pretend I never came.”

With that, he turned and left.

The room fell into silence, with Chang Yuncheng standing in the center with his hands at his sides, motionless for a long time.

“What happened next?” Qi Yue shook his arm and asked.

She couldn’t stand seeing Chang Yuncheng in a daze now, especially in this environment.

“Where was I just now?” Chang Yuncheng smiled, reaching out to pat Qi Yue’s head reassuringly.

This woman hadn’t been timid before, but now she was truly pitifully timid…

She watched him constantly, careful and cautious, trembling with fear, as if closing her eyes would mean never seeing him again…

“You were saying that man heard someone say there was a way to help him find his beloved,” the staff member nearby couldn’t help but remind them.

Because outsiders were present, Chang Yuncheng had spoken very vaguely and simply. He just said a man had lost his beloved, keeping only her belongings and grieving daily, then met a man who said he could help him find his beloved back.

This kind of love story was most attractive to women. Although the male staff member thought it was too effeminate and ridiculous for a grown man to tell stories, the female staff member in her twenties, at the age when she most yearned for love stories, listened happily.

“Later, did that man believe him? Did he go find that man?” she couldn’t help but urge.

Later…

Chang Yuncheng stepped into the meditation room and saw that Chang Yunqi wasn’t the only one sitting in the room. Across from him, playing chess, was an old monk with kind eyes and brows.

Seeing him enter, Chang Yunqi made his move.

“Master, I won,” he said.

The old monk smiled and chanted a Buddhist phrase.

“When illness strikes, one seeks doctors desperately – human nature. It’s not strange that the young lord won,” he said.

“Alright, stop the nonsense. What do you want?” Chang Yuncheng said, lifting his robes to sit down.

“To give up is to gain, only by giving up can one receive. Master Chang is a wise man,” the old monk said with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing.

“However, giving up doesn’t necessarily mean gaining. It depends on whether Master Chang is willing to give up,” the old monk said, changing his tone.

“I’m willing,” Chang Yuncheng answered simply.

The old monk nodded.

“The young lord found this old monk and spoke of this mysterious matter. This old monk once acquired a mysterious method in his early years that might help Master Chang,” he said directly. “However, Master Chang surely knows this matter is mysterious and inconceivable. So while this old monk is willing to help, whether it succeeds depends on heaven’s will.”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“Big brother, aren’t you going to ask what you need to do?” Chang Yunqi asked from the side.

“What’s there to ask?” Chang Yuncheng said indifferently.

Chang Yunqi nodded and smiled, extending his hand.

“Give it to me,” he said.

“What?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“The surgical knife,” Chang Yunqi said.

Chang Yuncheng didn’t move.

“It’s like this. The young lord said this object is the only real thing that woman left in this world, so only it can send Master Chang to where that woman is,” the old monk explained from the side.

“Wouldn’t it be better if I held it?” Chang Yuncheng said.

The old monk shook his head.

“To see bones but not the person – Master Chang, if you hold it, you can go over there, but she would see you while you couldn’t see her,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng frowned.

From childhood, he had kept respectful distance from these mysterious monks and Taoists. That he could sit here listening to this mystical talk until now, he felt he must be crazy.

But living like this, it was better to be crazy.

He said nothing more, removing the surgical knife from his waist and handing it over.

Chang Yunqi took it, playing with it in his hands.

The old monk took out a completely green jade ring from his sleeve, but stopped before handing it over.

“Master Chang, you must know this matter cannot be guaranteed, not knowing when or where. Are you willing?” the old monk asked again.

Chang Yuncheng reached out and took the jade ring.

“That’s it?” he asked.

“That’s it,” the old monk nodded. “All Master Chang needs to do is wait.”

Chang Yuncheng hummed and stood up.

“Master Chang, the most difficult thing in the world is waiting,” the old monk called out to him. “Have you thought it through?”

Chang Yuncheng glanced at him.

“No, the most difficult thing in the world is not even having the chance to wait,” he said.

The old monk shook his head, looking at him with some compassion.

“First, you must wait for the young lord’s natural death before the bones can be sent,” he said slowly.

Chang Yuncheng was stunned, looking toward Chang Yunqi.

“So you’d better live well. Don’t die before I do, or everything will be ruined,” Chang Yunqi smiled, turning the surgical knife over in his hands. “Or you could pray for me to die sooner, rather than waiting until you’re seventy or eighty to see your Yueniang. What use would seeing her be then?”

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly.

As long as he could see her, even once, it would be enough.

“Then you must wait more,” the old monk continued. “The moment the young lord dies naturally is the moment you leave this place. But it’s not the moment you can reach that woman. You’ll be stripped from the world, trapped under a dark tower, waiting for the moment opportunity arrives. If fortunate, a hundred or thousand years; if unfortunate, endless, limitless, boundless. During this time, you’ll be neither dead nor alive, neither human nor ghost.”

At this point, he looked at Chang Yuncheng.

“Master Chang, can you wait through this kind of waiting?” he asked.

Chang Yuncheng said nothing and turned to leave.

“Master Chang, have you thought about this – what if this opportunity never comes? Even if the young lord sends the bones, she might not see this surgical knife, or even if she sees it, she might not take it. Then you’ll be forever trapped in that dark world, endless, limitless, boundless. Are you willing?”

“Master Chang, have you thought about this – what if you really can get there, but she might be a young child, or white-haired and wrinkled, or already just dry bones. Are you willing?”

“Master Chang, do you know this matter has only one chance in ten million, one fate in ten thousand? Are you truly willing?”

Behind him, the old monk’s voice grew louder and louder.

Chang Yuncheng had reached the door. He turned back.

“I’m willing,” he said.

The old monk looked at him, bowing his head and chanting a Buddhist phrase.

Chang Yuncheng stepped one foot over the threshold when Chang Yunqi called out to him again.

“Chang Yuncheng,” he said with a mocking smile, tossing the knife up and catching it. “Do you trust me just like that?”

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze and strode away.

The woman’s hand shaking his arm brought Chang Yuncheng back to his senses again. He looked at the white bones before him, his gaze falling on the simulation portrait beside them.

The painting showed an elegant young gentleman standing with a smile.

“I trusted you,” he exhaled, looking at the portrait and saying quietly. “But whether you believe it or not, I didn’t spend every day hoping for your early death.”

“That man died of illness six years later at his post and was buried holding the knife. Did that man find his woman?” the staff member asked urgently.

“He found her,” Chang Yuncheng glanced at her and said, then looked at Qi Yue, smiling as he reached out to pat her head.

Qi Yue naturally knew what he meant and couldn’t help but tear up again, reaching out to hug his arm.

“That’s it?” the female staff member felt the story was uninteresting. “It’s that simple?”

That terrible darkness…

That terrible waiting…

That lonely thousand years…

That consciousness without knowing spring, summer, autumn, winter, cold, heat, or seasons, conscious as neither human nor ghost, neither living nor dead…

Empty, silent, boundless and endless.

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly and nodded.

“Yes, just that simple, very easy,” he smiled.

The female staff member waved her hand in disappointment.

“What kind of story is this? Not romantic at all. Might as well change it to eternal love between those two men…” she muttered.

“Only you women like listening to stories. What’s there to listen to? Stories are just stories,” the male staff member snorted.

They talked and laughed while again instructing the two to view civilized, then left reassured.

Although the story was a bit boring, at least their behavior didn’t seem like that of crazy people.

The room quieted down. Chang Yuncheng said nothing, turning to see Qi Yue looking at him.

“What are you looking at?” he smiled quietly, reaching out to pat her forehead.

“Really that simple? He died and you came over?” Qi Yue asked.

“Yes, what else would happen?” Chang Yuncheng smiled, pulling her into his arms. “Don’t think randomly. Anyway, I’m here with you now, alive and well.”

Qi Yue was half-believing.

“But time and space… these logics don’t match up…” she frowned.

Chang Yuncheng shook her.

“Hey, don’t say these things I can’t understand. Say something I can understand,” he said dissatisfied, while looking at the glass case in front of them. “For example, why isn’t this tomb sealed up?”

Oh no, this topic had finally come!

“Actually exposing bones to daylight like this, this is really too much!” Chang Yuncheng said.

Qi Yue cried out in alarm, reaching out to grab Chang Yuncheng’s arm.

“No, listen to me…” she hurriedly shouted.

The two staff members who had just walked to the tomb entrance hadn’t even steadied themselves when they heard a woman’s scream from inside and the sound of something breaking.

The two looked at each other, their faces showing shock and terror.

It’s over!

Now they’d really lose their jobs!

“Come quickly!”

The entire scenic area was in an uproar again.

Chapter 429: Meeting the In-Laws
The phone in the Qi family’s living room rang urgently.

“Xiao Rui, answer the phone,” Mother Qi’s voice called from the inner room.

“Mom, I’m organizing the contact list,” came younger brother Qi’s voice from another room.

The phone kept ringing insistently, so Mother Qi had to hurry over, not even bothering to remove her reading glasses.

“How busy can you be…” she said.

“It’s all because of second sister! Suddenly saying she’s getting married, and in such a rush! Nothing’s prepared, we’re all dying of busyness…” younger brother Qi shouted from his room. “Don’t even know what kind of person he is, haven’t even met the parents. How can she just say she’s getting married? This is really too ridiculous…”

Ignoring her son’s muttering, Mother Qi answered the phone.

“Mom, Xiao Yue is getting married? Xiao Yue is really getting married? How is Xiao Yue getting married?” came the eldest daughter’s shouting voice through the phone.

Ever since Qi Yue had called back, Mother Qi’s ears had been constantly filled with this tone of voice.

“Yes, she’s getting married. Why can’t she get married?” Mother Qi repeated words she’d already said many times, her mouth dry and tongue parched, somewhat listless now. “…Don’t know, never met him… Right, never met him, don’t know where he’s from, how old he is, what he does… Our family will handle the entire wedding… Not joking… As long as she’s willing… Look what you’re saying, does your sister have such poor judgment?… Wu Jianfeng was an accident… Everyone has moments of poor judgment… This time she won’t misjudge… What shotgun wedding… You come back and we’ll talk… The house is already dying of busyness… Come back yourself first, one person at a time… What time is your flight? Good, have Xiao Rui pick you up…”

As she was saying this, younger brother Qi’s voice came from the room.

“Mom, I don’t have time to pick her up. Let big sister take a taxi back herself. It’s not like she doesn’t know the way,” he shouted.

Mother Qi hung up the phone.

“Look how busy you are…” she said, standing by the phone somewhat dazed. “What was I supposed to do?”

After being dazed for a moment, she suddenly slapped her forehead in realization.

“Right, right, the bedding patterns…” she said, hurrying toward the room. Before she’d taken a few steps, the doorbell rang again, and Mother Qi hurried to answer it.

It turned out to be the furniture delivery people.

“Not here, it’s at Renhe Community near Beijing Hospital…” Mother Qi called out hurriedly. “Xiao Rui, take them there…”

“Oh mom, I don’t have time…”

While things were bustling, Father Qi came home.

“I’ll notify people, you take them to set up your sister’s new room,” he said.

Only then did younger brother Qi take his clothes and go out.

“Really, using sister’s room as the wedding chamber. Mom, he’s not a con man after money and sex, is he?” he muttered.

“Oh, just go quickly, can’t you think of something good!” Mother Qi pushed him with gentle reproach.

Father Qi entered, changed clothes, sat on the sofa, and began looking through the contact list while wearing his glasses.

Mother Qi also sat across from him with her glasses on, looking through bedding catalogs.

Sunlight streamed through the windows into the room, and the current tranquility soothed the earlier busy and anxious atmosphere.

“Should we still notify those relatives back home?” Father Qi asked.

“The timing is too tight. They couldn’t make it anyway. Besides, we’re marrying off our daughter, not bringing in a daughter-in-law. Better not mention it,” Mother Qi said.

“Then, won’t the occasion be too small?” Father Qi hesitated.

Mother Qi pushed up her glasses.

“Are there really no in-laws on his side?” she asked.

“Xiao Yue said there aren’t any, just him alone. A simple wedding ceremony will do,” Father Qi said. “But marriage is a major life event. How can it be handled simply…”

“Exactly,” Mother Qi shook her head. “Don’t listen to them. Young people have these strange ideas. Marriage is a major life event. Not handling it properly is disrespectful – disrespectful to parents and to heaven and earth.”

Father Qi nodded.

“Then let’s do it this way. I’ll notify all my colleagues, classmates, and people I know from the hospital. Add Xiao Yue’s colleagues, classmates, and friends, and it’ll be several dozen tables. I’ll go check Beijing Grand Hotel again…”

“Are there still available dates?” Mother Qi asked worriedly.

“I pulled some strings to ask. Xiao Yue didn’t give a specific time, just said immediately. I had someone calculate, and November 17th is a decent date,” Father Qi said.

“November 17th? That’s only three days away! That’s too fast! These quilts definitely can’t be made in time!” Mother Qi said, immediately looking anxious again.

“Those are minor matters. There are no in-laws anyway, so who would look at such things? Just handle the wedding well,” Father Qi said.

That was the only way, Mother Qi sighed and simply tossed the catalog aside.

Having decided to only arrange the wedding day ceremony, Mother Qi felt much more relaxed.

Actually, thinking about it, there wasn’t much to be busy with. These past few days’ anxiety was ultimately because the news of her daughter’s marriage had come too suddenly.

“Don’t know what kind of person he is…” she couldn’t help saying.

Father Qi kept his head down, marking the contact list.

“I… might have met him,” he suddenly said.

Mother Qi exclaimed and sat up abruptly.

“You’ve met him? When did you meet him? Where? What does he look like? How old is he?” she asked rapid-fire.

Father Qi smiled and removed his glasses.

No matter how much they asked on the phone, Qi Yue wouldn’t say who her marriage partner was, only saying they’d meet when she returned. But after hearing this, the first person who came to his mind was that man.

That man who had entered his office that day, politely sat down, and produced his ID card.

“My name is Chang Yuncheng. I’d like to ask you about Dr. Qi Yue’s information,” he had said.

That day he hadn’t asked much, just said he’d heard Qi Yue had been sick for a long time and he’d been unable to contact her, so he was very worried.

He didn’t know why, but in this age when people were wary of strangers, when this man asked about Qi Yue, Father Qi hadn’t hesitated to give him Qi Yue’s phone number and workplace.

But strangely, he hadn’t felt uneasy at all. It had seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

Why had that man made him feel so at ease?

Perhaps it was because when he said the two words “Qi Yue,” his clenched hands, trembling body, and the joy that filled his eyes – that joy like someone who’d survived a disaster.

Someone who could show such treasure-like care for a name probably wouldn’t harbor ill will toward the owner of that name.

“Oh, speak up quickly,” Mother Qi saw her old man spacing out and urgently pushed him. “Such a big thing, and you didn’t even tell me!”

Then she started complaining about how the father and daughter didn’t take her seriously, and so on.

Father Qi laughed heartily.

“It might not be, it might not be. I’m just guessing wildly…” he hurried to soothe his wife. Just then, the doorbell rang.

“Dad, Mom, I’m back.”

Qi Yue’s voice came from outside.

Father Qi smiled.

“There, the person has come to the door herself. Go take a good look,” he laughed.

Mother Qi had already stood up from the sofa and hurried to open the door, but after two steps, she couldn’t help slowing down.

“People say son-in-laws feel nervous meeting their mother-in-law,” she turned back to say quietly to Father Qi, patting her chest. “How is it that I, the mother-in-law, am so nervous about meeting my son-in-law…”

Father Qi smiled and waved at her. When he saw his wife reach out to open the door, he also secretly took a deep breath and looked toward the entrance.

“Mom.”

Qi Yue’s smiling face appeared first, then she pulled the person beside her forward. “This is Chang Yuncheng.”

Father Qi, sitting on the sofa, quietly exhaled.

That’s right, it was indeed this man.

Chang Yuncheng.

Chang Yuncheng…

This was really funny. It was like tomorrow he’d be called brother-in-law, but only today did they learn his name. No one would believe such a thing if you told them.

Here on the sofa sat Qi Rui, looking at the man across from him.

Mother and Qi Yue were busy in the kitchen. Father had just taken a phone call and stepped away, so now there were only the two of them facing each other in the living room.

This man showed no restraint from being in someone’s home for the first time, but instead looked around with relaxed ease.

It was as if he were already a member of this family.

This made Qi Rui quite displeased.

Although this man was indeed quite handsome.

But as the future only male heir of the Qi family, he still had to be responsible for the women in this house.

Women often lost their reason when bewitched by a pretty face. At such times, a rational, wise, and astute male was needed to help them see through the fog and illuminate the right path.

“What kind of person are you?” he asked.

Chang Yuncheng withdrew his gaze and looked at this little kid.

He reached into his pocket, took out something, and handed it over.

Qi Yue, holding a piece of beef, came out of the kitchen and happened to see this scene. She hurried over, snatched the ID card from Qi Rui’s hand, and stuffed it back to Chang Yuncheng.

Qi Rui still had his hand extended, looking dazed.

Just now, what had he received?

An ID card?

What did that mean?

“I’ve told you before, don’t just pull that out,” Qi Yue sat down on the sofa armrest beside Chang Yuncheng, smiling as she held the beef to his mouth and said quietly.

Chang Yuncheng frowned, seemingly displeased with her crude behavior, but still obediently opened his mouth to eat.

“When people ask what kind of person you are, they don’t mean that,” Qi Yue rested her hand on his shoulder, laughing quietly in his ear. “No one doubts you’re not from here. Don’t be so nervous about proving you’re not an outsider…”

“You’re the outsider. I’m not nervous,” Chang Yuncheng snorted.

“Sure you’re not,” Qi Yue giggled.

Qi Rui beside them coughed heavily.

“Hey, hey,” he crossed his legs and raised his chin, pointing at himself. “Pay attention, there’s an underage pure youth here…”

Qi Yue laughed and waved at him.

Mother Qi came out of the kitchen at this moment.

“Time to eat,” she said, looking at Chang Yuncheng with a beaming smile. “Come, Yuncheng, sit here. Yueyue said you love pig’s head, so I specially made it for you. See if it suits your taste?”

Chang Yuncheng stood up, smiled, and bowed politely.

“Thank you, Mother,” he said.

Qi Rui choked and made a “pfft” sound.

“Hey, hey, you’re really… really…” he stared wide-eyed.

“Really what? Call him brother-in-law,” Qi Yue reached out and patted his head.

Mother Qi didn’t feel uncomfortable at all, but happily smiled and nodded.

Qi Rui snorted and walked toward the dining table.

“Mom, where’s my favorite braised duck head? Why didn’t you make it for me…” he looked at the table full of dishes and muttered dissatisfiedly.

“Where’s the time for that?” Mother Qi said, handing him chopsticks. “Distribute the chopsticks. You’re such a grown person, but you have no sense at home, can’t see what needs doing.”

Qi Rui shook his head.

“Really, only new faces are seen laughing, old faces aren’t seen crying. Beauty fades quickly, love grows thin…” he sighed while distributing chopsticks.

This made all three of them laugh.

Father Qi finished his phone call and came out. Seeing everyone laughing, he smiled too.

“Let’s eat,” Mother Qi said, seeing Father Qi’s expression, she paused slightly. “Old Qi, come help me with the soup.”

Father Qi understood his wife’s hint and followed her in.

“What’s wrong?” Mother Qi asked, lowering her voice while glancing outside. Chang Yuncheng had already sat down, with Qi Yue sitting beside him, using chopsticks to point at dishes saying something. The man looked at her daughter with eyes full of loving, doting smiles.

“He’s quite good,” she said, withdrawing her gaze and looking at Father Qi. “I asked – his parents have passed away, he was a soldier, handsome, and a good person. Though he doesn’t talk much, you can tell he’s reliable. Don’t put on a stern face and scare the children.”

Father Qi laughed.

“Just because he’s good-looking makes him good? Just by standing there, smiling at you, calling you ‘Mother,’ you immediately put him on a pedestal,” he laughed.

“Yes, I’m a woman with long hair and short sight, I just look at faces,” Mother Qi laughed, then pulled Father Qi’s arm to look outside. “Look, this child is one hundred percent good to Yueyue, not fake at all. Are you displeased that he has no parents, or that he has no job? No education?”

Father Qi laughed.

“I’ve been putting up with you for most of my life, and now you’re wronging me,” he said.

Mother Qi paused, then laughed, feeling relieved.

“Then what’s really wrong?” she asked quietly.

“Beijing Grand Hotel has no available dates,” Father Qi frowned. “They just called – it’s really impossible. They said at most they could find a date in March next year.”

“If there are no dates, then forget it,” Qi Yue’s voice came from outside, startling the old couple.

“How are you eavesdropping?” Mother Qi scolded.

“I was afraid you’d say bad things about Yuncheng,” Qi Yue said, leaning against the door frame with a smile.

Mother Qi glared at her.

“Really, when a daughter grows up, she can’t be kept at home!” she scolded.

“Dad, honestly, we just want to get our marriage certificate and then have a meal with friends you know so we can meet each other. That’s enough,” Qi Yue said with a smile. “Don’t make a big scene. For us, those things are really unimportant.”

“But for us, it’s very important,” Father Qi shook his head. “Don’t worry about it. Get the certificate when you should. Consider this wedding something you’re doing for us, to accommodate us. Yueyue, we’ve raised you all these years and really want to send you off in style. Call us vain if you want, but we parents just want to show off a little.”

Chang Yuncheng here stopped his chopsticks and looked at Qi Rui, who was eating heartily.

“Getting a certificate and a wedding are different?” he asked.

Qi Rui didn’t even look up.

“Getting a certificate is legal, a wedding announces it to the world. Of course they’re different,” he said.

Announcing to the world in style that she was his wife, he was her husband.

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“You really haven’t been to college? How do you not even know this?” Qi Rui finally reacted and looked up. “In the countryside, even without a certificate, as long as you’ve had a wedding and treated neighbors and friends to a feast, that’s iron proof of marriage. Even without a certificate, it’s legally protected…”

Chang Yuncheng nodded.

“I understand,” he said.

Qi Rui looked at him, then at the three people still talking in the kitchen, and pulled out a card from his pocket.

“What’s this?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“This is my private savings,” Qi Rui said quietly. “My sister has been pretty unlucky these past few years. First she was dumped, then had an accident, barely saved her life, and because of her strange behavior, people secretly said she had mental problems. Cough, hey, I’m not saying my sister is bad – she doesn’t have mental problems…”

Chang Yuncheng smiled and nodded.

“I know,” he said.

Qi Rui pursed his lips.

“You… buy her a decent wedding ring,” he said, pushing the bank card over.

Chang Yuncheng looked at him without speaking.

“Consider it a loan from me. You have to pay me back later,” Qi Rui said somewhat embarrassedly, snorting.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and took the bank card.

“Thank you,” he said.

Qi Rui rubbed his nose and mumbled something unintelligible, then lowered his head to eat frantically.

A phone suddenly rang, interrupting the conversations on both sides.

Chapter 430: Hand in Hand
“Mine, mine,” Qi Yue said, hurrying to find her bag.

Mother and Father Qi came to sit at the dining table.

“How is it? Do you find the food agreeable?” Mother Qi asked with a smile.

Chang Yuncheng smiled and nodded.

“Very delicious, thank you, Mother,” he said. “As delicious as what Yueniang makes.”

“Oh my, are you praising me or praising Yue…” Mother Qi laughed, but as she spoke, she felt something strange about what she’d just heard.

Yueniang?

“Yueyue,” Chang Yuncheng said with a smile. “Yueyue cooks so well, it must be because you taught her well, Mother.”

Mother Qi was beaming with joy.

“Oh my, I say, that’s about enough. My teeth are getting sore from all this sweetness,” Qi Rui said, tapping the table.

Father Qi looked at them with a smile, his expression pleased.

“How did you two meet?” he asked.

How did they meet…

Chang Yuncheng smiled slightly.

A crude medical clinic, the mixed smell of medicine and blood, that woman had rushed in like a beam of light.

“My God, don’t you even know how to stop bleeding?” she frowned and shouted.

Proud, arrogant, spirited, radiant…

“When she was treating patients,” he said.

Father Qi and the others had no doubt about this answer, all saying “oh” – such a natural response.

Father Qi was about to say more when Qi Yue came over with the phone.

“It’s for you,” she said, covering the phone receiver. “It’s that elder you mentioned who helped you. Did you give him my number?”

Naturally he hadn’t, but what phone number couldn’t that old gentleman get if he wanted it?

Chang Yuncheng took the phone and stood up, walking to the side.

The Qi family was talking here, and after just a few words, Chang Yuncheng came back.

“About the wedding, let’s set it for November 17th,” he said.

The Qi family members all looked at him, somewhat confused by his words.

“Getting the certificate tomorrow means we’re married. That’s how it is here, different from your place…” Qi Yue pulled him to sit down, speaking vaguely about “us” and “your place.” Fortunately, the family didn’t pay attention to this, just looking at Chang Yuncheng.

“You don’t understand this…” Qi Yue said again.

“I understand,” Chang Yuncheng said, no longer looking at Qi Yue but at the Qi parents. “Let’s set it for November 17th.”

Father Qi smiled.

“Good, good,” he said.

Mother Qi couldn’t help but look at him, while Father Qi pretended not to notice.

After dinner, Mother Qi pulled Father Qi into the kitchen.

“What about the restaurant? It’s so rushed, there’s nowhere suitable available,” she said anxiously.

“I’ll think of another way, think of another way. At worst, we’ll notify fewer people and find a smaller place…” Father Qi said. “Since he’s spoken up, as an elder, I can’t let his words fall flat.”

“And here you are talking about me – he hasn’t even called you ‘Dad’ yet, and you’re already spoiling him like this,” Mother Qi scolded.

Father Qi chuckled.

Outside, Qi Yue was also talking quietly with Chang Yuncheng.

“…Here, weddings require booking hotels, all done in advance. There’s nowhere available to book now, and Mom and Dad want to have a grand celebration…” she said in a low voice.

“I want you to have a grand celebration too,” Chang Yuncheng interrupted, reaching out to stroke her hair.

“Chang Yuncheng, do we still care about that?” Qi Yue looked at him and said.

Chang Yuncheng just looked at her and smiled without speaking.

The phone rang again. This time Chang Yuncheng answered it. After listening and responding briefly, he hung up and walked toward the kitchen.

He politely knocked on the door.

Mother Qi was startled and opened the door.

“Yuncheng, the fruit is washed. Come, sit down and eat,” she said with a smile, bringing over a plate of fruit.

“Father, Mother,” Chang Yuncheng said. “An elder of mine says the wedding venue has been arranged.”

Father Qi, Mother Qi, and Qi Yue and Qi Rui who had followed over were all stunned.

“Because the timing is so tight, the elder won’t be coming to meet you, but asks that you prepare the guest list. Cars will be arranged to pick everyone up,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Where is it booked?” Father Qi couldn’t help asking.

Chang Yuncheng shook his head.

“He didn’t say,” he said.

What kind of elder was this? The Qi parents looked at each other, somewhat bewildered.

Late at night, Mother Qi entered the bedroom and closed the door, seeing Father Qi organizing the guest list under the table lamp.

“Are we really doing what he said?” Mother Qi asked, sitting beside Father Qi, her expression uneasy. “Not saying what place, not saying what kind of person the elder is…”

“Didn’t he say he didn’t know? How is that not saying?” Father Qi said.

“Not knowing is the same as not saying,” Mother Qi said.

Not knowing what kind of person the elder was, not knowing where the wedding venue was – who would believe such ignorance?

“This child is honest. When he says he doesn’t know, he means he doesn’t know, nothing else,” Father Qi said with a frown.

Mother Qi couldn’t help but laugh.

“You talk as if you gave birth to him yourself, look how well you know him,” she laughed.

“Don’t worry. Since he said so, let’s just listen. I’ll only notify these close friends,” Father Qi said, looking at the list in his hands.

First, there weren’t many people; second, if there were any problems with the wedding, these people would be understanding and it wouldn’t become a laughingstock.

Mother Qi nodded.

Although the Qi parents had narrowed down their notification list, news of Qi Yue’s wedding still spread throughout the hospital.

“…Not many received invitations, they said it’s just a small gathering, not making a big deal of it.”

“…Oh dear, Dr. Qi will lose a lot of gift money this time…”

“…Giving up gift money is probably for face…”

“…Passing up Dr. Peng for someone like that, who knows what kind of person she got as a son-in-law…”

“…Exactly, exactly, Dr. Peng is such a pity…”

“…Who’s the pity? Isn’t it Dr. Qi who’s the pity? Could it be that Dr. Peng was the one who got dumped? Obviously Dr. Peng dumped her…”

Various discussions and gossip filled every corner, with many people trying to find out what kind of person Qi Yue was marrying. But unfortunately, the wedding news was sudden and not many people were notified, so amid all the chatter, nothing could be learned, and all kinds of speculation ran wild.

Regardless of the speculation, the wedding day three days later arrived peacefully.

Huang Ying came straight from the airport, dragging her luggage out of the taxi just as she encountered hospital colleagues arriving.

“Good thing you made it in time, Xiao Huang,” two female doctors hurried over to help her with her luggage.

“Oh, I’m so furious!” Huang Ying shouted angrily. “Such a big thing, what is she doing!”

“Looks like you don’t know about the groom either,” the female doctors laughed, patting her shoulder. “Come on, let’s see what surprise Yueyue has for us.”

Just as they were about to go upstairs, a car stopped and a woman in festive formal wear got out first. Seeing Huang Ying and the others, she waved cheerfully.

“Oh, you’re all here,” she said.

Huang Ying’s face darkened.

“Cui Xiu, were you invited?” she asked.

Cui Xiu smiled and tossed her hair.

“No matter what, we were classmates and colleagues. If she’s petty and doesn’t notify us, we can’t be petty and not come,” she said.

Wu Jianfeng got out of the car reluctantly.

“Give the gift money and leave,” he said with a stern face.

“Why? Will eating a meal kill you?” Cui Xiu shouted.

Guests were already going upstairs, and hearing this, they all looked over.

Huang Ying and the two female doctors looked very displeased.

“Cui Xiu, I’m telling you, if you dare cause trouble today, I’ll tear your mouth apart right here,” Huang Ying said through gritted teeth.

“How am I causing trouble? I came to congratulate and give gifts – am I here to cause trouble? Is it so hard to be a good person nowadays?” Cui Xiu shouted back just as rudely.

The two female doctors pulled at Huang Ying.

“Forget it, stop shouting,” they said quietly, then looked at Cui Xiu. “Cui Xiu, we’re all colleagues. You know what you should do.”

Huang Ying glared at the two hatefully and went upstairs with her luggage.

Cui Xiu snorted and also went up.

Wu Jianfeng hesitated for a moment, then followed.

Since they were marrying off their daughter, the Qi family hadn’t put up red decorations. Only a red silk banner hung at the entrance, and there were already more than ten guests inside, gathered together talking and laughing.

Huang Ying and the others came in but didn’t see Qi Yue.

“She went to get her makeup done,” Mother Qi said.

“I was hoping to accompany her,” Huang Ying said regretfully.

“Her big sister came back and went with her. Xiao Huang, you must be tired too. Sit down and rest,” Mother Qi said with a smile.

“Auntie, I heard Beijing Grand Hotel wasn’t available. Are we going directly to the wedding home?” Cui Xiu suddenly asked.

Huang Ying gritted her teeth and turned around.

Mother Qi didn’t know her and just thought she was a colleague.

“No, we’re going to a restaurant first,” she said.

“Which restaurant?” Cui Xiu pressed.

Mother Qi looked somewhat embarrassed – even now, they still didn’t know which restaurant… no one would believe it if they told them.

Cui Xiu saw Mother Qi’s expression and felt somewhat triumphant.

“Jianfeng and I drove here, so we can go directly there,” Cui Xiu continued.

Jianfeng? Mother Qi was stunned, then saw Wu Jianfeng walking through the door, and her expression froze.

“Auntie,” Wu Jianfeng said, lowering his head.

Mother Qi forced a smile, wanted to say something but felt it wasn’t appropriate, so she simply turned and walked away. But Qi Rui wasn’t having it.

“Hey, who asked you to come? Do you have an invitation?” he strode over shouting.

The suddenly raised voice made everyone else in the room look over. Mother Qi quickly patted her son and gave him a look.

“It’s your sister’s happy day,” she reminded him quietly.

Qi Rui snorted. Though he lowered his voice, his look at Wu Jianfeng remained unfriendly.

“Get out,” he said quietly with a jerk of his head.

“Why? We can’t come? People without invitations can’t come?” Cui Xiu said.

“That’s right, without invitations you can’t come,” Qi Rui said.

Cui Xiu laughed mockingly, ignoring him and waving her hand as she looked around the room.

“It’s just a wedding, and you won’t let people come without invitations,” she said.

Qi Rui was about to say more when his phone rang, and he hurried to answer it.

“Mom, big sister and second sister went directly to the wedding venue, and they said cars are coming to pick us up too,” he said hurriedly after listening.

“Not even riding in the wedding car? No bride pickup either?” Cui Xiu said quietly to someone nearby.

The colleague standing nearby stepped away and pretended not to hear.

“Let’s go, we’ll drive ourselves and save them a car. Car rentals are expensive these days,” Cui Xiu said, not caring as she snorted and headed for the exit.

Just as she reached the door, she heard footsteps, and looking up, people were coming in.

They were actually people in military uniforms – ten of them entered one after another.

Cui Xiu was stunned and involuntarily stepped back.

The first military officer surveyed the room, saw Father Qi, and quickly walked over, standing at attention and saluting.

The room became somewhat quiet.

“Oh my, that’s a major…” a guest recognized the rank and said quietly to someone beside them.

So this son-in-law was a soldier, or his family were soldiers – having a major for the wedding escort wasn’t bad.

The atmosphere in the room became cheerful again.

“Mr. and Mrs. Qi, I am your driver,” the major said. “Please come with me to the car.”

Driver?

Everyone was stunned again.

Not an elder for the wedding escort?

At this moment, the other military personnel also walked up to the guests present, taking out documents.

“…Are you Mr. Xu Wenqing?”

“…Are you Ms. Ling Cui?”

Inquiry voices filled the room. Looking at these serious military personnel with documents scrutinizing and questioning them, everyone present felt nervous.

Some people even looked closely at the documents – they were actually official government documents…

What was… happening?

What was going on?

Some people who received invitations hadn’t come alone but brought family members and children, and they were all checked one by one.

Naturally, someone asked about Cui Xiu and Wu Jianfeng.

“What’s this about?” Cui Xiu asked, coming to her senses. “What’s going on? Are we picking up the bride or going through customs?”

The military officer in front of her had a solemn expression and saluted crisply.

“It’s my duty, please understand,” he said. “Do you have invitations?”

“No,” Cui Xiu said ungraciously. “What’s this about? Who do you think you are, national leaders? Attending your wedding and needing invitations…”

“We’re all colleagues,” another colleague nearby who also didn’t have an invitation said somewhat embarrassedly. She had a good relationship with Qi Yue, so she had come, but now felt awkward.

“Then please state your names,” the officer said, taking out a walkie-talkie.

“Never mind, I won’t go,” the colleague said, embarrassed and nervous.

Wu Jianfeng also tugged at Cui Xiu’s arm.

“Why not go? With such a big production, wouldn’t it be rude to the hosts not to go?” Cui Xiu snorted, shaking off Wu Jianfeng’s hand. “My name is Cui Xiu, and he’s Wu Jianfeng.”

The officer said nothing more and reported the names into his walkie-talkie.

Seeing her do this, the other colleague also gave her name.

Soon there was a reply, and the officer nodded.

“Please come with me,” he said.

The people in the room were divided into two groups – one group had obviously received Father Qi’s invitations, while the other group had no invitations.

Downstairs, identical red flag cars were parked. Near noon, but strangely, though this was usually the busiest time in the residential area, the surroundings seemed very quiet now – not only were there no onlookers, there weren’t even any passersby.

“Dad…” Qi Rui asked quietly, “did you really just give Chang Yuncheng our family’s guest list? This… this… are we going to a wedding? I feel like we’re going to the People’s Congress…”

Father Qi was equally shocked, vaguely guessing something but still not daring to believe it.

The major officer opened the car door and invited them in.

The family of three sat in one car, and the major got in only after they were seated.

Other guests also got into cars in order, with expressions of amazement and uncertainty.

Qi Rui couldn’t stand it anymore sitting in the car.

“Brother soldier,” he said, “where are we going?”

“State Guest House,” the major driver said without turning around.

Qi Rui’s mouth twitched.

State Guest House…

This was the wedding venue Chang Yuncheng said had been arranged?

Oh my goodness…

At the State Guest House, Chang Yuncheng had already changed into his groom’s formal wear and stood before the mirror.

“Not bad, not bad,” Old Cao smiled. He had also changed into new clothes.

“Just average,” Cao Wenjun said dismissively from the side.

“Old sir,” Chang Yuncheng turned around and said, “you really didn’t need to come.”

Old Cao glared.

“What? I arrange the wedding venue for you, and you won’t even let me eat a meal?” he said with mock anger.

Cao Wenjun immediately chimed in mockingly.

“Yeah, yeah, since you dared to make that request, how can you not dare to let him eat a meal?” he said sourly.

This kid, didn’t know if he was truly naive or just bold – a complete stranger daring to ask his grandfather to find him a wedding venue.

In this world, there weren’t many people who dared to make such direct requests of the old man.

Did he know what it meant to have the old man arrange his wedding?

Most irritating was that the old man actually agreed!

Really…

If you’re so bold, why don’t you ask the old man to act as an elder and receive the wedding bows!

Chang Yuncheng straightened his clothes, looked at Old Cao, and bowed with cupped hands.

Seeing his etiquette, Old Cao narrowed his eyes slightly.

“Junior Chang Yuncheng, alone in this world with no relatives or friends, blessed by heaven to meet you, sir. On this important life occasion, I request that you, sir, act as an elder and receive the wedding bows from us husband and wife,” he said slowly, bowing with cupped hands three times.

This was said half in classical, half in vernacular Chinese. Cao Wenjun didn’t understand at first, but when he realized what was being said, his eyes widened as he drew in a sharp breath.

Damn, he really dared!!

Old Cao laughed heartily.

“Good! Then I’ll accept graciously and share in you newlyweds’ joy,” he said readily.

When only Cao Wenjun and Chang Yuncheng remained in the room, Cao Wenjun lit a cigarette and took a heavy drag.

Listening, there were already lively voices outside.

“Do you know what it means for my grandfather to arrange this wedding for you?” he said, exhaling smoke.

Before Chang Yuncheng could answer, he pointed outside with his cigarette-holding hand, also listening.

“Listen, those talking now are from the Military Commission. They’re here, so several Military Commission leaders will definitely come too… Do you know what Military Commission leaders mean?” he looked at Chang Yuncheng again, taking two drags before asking.

Chang Yuncheng just smiled and looked at himself in the mirror.

Such strange clothing…

“Hey, I just don’t understand – are you a mountain savage who’s never seen the world and doesn’t know any better, or are you some immortal from heaven who’s seen everything and remains unperturbed?” Cao Wenjun asked with a frown. “Looking at you, it’s like that opera line – having drunk wine with the emperor, having your boots removed by eunuchs…”

Emperor…

Chang Yuncheng’s hand on his button stopped.

The emperor did indeed like drinking with him…

He sighed lightly.

Though he’d been so furious, it was probably more from loneliness.

“Hey, hey,” Cao Wenjun raised his voice, calling back the distracted Chang Yuncheng. “I’m saying, do you know…”

“I know,” Chang Yuncheng turned around and interrupted him. “The old sir repays my kindness, I respect his righteousness. I’m a junior, respecting him as an elder, asking him to receive the ceremony – that’s all.”

Cao Wenjun was stunned by his words.

Was this real or fake…

“That’s how I think of it. How you think of it is up to you,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Cao Wenjun took several heavy drags of his cigarette.

“You’re really lucky to have made my grandfather owe you a favor,” he said.

Chang Yuncheng raised his finger and wagged it.

“Not my luck – what I deserved,” he said, looking at Cao Wenjun and smiling proudly. “Otherwise, put yourself in that situation and see if you’d have such luck.”

Cao Wenjun was stunned, then laughed.

“I tell you, you really have thick skin! Even if that’s true, you don’t need to say it so directly, do you? Brother, one should be magnanimous!” he said.

Chang Yuncheng smiled without speaking.

More lively sounds came from outside, with faint music.

“Let’s go, bridegroom, your bride is here,” Cao Wenjun pressed his cigarette into the ashtray, patted Chang Yuncheng’s shoulder, and pushed him toward the door.

The door opened, and music and laughter rushed in. The hall was filled with many people, sitting and standing.

These were all people he didn’t know. Chang Yuncheng looked straight ahead and immediately saw the woman in bright red wedding robes among the crowd – clothing that didn’t belong to this era, and though imperfect, still decent phoenix crown and ceremonial robes, forming a comical contrast with his black Western suit.

“I did not come for you, but you came for me.”

Looking at the man walking toward her step by step, tears still fell from Qi Yue’s eyes despite her efforts to hold them back. She extended her hand, and Chang Yuncheng took it.

(End of Main Story)

Ming Men Yi Nu – Epilogue
When everyone saw Qi Yue emerge in that classical wedding dress, not a single person at the venue laughed.

Even Cui Xiu, who had been determined to watch the spectacle, didn’t laugh—or rather, she didn’t even notice.

“Jianfeng… Jianfeng… look, look at that person…” She gripped Wu Jianfeng’s arm tightly, following the ushers as they walked slowly. There were many people around, many she recognized, though those people didn’t recognize her. “Isn’t that the Deputy Prime Minister or something… and that one, and that one… Oh heavens, Jianfeng, did we somehow end up inside a news broadcast?”

Though Wu Jianfeng wasn’t as flustered as she was, his rigid posture revealed his current tension.

In fact, their entire group was like this.

“No wonder, no wonder.”

No wonder they had only invited so few people to attend the wedding. A wedding of this caliber, my goodness…

“Old Qi, Old Qi.”

After being led to their table, everyone couldn’t help but crowd around to speak with Father Qi and Mother Qi. They didn’t say much, just vigorously patted shoulders and arms, gripped hands and shook them, expressing their inner excitement and shock.

Such a wedding, and Old Qi had remembered to invite them to attend—nothing more needed to be said. This was the most genuine, ironclad friendship there could be.

Several of them were officials in the health system, and when the in-laws were introduced, they had already managed to shake hands with the high-ranking ministry leaders, with the fortunate ones even exchanging a word or two.

For those in official careers, every moment and place presented opportunities. Don’t underestimate a single sentence or handshake—at crucial moments, they could mean the difference between life and death.

Father and Mother Qi were actually not much better off than the others. Now, seeing everyone’s grateful, excited expressions, they felt somewhat helpless.

Heaven knew, their original intention had been to avoid having too many people and creating an embarrassing situation that would be hard to handle, so they had carefully selected these people. If they had known they were attending such a wedding, they probably would have deliberated more carefully, and quite a few of these people wouldn’t have been invited.

Just what kind of person was this son-in-law of theirs?

Could an orphan with no education and no job really arrange such a wedding banquet?

What a joke!

Qi Rui thought that shouting “Oh my god!” when he got into that Red Flag sedan should have been the biggest shock of the day, but it turned out that was just the beginning.

He looked at the familiar and unfamiliar faces in the hall and couldn’t help swallowing hard.

“Mom, so my brother-in-law is a red princeling…” he muttered. “Well then, my bank card should be returned soon. Maybe the money inside will even double…”

Thinking of this, he couldn’t help grinning foolishly.

The hall became lively, with someone shouting that the groom was coming out.

Everyone hurried to crane their necks to look.

Among those present, almost no one had seen the bride and groom, or even knew who they were. But what did it matter?

“Oh, it’s that guy!” Huang Ying stared at the man striding past her and exclaimed in shock.

“You still said you’d never seen him,” a colleague beside her whispered, nudging her accusingly.

“Oh my god, oh my god, so it was him!” Huang Ying covered her mouth, still exclaiming.

That rude man…

Cui Xiu watched the man walk past and only withdrew her gaze after a long time, then looked at Wu Jianfeng.

“What are you looking at?” Wu Jianfeng felt uncomfortable under her stare and snapped in a low voice.

“You still said you dumped Qi Yue,” Cui Xiu laughed mockingly, looking at him. “Actually, she dumped you, didn’t she?”

Wu Jianfeng’s face darkened.

“What nonsense are you talking about? Don’t spout nonsense here,” he scolded in a low voice irritably.

“I really… I picked up someone else’s castoff, and I was even showing off in front of her. What was I showing off about…” Cui Xiu ignored him and continued, saying with a sideways glance, “You really made me lose face.”

Applause broke out, interrupting their conversation. Everyone looked toward the stage, where the married couple was bowing to their elders.

Time flowed across a thousand years. Under the Great Xia dynasty’s temporal space, in early winter in Yongqing Prefecture, rain and snow fell in flurries. Pedestrians hurried along the streets, while raggedly dressed children ran through laughing and playing with pinwheels, adding a bright touch to winter’s bleakness.

In Qianjin Hall, A’Ru, now dressed as a married woman, looked at the opened bundle before her. Letters and various small clay figurines and other miscellaneous items were scattered about.

“…Were all these… found where Master Chang disappeared?” she asked in a trembling voice, reaching out to touch them.

“Yes,” Guard Xiao Qu said.

“Then Master Chang, he…” Hu San asked hurriedly.

Xiao Qu shook his head.

“No news,” he said.

A’Ru and Hu San exchanged glances, neither saying anything.

Someone came running in with heavy footsteps.

“Sister, sister, it’s true, it’s true…” A’Hao rushed in, and instead of speaking, she burst into tears with a wail.

Everyone in the room was startled.

“What’s wrong? What’s true?” A’Ru grabbed her and pressed urgently.

“The Prince of Marquis Dingxi has died of illness,” A’Hao cried out.

A’Ru and Hu San exchanged glances, both seeing shock in each other’s eyes.

“When did this happen?” A’Ru asked in a trembling voice, gripping A’Hao’s hand so hard she almost wanted to tear through her clothes.

“Ten days ago,” A’Hao said, wiping her tears.

Ten days ago!

A’Ru looked at Xiao Qu.

Xiao Qu nodded at her.

That’s right, that’s right. Chang Yuncheng had suddenly disappeared ten days ago. During patrol, he had a habit of spurring his horse to gallop ahead of his men, but he never acted recklessly. After galloping, he would return to a safe place to wait for his men. But this time, his men couldn’t find their master. They only found his horse, his clothes, and the small bundle he always carried with him. They searched everywhere they could, but Chang Yuncheng had vanished without a trace like a ghost. This incident was even rumored locally to be the work of demons and spirits, forcing the authorities to issue a denial, hastily declaring Chang Yuncheng dead from an attack.

“Sister,” A’Hao also gripped A’Ru tightly, unable to say a word before breaking into tears again.

A’Ru turned to look at the bundle on the table, and tears could no longer be held back.

In this life, they would never meet again. Even exchanging a single inquiry through letter was now impossible.

“Please, I beg you to save A’Hao. No matter who you are, as long as you save A’Hao, A’Ru is willing to give her life in exchange…”

“I can’t do it alone. I need your help. There isn’t much time left, and we have many things to do.”

My lady…

“Whatever you need A’Ru to do, A’Ru will do,” A’Ru murmured. “A’Ru will definitely do it well!”

Urgent shouting came from outside the door.

“Emergency, critical emergency.”

A’Ru wiped her tears and released A’Hao, running outside.

“Prepare the carriage,” she called as she opened the door, running toward the emergency corridor in the back courtyard. Three disciples wearing green robes were already there, taking different medicine boxes from a row of wooden cabinets.

A’Ru took her nursing kit and got into the carriage. The horse-drawn carriage, hung with a large red lantern marked “Qianjin Hall Emergency,” rushed out of Qianjin Hall.

In the falling rain and snow, pedestrians hurried to get out of the way as the carriage sped through the streets.

Extra Chapter: Baby
In Huangtian County, firecracker sounds rang from east to west, drawing crowds of onlookers.

A group of yamen runners cleared the way, holding congratulatory signs.

“What’s happening?”

The neighbors all asked.

“The son of Widow Wang from the east side of town passed the scholar examination…”

This news spread quickly, and immediately the streets filled with congratulations.

“Widow Wang’s family has finally made it through the hard times…”

As firecrackers crackled and children ran back and forth following the congratulatory procession, when they reached the front of one household, suddenly the street gate opened and a group of servants rushed out, wielding brooms without a word and began sweeping vigorously, instantly filling the area with flying dust.

Fortunately, the yamen runners were quick on their feet and dodged in time, but even so they were choked into continuous coughing, and the watching crowd also hurried to avoid the dust.

This wasn’t the end of it. Before the dust had settled, people came out and poured bucket after bucket of water.

This was clearly intentional!

Some yamen runners were about to angrily scold them, but when they saw the gate and residence before them, they quickly swallowed their words.

This was the home of former Assistant Magistrate Liu.

“Go around, go around,” the lead runner quickly whispered.

Normally, taking a detour during congratulatory processions was considered unlucky, but at this moment no one could worry about that. Without a single objection, they hurriedly turned around and retreated.

This wasn’t because everyone feared the Liu family’s assistant magistrate position, but because they feared Old Master Liu’s mouth.

Old Master Liu’s foul mouth was famous throughout the entire prefecture.

“How did Widow Wang’s family offend the Liu family?” everyone couldn’t help asking quietly, but no one knew what had happened.

Lucky or unlucky was Widow Wang’s family’s business, but provoking Old Master Liu was their business.

The group rushed away, not daring to set off firecrackers until they turned the corner.

The area in front of the gate returned to quiet, the dust settled.

Inside the main gate, an elderly woman leaning on a walking stick finally snorted and turned around.

“Close the gate!” she said.

The Liu family’s main gate closed, and if not for the water flowing in front of the gate, it would have seemed as if nothing had happened.

Old Madam Liu entered the inner courtyard, her fierce expression immediately disappeared, and she sighed instead.

Footsteps came from ahead, and Old Madam Liu immediately perked up, looking over with a smile.

A girl of twelve or thirteen walked out, wearing a tender yellow dress with her hair in a maiden’s bun. Though still young, her figure was already graceful, but it was a pity that if not for the white cloth covering her face…

“Grandmother,” Liu Yan ran over and took Old Madam Liu’s hand, overflowing with affection.

“Going out?” Old Madam Liu stroked her granddaughter’s shoulder and asked with a smile.

“Yes,” Liu Yan smiled.

“If you’re not busy, copy some Buddhist scriptures for me,” Old Madam Liu said.

Liu Yan laughed, her large eyes crinkled.

“Grandmother, I’m fine,” she said. “I didn’t like that family anyway. I was afraid you’d worry, so I never said anything. Now that they’ve backed out, it’s for the best.”

Old Madam Liu sighed twice.

“Nothing was said, nothing was said. There’s no backing out or not backing out. Don’t listen to people’s nonsense. Grandmother never arranged a marriage for you with Widow Wang’s son!” she said sternly.

Liu Yan nodded.

“Then I’m going out. A few critical patients came to Qianjin Hall the day before yesterday, Dr. Liu went out on a call, and Sister A’Ru is now pregnant. I’m going to help,” she said.

Old Madam Liu nodded.

“Good, good, go ahead then,” she said, while instructing the women servants to take good care of her, watching as the group escorted Liu Yan out.

Turning around, Old Madam Liu saw Old Master Liu standing in the room.

“Sounds nice, saying she could be cured, but look at her now, still not better…” Old Master Liu snorted.

Before he could finish speaking, Old Madam Liu threw her walking stick at him.

“Don’t use that foul mouth of yours on your own family! Go get justice for my Yan’er! Make that ungrateful Widow Wang’s family lose face completely after climbing high branches when they got ahead!” she shouted.

Though Yan’er in her carriage couldn’t see or hear Old Madam Liu’s anger and sadness, she could guess.

In the luxuriously appointed carriage, she sat alone, but everything she needed was within reach.

Yan’er reached out and opened a small drawer, taking out a small mirror. She untied her face veil and looked at herself in the mirror.

Tears fell drop by drop onto the mirror surface, turning the strangely shaped lips and nose in the reflection into a blur of mist.

“Liar… liar… said she could cure me, but left without curing me…” she murmured quietly, not crying aloud, just silently shedding tears.

The carriage swayed toward the prefecture city, stopping outside Qianjin Hall in the afternoon.

Seeing the familiar carriage, disciples from Qianjin Hall greeted her warmly.

“Miss Liu has come.”

Liu Yan’er got out of the carriage with the help of a servant woman. The two eyes visible above her face covering showed no trace of having cried. She smiled and greeted everyone, entered Qianjin Hall, skillfully went straight to the changing room, and soon emerged wearing a nurse’s uniform.

“Miss, you came just in time. There’s a woman in the ward who needs an injection,” a disciple called out happily when he saw her.

Liu Yan’er nodded, took the tray from him, went to verify the bed and medication, and headed to the inpatient ward on the left.

“Miss, thank you so much. Though they say patients can’t be choosy about doctors, I’m still really scared of having these men give me injections… but there’s no other way, you cure illnesses best here…” In the women’s ward, a woman in her thirties chattered on.

Liu Yan’er listened with a smile.

“…This place is really good, the food is good, the lodging is good, it’s like staying at an inn…”

“It would be great if you could hire some women.”

The woman said.

Liu Yan’er nodded.

“We’re already preparing to hire, but there really aren’t many women who study medicine,” she said.

“Oh my, studying medicine here would be wonderful, that’s what everyone dreams of. I heard you have a female physician here who was sought after by a prince’s mansion to be taken in as a concubine. That’s such tremendous fortune… Those wealthy families don’t lack food, but there are plenty of poor people. Miss, my daughter is ten years old, could she come?”

The woman became increasingly excited, almost wanting to grab Liu Yan.

“You’d need to ask Chief Steward Hu about that,” Liu Yan’er smiled. “I don’t know about such things.”

“Chief Steward Hu? Oh my, Chief Steward Hu is hard to see. Even the county magistrate has to wait in line to see him,” the woman muttered.

A clear female voice came from the courtyard.

“Liu Yan, Liu Yan.”

Hearing this voice, Liu Yan frowned.

She walked out and indeed saw a girl about her own age standing under the corridor opposite, wearing a plain brocade skirt and jacket. She had willow eyebrows and phoenix eyes, cherry lips, dignified bearing, and the air of a wealthy family.

“Liu Yan,” she smiled slightly and called out.

This voice was sharp and loud, carrying a touch of boldness. If one hadn’t seen it with their own eyes, no one would have guessed it came from this delicate girl’s mouth.

Liu Yan ignored her and turned to go to the medicine storage.

Wang Qiao’er slowly followed.

“Why are you here?” she said with a smile. “What a coincidence. I just arrived at Qianjin Hall and ran into you.”

Liu Yan’er pretended not to hear.

“Hey, I heard your engagement was broken off? Is that true?” Wang Qiao’er laughed. “But don’t be sad. You’re so ugly, you should have some self-awareness…”

Liu Yan’er raised her hand and threw the tray at Wang Qiao’er.

Wang Qiao’er had been on guard and jumped aside.

“What are you doing hitting people again!”

“You asked for it!”

“What’s going on, what’s going on?”

“What are you doing? Watch your young lady!”

“You watch your young lady!”

Women’s quarreling voices came from the back courtyard of Qianjin Hall, but the disciples in the front hall remained calm. Everyone continued with their work, and even the patients coming for treatment and medicine showed no reaction.

After seven years of frequent occurrences, even the most surprising things become commonplace.

Not only in Qianjin Hall, but throughout Yongqing Prefecture, everyone had gotten used to it. Whether at jewelry shops, theaters, or even spring and autumn outings, wherever these two appeared, there was bound to be a commotion. The usual pattern was first the two young ladies fighting, then the servant women and maids from both sides joining the fray. No one needed to mediate or pull them apart. When they got tired of fighting, they’d dust off their hands and disperse.

A few days later, laughter suddenly rang out from Old Madam Liu’s room, which had been gloomy for several days, startling the servant women and maids outside.

“It’s truly retribution! Who would want such an ungrateful family! Even when they’re looking for a son-in-law, no one wants them!” Old Madam Liu laughed heartily, feeling that half a month’s worth of pent-up anger had completely dissipated.

“What retribution? It’s clearly man-made disaster,” Old Master Liu snorted. “Everyone knows that the Guo family, who was prepared to take in a son-in-law, had dinner with the Wang family’s master and canceled the engagement when they returned. Not earlier, not later… A dignified Wang family official actually went to ruin someone’s marriage prospects. How undignified…”

Before he could finish, Old Madam Liu threw the teacup in front of her at him.

“Dignified my ass! Others are already standing up for Yan’er, and you, her grandfather, are you even blood-related?” she shouted.

The old lady was so angry she was confused…

The maid beside Liu Yan couldn’t help but laugh, then quickly covered her mouth.

But Liu Yan didn’t laugh; instead, she was stunned.

The Wang family…

This time when Wang Qiao’er entered Qianjin Hall and was about to speak, she saw Liu Yan’er standing to the side waiting.

“You came again?” she said, prettily lifting her chin.

“I don’t need you to stand up for me,” Liu Yan said, her expression somewhat gloomy.

“Who’s standing up for you? I’m just watching the show, okay,” Wang Qiao’er said, sitting down to the side.

Liu Yan lowered her head and said nothing.

“There’s nothing wrong with them breaking off the engagement. After all, a fair lady is what gentlemen desire. I’m so ugly, relying on my family’s wealth to arrange a marriage – that wasn’t proper to begin with. People climb upward. After passing the examination, wanting something better is not wrong either.” She said, looking at her hands with a smile. “In the end, it’s actually our two families who are bullying people.”

“Who told his family to bully you first? My father said you’re a treasure,” Wang Qiao’er snorted.

“What kind of treasure am I,” Liu Yan’er said, sighing.

However, someone used to call her baby often, the first person who not only called her baby but truly treated her like a treasure…

“If she were here, Widow Wang’s family would have been smashed to pieces by her long ago…” Wang Qiao’er suddenly said, sitting in the small rest room filled with medicinal scents, looking through the small door at Qianjin Hall’s main hall. In the hall, disciples moved about busily but orderly, but that woman’s figure was never seen again.

Liu Yan lowered her head, tears falling on the back of her hand, which she quickly wiped away.

The room fell silent, then suddenly there was some commotion outside.

“What’s happening?” Wang Qiao’er looked up and saw the disciples all running toward the entrance, as if welcoming someone.

“Is that Hu San coming back? Making such a big fuss…” she snorted.

Before she finished speaking, Liu Yan had already stood up and run outside.

“Dr. Liu!” she called out loudly, full of joy.

Liu Pucheng, dusty from travel, looked over with a smile at the entrance.

“Dr. Liu, why were you gone so long this time? Did you find something good again?” Liu Yan’er said happily.

Liu Pucheng handed over his medicine box, backpack, cloth bags and other items to the disciples one by one, while looking at Liu Yan’er with a smile.

“Miss, I found something good this time,” he said. “I can perform a second reconstructive surgery on you now.”

Liu Yan was stunned.

What?

“Miss, Lady Qi said before that your condition would require several reconstructive surgeries to fix properly,” Liu Pucheng said again, looking at her with a smile. “I can perform the second reconstruction on you now. I just don’t know what the results will be. Miss, would you dare let me try?”

Liu Yan’er looked at Liu Pucheng, unable to help the twitching of her nose, her eyes brimming with tears.

“Dr. Liu, you, you’ve been working for me all this time…” she said in a trembling voice, finally choking up and unable to speak.

“You’re a treasure,” Liu Pucheng smiled, taking out a strange-looking surgical instrument with a face full of joy. “Curing you means many more people like you can save their lives. Being reborn as a human is not an easy thing.”

He looked at Liu Yan as he spoke.

“But Miss, are you afraid of pain?” he asked.

Liu Yan’s eyes were blurred with tears.

“Is Yan’er afraid of pain?” That woman had bent down and smiled at her, “Because Auntie needs to cut open your mouth with a knife and then sew it back up.”

“Good child, Auntie will definitely cure you. Our Yan’er will definitely become beautiful and pretty, making everyone jealous when they see her.”

Liu Yan wiped her tears and nodded vigorously at Liu Pucheng.

“Yan’er is not afraid,” she said, looking at Liu Pucheng. “Thank you, Dr. Liu.”

She lowered her head and bowed.

Thank you.

Thank you, Auntie…

Yan’er is not afraid. Yan’er will definitely become beautiful and pretty.

Don’t worry.

Extra Chapter: Night Encounter
When a relay station appeared before them, the disciple leading a thin, small mule called out happily.

“Master, there’s a place to stay,” he said.

Behind him, Qiao Minghua, sitting on an equally thin, small mule, responded with a wooden expression, “Mm.”

It was near evening, and the relay station was bustling with people coming and going.

The travelers wore various clothing and naturally received different treatment accordingly.

Qiao Minghua and his disciple waited patiently to the side.

After quite a while, a chubby station master looked over.

“Documents,” he said, extending his hand.

The disciple hurriedly produced their identification papers.

The station master carelessly unfolded them, glanced at them, and immediately broke into a smile.

“Oh my, you’re military physicians from the northern desert!” he laughed, hurriedly gesturing for them to enter.

The people passing by were quite surprised to hear this.

Looking at these two unremarkable men leading thin mules and wearing plain cloth, who were now being treated with such courtesy by this station master known for his snobbery, could they have significant backgrounds? Was this truly a case of not judging by appearances? But when they heard the title “military physician,” they were stunned.

Military physician?

Though military physicians nowadays held various official ranks like generals, they ultimately couldn’t compare to those generals whose achievements were obvious. Therefore, promotions were rare, and they basically remained in one position until old age. They hardly counted as people deserving special courtesy.

What was wrong with this station master? He seemed happier than meeting a county magistrate.

“Are you heading to the capital?” the station master asked as he led the two men inside, making small talk.

“Yes,” the disciple replied.

Qiao Minghua remained woodenly silent.

After calling over a clerk to inquire, the station master looked somewhat uneasy.

“I’m truly sorry. The private upper rooms are all taken,” he said apologetically.

“No problem, we can stay in the common dormitory,” the disciple replied.

The station master sighed in relief, quickly having someone guide them there, then thought of something else.

“It’s just that there’s already someone staying in the dormitory,” he said, his expression hesitant.

“What’s wrong?” the disciple asked in confusion. “Won’t he let us stay together?”

“No, no, that’s not it,” the station master said quickly. “This person is somewhat… peculiar.”

“The world is vast, everyone is different. No matter,” Qiao Minghua spoke up.

The station master glanced at him—so this person wasn’t mute after all.

He said no more and had someone guide the two men to the dormitory.

“Sir, you’re letting these two stay with that man carrying the bone frame?” a clerk came over and asked quietly. “That fellow is too strange. If he frightens these two military physicians and they complain to Master Hu San, we might lose some silver…”

The station master stroked his chin, watching the two men’s retreating figures.

“Should be fine. I think these two are strange enough themselves,” he said, shaking his head. “Besides, they’re military physicians. They’ve seen plenty of life, death, and white bones on the battlefield. Having them room with that man is most appropriate.”

“This is the place,” the clerk said, pointing to the room before them.

The room was lit, with a tall, thin shadow cast on the window, sitting at a table apparently reading or practicing calligraphy.

The disciple expressed his thanks.

“Please trouble yourself to give our mule an extra handful of beans,” he said with a smile, taking out two coins to give the clerk.

The clerk smiled and refused to take them.

“No need for that. You work hard daily, earning wages paid for with your lives. We can’t take your money,” he said, walking away without allowing argument.

The disciple shook his head and smiled, holding the coins.

“Master, how strange. Don’t they say these station people are the most snobbish, judging people by their appearance and money? But all along this journey, these people have been incredibly courteous to us. I guess we misunderstood them,” he said.

Qiao Minghua’s expression remained wooden.

“What’s it to us,” he said, reaching out to push the door.

One push failed to open it. Qiao Minghua thought the door was old and heavy, so he applied more force.

The door made a clanging sound—obviously it was barred from inside.

This noise startled the person inside.

“What do you want?”

A man’s voice asked.

“Guests,” the disciple said quickly.

There was silence inside, then rustling sounds, as if the person was tidying something.

“Wait a moment,” he said.

What was he doing? Counting money behind locked doors?

The disciple pursed his lips and had to wait.

After a while, the door opened. Under two dim oil lamps, a man in black clothing stood before them.

The lantern hanging by the door illuminated his appearance.

About thirty years old, with clear brows and handsome features, but a gaunt face and no smile, giving him a somewhat cold demeanor.

He briefly surveyed Qiao Minghua and his disciple, then turned and walked away.

Qiao Minghua and his disciple entered the room and saw bedding already laid out on the common bed—obviously the man’s.

The disciple hurried to lay out another set of bedding.

Qiao Minghua went to place his bundle on the table.

A large, square box was already on the table, and the man was tidying up writing brushes, ink, paper, and inkstone at the desk.

Qiao Minghua saw the papers he was organizing, covered with dense writing.

He wasn’t one for conversation, and this man also seemed disinclined to talk. The room fell silent.

“Is this gentleman also heading to the capital?” the young disciple asked warmly, unable to bear the silence after making his bed.

The man grunted, appearing unwilling to continue the conversation.

The disciple was rebuffed. Indeed strange, but no matter—if he didn’t want to talk, so be it. The disciple had met plenty of people who didn’t like talking, such as his own master.

As the man tidied his things, his gaze inadvertently fell on Qiao Minghua’s bundle.

Qiao Minghua was frugal, using a military-issued backpack to carry his belongings, marked with a red cross.

“You… are physicians?” the man suddenly asked.

Qiao Minghua grunted, also seeming unwilling to continue the conversation.

“Yes, yes, we’re military physicians, from the northern desert,” the disciple said enthusiastically.

The man looked at them, his expression changing, actually showing a trace of a smile.

His cold countenance immediately became warm and bright.

“Military physicians from the northern desert,” he said. “From the northern desert…”

He repeated “northern desert” twice—the first time in amazement, the second with a touch of… sadness.

Qiao Minghua paid no attention, taking out a wooden basin and copper bowl, preparing to wash up.

The man said nothing more, appearing lost in thought. Under the oil lamp, his expression seemed both sad and happy.

This person was indeed very strange, the disciple thought, unable to help muttering.

“Wash up quickly and sleep. We need to leave early tomorrow,” Qiao Minghua said.

The disciple agreed, abandoning his intention to chat with the man. He hurried to fetch water, and he and Qiao Minghua washed up. When they were ready for bed, the man finally rose from the table to wash and retire.

The room’s lamps were extinguished, and night enveloped the interior.

Qiao Minghua and his disciple were tired from the journey, especially the young disciple who was at an age where he could eat and sleep well. He fell asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow, immediately snoring.

Qiao Minghua heard the man on the other side turning over—disturbed by his disciple’s snoring and unable to sleep, no doubt. However, Qiao Minghua had no intention of waking his disciple.

In this life, away from home, how could everything go according to one’s wishes?

He turned over and pulled the blanket tighter.

“You’re military physicians from the northern desert…”

The man suddenly spoke, his voice trembling, seeming both excited and sad.

“Then do you know Qi…” the man continued.

Qiao Minghua listened, but the man stopped there.

Know Qi? Know what?

What did he mean?

Qiao Minghua wondered, but heard no more movement from that side, then the man turned over to sleep.

Really… a strange person.

He muttered to himself and closed his eyes.

But before he could fall asleep, a sharp cry from outside startled them.

“Murder!”

This cry set the entire relay station in turmoil.

In the back courtyard, torches lit up half the sky.

Outside the kitchen servants’ quarters, a fat man lay on the ground covered in blood, eyes wide open.

A station guard withdrew his hand from the man’s nose.

“Dead,” he said, shaking his head.

Hearing this, a man being held by two people, blood on his hands and body, immediately turned ashen.

“It wasn’t me! It wasn’t me!” he shouted loudly, struggling desperately.

“Stone Third! Still making excuses! If you didn’t do it, who did! Everyone saw you holding the knife, with blood on your hands and body! Stone Third, you quarreled with Bear Boss just a few days ago, threatening to kill him, and you actually did it!” the station master shouted, glaring angrily at the man.

“No, no, I did want to kill him, but I really didn’t kill him! Stone Third was holding this knife himself. I saw him looking scary and grabbed it from him. This blood has nothing to do with me. He was already like this when I arrived… Sir, sir, I’m innocent!” the man cried out.

“Innocent or not, tell it to the county yamen,” the station master snapped, then looked at a clerk nearby. “Did you notify the county yamen?”

“Notified them, they’re coming,” the clerk nodded.

The station master grunted, about to say something when he caught sight of someone walking directly toward the corpse, startling him.

“You—what are you doing?” he called out, looking in that direction.

Qiao Minghua had come with that man.

Hearing the word “murder,” his physician’s instincts brought him over. As for why that man also came, presumably to watch the excitement.

But he hadn’t expected the man to walk directly to the corpse, and crouching down to examine the body… This was taking spectating too far!

The surrounding people also came to their senses, pointing and talking in amazement.

“Hey, what are you doing!” the station master shouted, forgetting propriety as he rushed over, calling to the crowd, “Quick, pull him away!”

The man stood up on his own, looking at the charging station master and others, then at the man pressed to the ground, crying bitterly.

“He’s not the murderer,” he said calmly.

Everyone stared at him blankly.

Was he crazy?

“You, you—go away! Just because you say he’s not the murderer doesn’t mean he isn’t! Who are you?” the station master came to his senses and shouted frantically.

No wonder he had thought this man strange from the beginning—he was a madman!

His identification papers were probably stolen, weren’t they?

He really shouldn’t have let him stay!

Before he finished speaking, there was another commotion outside. County yamen runners and constables arrived.

“Master Li, quickly, there’s been a murder, but we caught the perpetrator on the spot,” the station master hurried over and said loudly, with a touch of pride.

“He didn’t kill anyone. This person accidentally killed himself.”

A male voice followed the station master’s words.

The station master angrily turned around.

“Why don’t you arrest this madman!” he shouted.

Before he finished speaking, the constable beside him exclaimed and ignored him, going straight to the man.

“Are you Officer Yuan from Dingwang County?” the constable asked respectfully.

The man glanced at him and nodded.

“I am Yuan Ziqing,” he said. “But I’m no longer Dingwang’s officer.”

The constable became even more respectful, quickly smiling and bowing.

“Congratulations on your promotion, sir. I’m Li Kun. I had the honor of seeing Master Yuan during the headless male corpse case at Wang Tiger Village…” he said.

Yuan Ziqing nodded.

“This man didn’t kill him,” he said, wiping his hands with a clean part of the dead man’s clothing, standing up and pointing to the corpse on the ground. “He should have suffered a sudden illness while cutting meat, fell and injured a vital spot, and died.”

The station master and others listened in stunned silence.

Based on what? You talk as if you saw it happen!

But the constable nodded repeatedly.

“Yes, thank you, sir,” he said.

Yuan Ziqing said nothing more and walked away.

Everyone, including Qiao Minghua, looked bewildered.

That was… it? Case closed?

“Release him, release him,” Constable Li said to the man being held.

The man wailed.

“Thank you, merciful lord! Thank you, merciful lord!” He was like someone who had escaped death, crying out in mad joy, kowtowing repeatedly toward the direction where the man had left.

Thank him for what? Why was whatever he said taken as truth?

“What do you mean ‘what’? He’s Master Yuan! The divine judge Yuan Ziqing from Dingwang County!” Constable Li stared and said, facing the crowd’s questioning with an expression as if they were the strange ones.

Once the words “divine judge” were spoken, some people understood.

“Oh, that’s the divine judge who uses white bones to identify murderers!”

“That’s the divine judge who solved the coffin blood-dripping case!”

Such talk spread in chaos, and immediately half the people present lost their doubts, instead showing realization.

“Since the divine judge said he didn’t kill anyone, then he definitely didn’t,” everyone said.

Qiao Minghua paid no attention to the officers’ investigation. He looked in amazement toward the direction where the man had left.

So this man was so capable.

The onlookers were dispersed, and Qiao Minghua had no interest in watching further. He hurried back, with Yuan Ziqing’s figure appearing not far ahead. Just as they reached the door, his disciple’s startled cry came from inside.

Qiao Minghua quickened his pace, entering the door almost simultaneously with Yuan Ziqing.

Inside, the disciple sat on the ground holding an oil lamp, looking in panic at what lay before him.

A box had fallen in front of him, scattered open, spilling white bones across the floor. A skull faced the disciple directly.

“Master, master,” the disciple crawled toward Qiao Minghua in terror.

Anyone who woke up groggily in the middle of the night to find their master and others gone, with chaos outside, would hurriedly light a lamp only to accidentally knock over the box on the table, and at the moment the lamp lit up, see those grim human bones at their feet would be badly frightened.

Yuan Ziqing remained calm, walking over to slowly pack the bones back into the box.

“You’re physicians,” he said, turning to look at the master and disciple with a smile—though this smile carried some mockery. “Yet you’re still afraid of bones?”

After saying this, he paid them no more attention.

The disciple had calmed down by now. He wasn’t really afraid, it was just too sudden…

“How did you know that person died from sudden illness and self-injury?” Qiao Minghua couldn’t help asking curiously.

Yuan Ziqing had finished organizing the box and placed it back on the table, patting it as if it contained some rare treasure.

“How do you know which medicine treats which ailment?” he didn’t answer, but asked in return.

Qiao Minghua was stunned, then smiled and stopped asking.

“You are…” he hesitated and changed topics.

But Yuan Ziqing shook his head.

“I want to sleep. Before I sleep, I don’t like talking to people,” he said.

Qiao Minghua had to swallow his words.

What a strange person indeed.

Extra Chapter: Farewell
When they saw the boundary marker of the capital, the disciple became extremely excited.

“Master, master, we’ve reached the capital!” he shouted.

This reaction clearly marked him as a country bumpkin. People on the roadside curled their lips.

“Still a long way to go,” someone reminded him.

The disciple smiled sheepishly, but couldn’t help asking the passerby how far it was and inquiring about what the capital was like.

Qiao Minghua looked ahead, his usually wooden expression finally showing slight emotion.

They had arrived.

Soon he would be able to see…

After so many years, he could finally see her again.

“Master, master, let’s hurry,” the disciple had finished chatting with the passerby and called out happily.

Qiao Minghua came back to his senses and grunted. The thin mule had been replaced with a sturdy, healthy little donkey.

Master and disciple mounted up and trotted forward. Hoofbeats came from behind, and the two made way, watching a horse gallop past them.

The rider reined in his horse and looked at them.

It was the man they had met at the relay station!

The disciple immediately noticed the black box tied behind him.

Being on horseback was indeed better—even after going to assist the authorities with a case, he could catch up so quickly.

“Master Yuan,” Qiao Minghua cupped his hands.

Yuan Ziqing nodded.

“You’re entering the capital?” he asked after a moment’s hesitation.

What a pointless question…

The disciple was somewhat speechless.

“Yes,” Qiao Minghua said.

Yuan Ziqing looked at him.

Were they going to Qianjin Hall?

He opened his mouth to ask.

“To the Ministry of War,” Qiao Minghua continued.

The Ministry of War…

Yuan Ziqing made a sound of acknowledgment, swallowing the words that had been on his lips.

There were so many physicians in the world—how could he think of her upon meeting just any one…

Yuan Ziqing lowered his head and smiled.

“Is Master Yuan going to the Ministry of Justice?” Qiao Minghua asked, thinking of the fragments he had heard the night before.

“No, the Court of Judicial Review,” Yuan Ziqing said.

Having said this, he cupped his hands in farewell and turned his horse to ride away.

“Really! I thought he was going to invite us to dinner, but he didn’t even say a polite word,” the disciple snorted.

“With no relationship or connection, would you dare go eat if he invited you?” Qiao Minghua said.

The disciple stuck out his tongue.

“Master, let’s hurry too,” he said, a young man filled with excitement and anticipation for such a prosperous place as the capital.

Qiao Minghua nodded and urged his donkey forward.

“Master, should we enter the city first, or should we first go to…” the disciple asked.

Qiao Minghua looked at the road ahead.

Though this was his first time coming, the route he had silently recited countless times in his heart appeared clearly before his eyes.

North of the capital, outside West Ridge, below Five-Li Village, beside the old locust and willow trees—a grave, a temple.

He said nothing and urged his donkey forward.

The disciple also said nothing more, walking silently.

After a while, the disciple suddenly exclaimed.

They had encountered that horse and rider again.

Yuan Ziqing was dismounting to water his horse. Hearing the noise, he turned around, obviously somewhat surprised.

But both sides smiled slightly. Neither spoke.

Qiao Minghua and his disciple didn’t stop and continued forward.

Yuan Ziqing also mounted his horse.

They traveled one behind the other on the road.

“Master, that person is following us,” the disciple couldn’t help turning back to say.

“The road is open to everyone—only you can walk on it?” Qiao Minghua said flatly.

Master’s words were always sharp. The disciple stuck out his tongue and dared not speak further.

They continued walking silently like this until Yuan Ziqing couldn’t bear it anymore.

“The Ministry of War isn’t in this direction,” he said.

“We’re going to see someone first,” Qiao Minghua said, then looked at him. “Is the Court of Judicial Review in this direction?”

Yuan Ziqing shook his head.

“I’m also going to see someone,” he said.

Qiao Minghua made a sound of acknowledgment.

Neither spoke again, traveling one behind the other, but consistently on the same road.

“Who are you going to see?” Yuan Ziqing asked.

Qiao Minghua stopped and looked ahead at the not-too-distant scene. The first thing that caught his eye was indeed two ancient trees.

Just as people from the capital had described, just as he had imagined.

“Her,” he said, pointing.

Yuan Ziqing looked over.

So it really was her…

His guess had been correct—whenever he met a physician, it was indeed related to her.

This woman truly had extensive friendships…

Yuan Ziqing smiled, but it was an ugly smile.

Qi Yueniang, I’ve come to see you.

Step by step, I’ve walked into this capital on my own.

Crying sounds arose.

Yuan Ziqing instinctively raised his hand to cover his mouth, but realized the sound wasn’t from his own loss of composure.

The sound came from in front of the grave.

A man was crying loudly, supported by two young juniors.

Seven or eight people stood behind him, also bowing their heads in tears.

The disciple beside Qiao Minghua exclaimed in surprise.

“It’s Master Zhang!” he couldn’t help tugging at Qiao Minghua’s sleeve. “It’s the Director of the Military Medical Academy! He’s also returned to the capital? He’s actually Lady Qi’s disciple?”

“Master Zhang came from Qianjin Hall,” Qiao Minghua said.

The disciple made a sound of understanding, looking with some reverence at the man who at this moment could hardly be called imposing.

The Military Medical Academy established at Zhangjiakou, one of the nine border fortresses—that was a famous place on the frontier.

Many wounded soldiers who would have become useless had been selected to enter there, learned battlefield emergency medical techniques, not only regaining the opportunity to support their families but also remaining close to the battlefield.

So this Director was also Lady Qi’s disciple.

Seven years guarding the frontier, working tirelessly day and night, training batch after batch of military physicians, treating countless wounded soldiers, rising from commoner to court official, receiving imperial decree to take full charge of military medical affairs—Master Zhang, the legendary figure famous throughout the nine border fortresses, now showed no mysterious bearing, crying like a child.

“Master, why didn’t you keep your word!” he wept, beating his chest and stamping his feet. “Master, I listened to you and accomplished what needed to be done. Why didn’t you keep your word! You said you would protect us, be our support. Why didn’t you do it!”

The disciples here wept along with him. After a good while, they finally stopped.

“Master, look, these are records of the wounded soldiers we’ve treated these past years,” Zhang Tong said, kneeling on the ground.

A disciple beside him brought over a large bundle. Opening it revealed books packed full.

“Master, I’ll burn them for you to see,” Zhang Tong said.

Disciples had already set up a large burning basin. Zhang Tong threw the books in one by one, tears streaming down his face.

Smoke rose thickly in front of the grave.

When Zhang Tong was helped away from the grave, Qiao Minghua had already stepped aside.

“Master Qiao?” Zhang Tong saw him and stopped, his voice hoarse.

His master actually knew Master Zhang? The disciple was both surprised and excited.

Qiao Minghua bowed.

“You’ve also come to the capital?” Zhang Tong asked, seeing him made his nose tingle again.

“Yes, my superior ordered me to deliver some documents,” Qiao Minghua said.

“You’re thoughtful,” Zhang Tong said.

What documents couldn’t be sent through the relay system that required a special trip? The truth was he wanted to see with his own eyes.

Qiao Minghua lowered his head without speaking.

“Come sit at Qianjin Hall,” Zhang Tong said.

Qiao Minghua agreed. Zhang Tong, surrounded by disciples, walked past, then suddenly stopped again.

Qiao Minghua looked up and saw Zhang Tong looking at the man behind him.

“Little… Little Coffin?” Zhang Tong called out in surprise.

Little Coffin?

Qiao Minghua turned to look and saw Master Yuan nodding.

“You—it’s been so many years without news of you. You… you’re now…” Zhang Tong said excitedly.

“I went far away,” Yuan Ziqing said.

“Oh, good, good. You’re now…?” Zhang Tong hesitated, wanting to ask something but feeling it inappropriate.

“I’m still nothing now,” Yuan Ziqing said. “But at least I can freely enter shops to eat and buy things.”

Zhang Tong couldn’t help but smile, thinking of the former “coffin boy” who had been despised and avoided in Yongqing Prefecture.

Qiao Minghua was slightly stunned, looking at Yuan Ziqing.

Nothing?

That couldn’t be right…

He was already being called to the capital by the Court of Judicial Review…

“You go ahead with your business,” Yuan Ziqing said, actively ending the conversation.

“Your personality hasn’t changed,” Zhang Tong said with a smile, nodding. “If you feel like it, come sit at Qianjin Hall.”

Yuan Ziqing nodded but didn’t say he would come or that he wouldn’t.

Zhang Tong cupped his hands and left.

The large group departed noisily, and quiet returned to the grave.

Qiao Minghua looked at Yuan Ziqing, Yuan Ziqing looked at him.

“If you have something to say, you go first,” he said, gesturing politely.

Qiao Minghua looked toward the gravestone.

Of course there would be hope…

I’ll show you what hope looks like…

Qiao Minghua lowered his head and smiled.

Actually, there wasn’t much to see or say.

He sighed and turned to walk away.

The disciple was stunned. He looked at Yuan Ziqing, then at the gravestone—they were just leaving?

Coming all this way, just to take one look and leave? Without even approaching…

“Master, master,” he called, chasing after.

Qiao Minghua had already mounted his donkey and trotted away without looking back. The disciple had to follow.

The two quickly disappeared on the main road.

Yuan Ziqing walked to the grave. The large basin in front of the grave was still smoking. He sat cross-legged on the ground, opened his bundle, and took out two bottles of wine.

“Come, let’s drink,” he said, then tilted his head back and drank from the bottle, actually finishing it in one gulp.

Then he poured the wine in front of him. The wine fell into the burning basin with a sizzling sound, and smoke scattered.

“I’ve come to the capital. Just wait—you’ll soon be able to tell others that I, Yuan Ziqing, assisted you,” he said, looking at the gravestone and smiling.

After smiling, he lowered his head again.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “In the end, I made you… wait in vain…”

The smoke dispersed, the sizzling stopped, and the wine scent faded with the wind.

Only then did Yuan Ziqing raise his head, looking at the gravestone.

“Actually, I can’t bear to leave you either,” he said, then smiled, braced his hand on the ground to stand up, and dusted off his hands. “Qi Yueniang, I’m leaving.”

He too rode away without looking back.

Entering the capital gates, prosperity and noise hit him in the face.

Yuan Ziqing felt somewhat dazzled.

“Excuse me, which way to Qianjin Hall medical clinic?” he asked a passerby.

The passerby looked at him.

“Seeking medical treatment?” he said, pointing and giving directions.

Yuan Ziqing thanked him and was about to leave when the man grabbed him again.

“Hey, don’t go there now. Something’s happened at Qianjin Hall,” the man said.

Something happened?

Yuan Ziqing looked surprised.

“Yeah, seems like there was a problem with their medicine. Someone died, and they’re being sued. There’s a commotion,” the passerby said enthusiastically.

Before he finished speaking, the man had already walked away, which made the passerby quite displeased.

Country people really had no manners!

When Yuan Ziqing arrived at Qianjin Hall, he felt as if he had returned to Yongqing Prefecture, except that the capital had many more people than Yongqing Prefecture—he could barely squeeze in.

“…Dong Lin! Your damn old problem is acting up again?” Hu San pointed at the man in imperial physician robes and cursed. “Why should there be a problem with our Qianjin Hall’s medicine? Seal it? Who do you think you are?”

“The fact remains that someone died after taking the medicine, Chief Steward Hu. You should accept the investigation,” Dong Lin said, slowly stroking his beard.

Hu San looked at him with a cold smile.

“Fine, Dong. You actually managed to crawl into the Imperial Medical Academy. Using my master’s name, you’ve gained quite a few benefits, haven’t you?” he said.

Dong Lin also smiled coldly.

“Chief Steward Hu, I dare not accept such words. How would I dare use your master’s name? People merely gave me a chance out of respect for my school,” he said, straightening up. “Since that’s the case, I must be dutiful and diligent, not disgracing my school…”

Before he finished speaking, the crowd stirred, as if many people were shouting in unison.

“Make way! Make way!”

This voice startled the watching crowd into parting.

Yuan Ziqing was almost knocked down by the crowd. When he looked up again, he saw an elderly man striding quickly into Qianjin Hall.

“Master!” Hu San called out joyfully.

“Senior Brother…” Dong Lin also called out, though his expression showed some surprise.

Liu Pucheng’s gaze swept over the officers present.

“Since this involves medicinal matters, let the Imperial Medical Academy handle it,” he said.

The officers looked him up and down, frowning.

“Says who? Who are you? Are you in charge?” the leader snorted.

“Yes, Senior Brother. This matter should…” Dong Lin hurried over to say.

“Shut up!” Liu Pucheng turned and shouted.

This was the first time Dong Lin had seen Liu Pucheng speak so loudly, and he was startled.

“Of course I’m in charge,” Liu Pucheng said, taking a document from his sleeve. “This is my appointment document as Director of the Imperial Medical Academy.”

Hu San was overjoyed to hear this.

“Master, you finally accepted,” he called out, almost weeping with joy.

Since Zhou Maochun had abandoned the Imperial Medical Academy and wandered off to parts unknown, the court had re-selected candidates for the vacant position. Given Liu Pucheng’s status as Medical Officer Meng and his relationship with Lady Qi, many had recommended him, but Liu Pucheng had remained in Yongqing Prefecture without accepting.

“Senior Brother, this is wonderful,” Dong Lin also said, forcing a smile.

“Yes, as the senior disciple, let me handle matters that bring glory to our school,” Liu Pucheng said, looking at him. “You—go back.”

Dong Lin exclaimed, then turned, suddenly thinking of something.

“Senior Brother, go back where?” he asked in a trembling voice.

“Back to your hometown,” Liu Pucheng said.

Dong Lin was shocked.

“Senior Brother, you can’t do this! Senior Brother, I just wanted to help you,” he called out, grabbing Liu Pucheng’s arm with a pitiful expression. “Senior Brother, I did this only to protect our school and your reputation… Senior Brother, please have mercy on me. I don’t want to spend my whole life in that place…”

Liu Pucheng looked at him and shook his head.

“Junior Brother, I used to pity you and indulge you, but now I can’t,” he said, pulling his arm free and waving his hand. “Go.”

Dong Lin was about to say more when Liu Pucheng’s disciples stepped forward, practically carrying him out.

“Master…” Hu San wiped his face with his sleeve and called out.

“You’re a grown man—why are you crying?” Liu Pucheng smiled.

“Master, you’ve finally come,” Hu San said, looking aggrieved.

“Yes, I’ve come. You can rest easy and do your work. Leave everything else to me,” Liu Pucheng said, turning to the officers and extending his hand. “Please have your superior come to the Imperial Medical Academy to discuss this matter. I’ll be waiting at the Imperial Medical Academy.”

Yuan Ziqing turned away from the crowd and walked out. After walking some distance, he looked back—the commotion at Qianjin Hall was dispersing.

“It’s settled!” He clenched his fist, showing a slight smile, then turned and strode away.

Extra Chapter: Success
When Chang Yuncheng got out of the car, Old Cao was standing with his hands behind his back, watching the guard put up couplets.

“Why are you coming back so late even during New Year?” he asked, somewhat displeased.

Cao Wenjun held onto the car door and retched for a while.

“Not only late, but empty-handed too,” he said.

“There’s nothing good here,” Chang Yuncheng said.

Cao Wenjun rolled his eyes.

“Is there nothing good in this world according to you?” he said. “I saw your wife taking quite a lot of tea back to her parents’ house.”

“You call that tea?” Chang Yuncheng frowned. “I told her, but she wouldn’t listen.”

Old Cao laughed heartily.

“Good that you’re here, good that you’re here,” he said, waving his hand with some pride. “Look, this is a couplet written by Master Bai that I managed to get. I went through great trouble to get it. I’m the only one on the whole mountain who got one. How is it?”

Chang Yuncheng looked up at the calligraphy.

Cao Wenjun curled his lips to the side.

“Hey, I’m telling you, instead of looking at the main gate here at my grandfather’s place, you ran off to some godforsaken county. Haven’t developed any other skills, but can you recognize all the characters now?” he said with a raised eyebrow and a smile.

Chang Yuncheng ignored him and finished reading the characters.

“Not good,” he said.

“Mm, Master Bai’s calligraphy is recognized as good… uh… what did you say?” Old Cao said, nearly choking.

“Mediocre,” Chang Yuncheng said, glancing at the calligraphy and looking away.

This level of skill could barely qualify someone to be a private tutor in someone’s home, but it wouldn’t do in their household—the Marquis of Dingxi would be the first to look down on it.

“How is your health?” Chang Yuncheng began talking about other topics.

Old Cao grabbed his hand.

“No, no, don’t change the subject,” he said. “How is it not good?”

“Grandfather, listen to him? Has he ever said anything was good?” Cao Wenjun said mockingly. “If it’s not good, then you write one and show us how it should be good?”

Chang Yuncheng looked at him.

“What I write isn’t good either,” he said.

“See, see, at least he has some self-awareness…” Cao Wenjun snorted.

“But it’s better than his,” Chang Yuncheng continued.

Cao Wenjun choked on his saliva.

The study door was pushed open by Cao Wenjun, who dragged Chang Yuncheng inside.

Old Cao slowly followed behind.

This was his study. Because he loved practicing calligraphy, brushes, ink, paper, and inkstone were all prepared.

“Write, write, come on, come on, Lord Guan, show us how you wield that big blade,” Cao Wenjun said, pushing Chang Yuncheng to the desk.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“Come on, come on. Write something. It’s fine. If you don’t know any characters, ask me, I’ll tell you,” Cao Wenjun said again.

Chang Yuncheng glared at him. Out of habit, he reached to support his sleeve with one hand, but then realized he didn’t need to support sleeves anymore.

Yes, everything was different now.

He was slightly stunned for a moment, then picked up the brush.

This crude brush, ink, paper, and inkstone…

This was still the life of someone with high status here.

Looking at what they ate, drank, used, wore, and adorned themselves with…

How pitiful.

An expert knows immediately if there’s skill. Old Cao’s eyes lit up.

Chang Yuncheng looked at the paper for a moment, picked up the brush and wrote a line, then put down the brush.

“Let me see…” Cao Wenjun said with a snort, but before he could step forward, Old Cao pushed him aside.

“You understand jack shit, move aside,” Old Cao said, positioning himself in front of the desk and looking at the few characters on the white paper.

Cao Wenjun saw that Old Cao fell silent after going over.

Was it too ugly to comment on?

Of course, it was up to him to help his grandfather out of this embarrassment.

He craned his neck to look.

“Liao liao zhe… wo, fei shen me yi hao…” he read aloud.

Old Cao slapped him.

“Get lost, you’re embarrassing yourself,” he glared and scolded.

Cao Wenjun covered his head and stood aside with an aggrieved expression.

What the hell, those characters looked weird…

Old Cao looked again and sighed.

“Good, good,” he said, nodding at Chang Yuncheng.

He said “good” twice in succession, and had nothing else to say.

“Not good,” Chang Yuncheng still said, looking down at the characters on the paper.

Compared to his father’s calligraphy, his writing was very poor…

Among the siblings at home, his calligraphy was also the worst…

So bad that when he was little, his father was too lazy to even hit his hand with a ruler.

It was almost New Year…

Chang Yuncheng coughed lightly.

“Old sir, I won’t disturb you further. I’ll be going now,” he said.

This visit to an elder was really treating himself like family…

Cao Wenjun stared.

Old Cao looked at him and nodded.

“Go ahead,” he said gently.

Chang Yuncheng bowed and turned to leave.

“Yuncheng,” Old Cao called him back. “During the New Year, bring the child over to play. Old people like me love children the most. Seeing that you have children, continuing the bloodline—this is the most comforting and joyful thing.”

Chang Yuncheng turned around and smiled at Old Cao.

“Alright,” he said, his mood obviously much better. He bowed again in thanks and left.

What gibberish was he talking about?

Cao Wenjun curled his lips to the side, seeing that Old Cao was still looking down at the writing.

“Grandfather, what does this say?” he asked boldly.

“I keep telling you to read more books, read more books, but you don’t read. You went to university and graduate school—what the hell did you study!” Old Cao glared and shouted.

Cao Wenjun looked dejected. See, see, he was always the unlucky one.

He quickly turned and slipped away.

But what did those characters really say?

Cao Wenjun returned to his room and opened his computer. So what if he didn’t recognize the later characters? With a computer in hand, he owned the world!

He typed in the first two characters.

A line appeared on the computer screen.

“Book of Songs,” he muttered, curling his lips. “What a show-off.”

Just as he was looking, Old Cao’s voice came from downstairs.

Cao Wenjun hurried downstairs.

“Take down that couplet,” Old Cao shouted to the guard.

Cao Wenjun stumbled and stopped in surprise.

“Grandfather?” he called out.

This couplet had been so hard to get, and now…

“…go call Yuncheng back. Have him write a couplet for me,” Old Cao said again.

Cao Wenjun almost fell down the stairs.

What a joke!

The New Year period was both the most leisurely and the busiest time.

In a luxury private room at the Beijing Hotel, Cao Wenjun sat restlessly, unable to contain his anxiety.

“Has he come yet?”

“Should we call again…”

“Should we go personally invite the master…”

Four or five men of various ages and builds kept talking.

“Oh, stop giving random suggestions,” Cao Wenjun said, interrupting their chaotic chatter. “This guy will definitely come if he says he will. If we call again and annoy him, he won’t come!”

“The master has quite a temper,” a thin man said.

“Of course, if he didn’t have a temper, how could he be a master?” a fat man said, touching the large golden ring on his hand. “Young Master Cao, you must put in a good word for me. I must get a piece of calligraphy no matter what, even if it’s just one character. Money is no object.”

This immediately caused dissatisfaction among the others.

“Fat Huang, you think you’re the only one with money?”

“Move aside, I clearly arranged with Young Master Cao first…”

“Young Master Cao, I’m the most urgent. My old man’s birthday is coming up. He hasn’t eaten or drunk for days because of the calligraphy hanging at your grandfather’s house. You must get me one no matter what. My future depends on your word!”

The room immediately became chaotic again.

The door was pushed open at this moment, followed by several anxious-looking waitresses.

“Young Master Cao, this person says he’s looking for you…” they called out uneasily, while looking at the man standing by the door.

A very handsome man. But his appearance at the moment was somewhat strange.

The room also quieted down, everyone looking toward the door, all somewhat stunned.

A tall, well-built man stood at the door, wearing a simple suit, with a child on his arm and carrying a diaper bag in his hand.

The child was wrapped in a bright red cloak. Having removed the hood due to the hotel’s heating, she revealed a delicate, jade-like face and was looking at everyone curiously, with a finger in her mouth, drooling.

“Yuncheng, you’re finally here!” Cao Wenjun called out. “Quick, quick, we’ve been waiting for you.”

This was… the master…

The people in the room not only didn’t come to their senses but became even more stunned.

The man walked in carrying the child, and the first sound to fill the room was the babbling of the child.

“What do you want me for?” Chang Yuncheng said, sitting down while skillfully pulling the child’s finger from her mouth and taking out a square cloth from the diaper bag to wipe the child’s mouth.

“To write, write calligraphy,” Cao Wenjun said, staring at him, or rather at the child, so much that he forgot to make small talk.

The others in the room also came to their senses and gathered around.

“Master Chang, your calligraphy is famously excellent. I wonder if we could request a piece of your work,” someone said eagerly.

Before others could speak, the child in Chang Yuncheng’s arms began crying for some reason.

This was a little girl, not yet one year old, who couldn’t speak properly and was waving her hands while babbling.

“What do you want?” Chang Yuncheng looked at the child and asked, pointing at things on the table in front of him. “This? This?”

Finally, he picked up a spoon and gave it to the child.

The child grabbed it happily and grinned.

Chang Yuncheng also smiled, then looked at the person who had spoken earlier.

“What do you want?” he asked.

The people present twitched at the corners of their mouths…

“It’s like this, Chang Yuncheng, everyone wants to request calligraphy from you,” Cao Wenjun said, looking at the child in Chang Yuncheng’s arms. “Is this your daughter?”

Chang Yuncheng grunted in acknowledgment. When talking about his daughter, his face showed a smile. He switched the child to his other leg and removed her cloak.

“Uh… Qi Yue isn’t at home?” Cao Wenjun couldn’t help asking quietly.

“She’s at home,” Chang Yuncheng said.

“Then why did you bring the child out?” Cao Wenjun said.

“Is that any of your business?” Chang Yuncheng looked at him and said.

It really isn’t my business, Cao Wenjun raised his hands in surrender.

“You want me to write calligraphy? Why?” Chang Yuncheng asked.

“Because your calligraphy is good,” Cao Wenjun said irritably.

Chang Yuncheng smiled.

“How good is it for you?” he asked quietly.

Cao Wenjun’s face reddened at the question.

These people had come to him, and if he could get the calligraphy, he would naturally benefit considerably…

And these benefits could generate even more benefits.

He was about to say something when Chang Yuncheng stood up.

“Fine, where should I write?” he asked the people in front of him.

Not expecting the master to be so agreeable, everyone was very pleased and pointed to the desk that had been prepared.

Chang Yuncheng took two steps, then remembered something and handed the child to Cao Wenjun.

“Hold her,” he said.

Cao Wenjun took the child in a daze.

The little girl, suddenly separated from her father’s embrace, wasn’t frightened but curiously examined Cao Wenjun.

Cao Wenjun, holding a child for the first time in his life, was immediately at a loss, his whole body rigid, staring at the child eye to eye, then forcing a smile.

“Baby… baby…” he said in a trembling voice.

The child grinned, took the finger she’d been sucking on out of her mouth, grabbed Cao Wenjun’s face, and babbled something.

Cao Wenjun grimaced.

Oh my god…

Could he throw her away?

So dirty…

Drool…

My clothes…

Don’t touch my clothes…

The child’s crying filled the room.

“Chang Yuncheng, Chang Yuncheng, she’s crying, she’s crying!” Cao Wenjun held the child rigidly with both hands and shouted, his face terrified.

“If she’s crying, coax her,” Chang Yuncheng said while picking up his brush to write.

How… to coax?

Cao Wenjun stared at the wailing child, almost ready to cry himself.

The other men in the room also gathered around. To avoid affecting the master’s writing—this sounded strange, but a master who brought a child was indeed a first—but never mind, they couldn’t affect the master’s writing as it concerned their futures. So everyone came to coax the child, but none of these people had ever taken care of a child. For a moment, various suggestions flew.

“Sing a song… oh little darling…”

“Oh god, fat guy, stop singing, you’re scaring people to death…”

When everything finally quieted down, Cao Wenjun slumped on the sofa, watching the man efficiently changing the child’s diaper.

“Tell me, have you been taking care of the child in Nanyun all this time?” he asked.

“Yes,” Chang Yuncheng said, finishing dressing the child and taking out a bottle, shaking it and testing it on the back of his hand before satisfyingly giving it to the child.

The little girl happily held the bottle and drank.

“No way!” Cao Wenjun shouted. “Have some ambition, will you?”

Chang Yuncheng stood up, holding the child in one hand and carrying the bag, looking at him.

“You can’t even take care of a child. What ambition do you have?” he said, then strode out.

Cao Wenjun sat on the sofa, still not having recovered.

Damn, what does being able to take care of a child have to do with having ambition!

Extra Chapter: Daily Life
Qieting Temple was located ten li outside Yongqing Prefecture. As a Taoist temple supported by the Marquis of Dingxi’s mansion, its incense offerings were not particularly flourishing.

A young married woman stepped down from her carriage with the help of a servant woman.

The carriage bore the markings of the Marquis of Dingxi’s mansion.

Five Taoist nuns had long been waiting respectfully.

“Young Madam, please come this way,” they said.

The young woman nodded slightly and walked forward surrounded by a group of servant women.

“How has Concubine been recently?” she asked.

The temple master hurried forward a step.

“Concubine Zhou… is well enough,” she said quietly.

The young woman stopped walking.

“I’ll go see her,” she said.

The temple master seemed hesitant.

“Please don’t let it disturb Young Madam…” she said.

“Disturb me how? What could disturb me?” the young woman said with a slight smile.

The temple master said nothing more, bowing her head and leading the way.

At the very back of the temple complex was a courtyard with a locked gate. Two young attendants sat by the door playing with stones, and quickly stood when they saw people approaching.

“Open the door,” the temple master said.

Someone stepped forward.

As the door creaked, before it could even open, hurried footsteps came from inside, followed by a thud as someone collided with the door.

The people outside couldn’t help but step back in alarm.

“Has Yunqi come to fetch me? Has Yunqi come to fetch me? Yunqi? Yunqi? No, the Prince! The Prince!”

A woman’s voice screamed wildly.

“Where is Yunqi? My son is the Prince now! My son is the Prince! He’s coming to take me back! Open the door quickly! I am the Madam of the Marquis of Dingxi’s mansion! I am the Marchioness! Open the door, I want to return to the mansion!”

The door shook violently.

The young woman frowned.

“You call this ‘well enough’?” she looked at the temple master with some displeasure.

The temple master lowered her head awkwardly.

“She doesn’t make a scene every day…” she said quietly.

The woman’s shouting from inside the door drowned out their conversation, and the door shook as if it would fall off at any moment.

“Open the door, open the door! My son is the Prince! My son is the Prince! My son has come to take me back!”

Wild laughter came from inside.

The young woman turned and walked away.

The others didn’t dare linger and hurried to follow.

“Young Madam, should we tell Concubine that the Prince has already…” a servant woman said quietly.

The young woman’s steps stopped. She looked up at the sky.

“It’s been three years already,” she murmured.

Everyone fell silent.

Behind them, Concubine Zhou’s wild shouting continued.

“Never mind. Let her think she has a cold, heartless son. That’s better than having no son at all,” the young woman said, glancing back.

If Concubine Zhou knew her son was gone, would her life lose all meaning?

“Let her live. Living even once isn’t easy. Those who can live should live well,” the young woman said, raising her hand.

A servant woman quickly stepped forward to support her.

The group departed noisily.

As the young woman’s carriage entered the Marquis of Dingxi’s mansion, the managing women servants crowded around.

“…Let’s discuss matters this afternoon. Everyone disperse for now,” the young woman said.

The women servants quickly smiled and bowed, watching the young woman head inside.

Madam Xie still lived in her own courtyard, but compared to before, it was much more desolate.

Without the coming and going of servant women, without human presence, even the courtyard walls seemed to have lost their spirit, appearing somewhat gray and defeated.

“Keep an eye on it. New Year is coming, this place needs to be tidied up to look more lively,” the young woman said, surveying the area.

The servant women beside her immediately agreed.

“It was originally meant to be repaired. Madam said too many people would disturb her Buddhist chanting,” a servant woman said quietly.

The young woman shook her head slightly.

Stepping through the gate, it looked even more desolate than from outside.

There wasn’t a single person serving in the courtyard; it was so quiet it seemed uninhabited.

Even in broad daylight it felt somewhat eerie, let alone at night.

Once night fell, no one dared approach this place.

It couldn’t be said there was no sound. Listening carefully in the quiet, a humming sound came from one of the rooms.

“Mother, is she still not coming out of the Buddhist hall?” the young woman asked.

“Yes. Madam won’t come out,” a servant woman said.

The young woman sighed.

She slowly walked to the window of a small room and looked inside through the lattice.

The room was dim, and it took a moment to adjust before she could see a woman sitting on the floor with her back to this side, turning prayer beads in her hands, the sound coming from her mouth.

The room had almost no furnishings. Only a table with a Buddha statue, incense burner, and two memorial tablets.

“How can she endure like this?” the young woman shook her head and said softly.

“Young Madam, this is Madam’s own choice. There’s no other way,” the servant woman said quietly.

The young woman looked inside. The woman’s figure was already hunched, her hair completely white. Remembering how she had looked when she first entered the household, it was as if she had aged ten years overnight…

She turned around.

That one could live was a good thing, but for this one, perhaps death would be liberation.

She shook her head and stepped forward.

Leaving this place, that oppressive sadness finally dispersed, and everyone’s expressions became more relaxed.

With New Year approaching, there were many matters to attend to. The young woman sat in the hall arranging household affairs for quite a while, talking until her throat was dry.

“The gift list has been sent to the Marquis. The Marquis said to let Young Madam decide everything; there’s no need to show him,” a managing woman said, holding the list.

The young woman nodded, taking the tea a maid handed her and sipping it.

“Where is Huai-ge’er?” she asked. “Why haven’t I seen him for so long? With New Year approaching, has he been naughty and skipping school again?”

“No, he finished his lessons and is practicing calligraphy now,” the servant woman quickly replied.

Only then did the young woman breathe a sigh of relief, put down her teacup, and pick up the account book.

People came and went in the room, careful and orderly.

In another courtyard of the Marquis of Dingxi, nothing had changed from before. Young, beautiful maids still came and went, with women’s delicate laughter heard from time to time.

“My lord, my lord, write one for me, write one for me.”

“My lord, I want one too…”

In the study, the Marquis of Dingxi was surrounded by seven or eight women, writing and drawing with a beaming smile, turning his head from time to time.

A woman beside him laughed charmingly as she fed him wine.

The Marquis of Dingxi drank it in one gulp.

On the other side, four or five women sat playing and singing.

It was truly a heavenly paradise where immortals dwelt.

“Fifth Young Master, Little Prince… slow down, don’t run…”

The steward’s voice came from outside the door.

It interrupted the decadent music inside.

“Father.”

“Grandfather.”

Two children’s voices rang out.

The Marquis of Dingxi straightened up, and the women quickly scattered. The dancers and singers also hurried to stop.

The Marquis of Dingxi walked out and saw two boys standing in the courtyard.

“Father,” the one about ten years old bowed respectfully.

“Grandfather,” the other, four or five years old, also imitated the older one’s bow with proper form.

The Marquis of Dingxi laughed heartily and extended his hand.

“Come, come, why did you come together?” he said, sitting down on the silk cushions under the corridor, surrounded by various birdcages with birds chirping inside.

The two children stood on either side of him.

“Grandfather,” the smaller one said in a childish voice, “why does Huai-ge’er call him uncle? Shouldn’t he call him brother?”

The Marquis of Dingxi laughed heartily and lifted him onto his lap.

“Because he has to call your father brother,” he said.

Huai-ge’er seemed to understand but not quite.

“Then why call him Fifth Uncle and not Second Uncle?” he asked again. “Huai-ge’er clearly only has one uncle.”

The steward coughed and waved his hand.

“Young Master, let’s go back quickly. The teacher will be calling,” he said.

The Marquis of Dingxi smiled and waved his hand.

“Because you also have First Uncle and Second Uncle, and he…” he pointed to the boy standing beside him, smiling patiently, “ranks fifth, so you call him Fifth Uncle.”

The boy made a sound of understanding and nodded.

“Then why haven’t I seen First Uncle and Second Uncle?” he asked.

The Marquis of Dingxi looked at him and smiled.

“Because they, like your father, have gone far away,” he said, reaching out to pinch the child’s nose.

The courtyard emptied, and the Marquis of Dingxi sat alone under the corridor for a long time without moving, until the slanting sun set in the west.

“My lord,” the old steward entered with a slightly hunched form. “It’s getting cold. Don’t sit outside like this. Come inside.”

The Marquis of Dingxi seemed to come to his senses then, sighed, and slowly stood up.

“New Year is coming, New Year is coming, year after year…” he said slowly, seeming to chant or choke with emotion, his back to the old steward so his expression couldn’t be seen. “Time passes so slowly…”

Lamps were lit in the room, and the sounds of song, dance, strings, and feminine voices resumed.

The old steward stood silently for a moment, then slowly turned and walked out.

“Yes, time passes so slowly,” he murmured.

A firecracker exploded in the night sky, and a new year had arrived.
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