Chapter 15 The Huaxia

but the cracks formed only a net of silence. The gods had ceased to
answer.

Xuanyuan(Emperor Gam), patriarch of the Youxiong Clan, stood
upon the precipice of Mount Song, his gaze fixed on the celestial map.
He saw the North Star listing in the dark, Mars lingering ominously
in the Heart of the Scorpion, and the constellations scattering like the
fading pulse of a dying man. Behind him, his kin knelt in the dust, their
prayers for the Five Grains Deity rising in a desperate chorus. Xuanyuan
did not pray. Instead, he gathered yarrow stalks and scooped a handful
of blood-stained yellow earth from the cold altar.

“The Way of Heaven is in disarray,” he told his general, Fenghou,
his voice low as the wind. “We must correct it with the Way of Man.”

Far to the southeast, in the fevered mists of the Yunmeng Marshes,
other eyes watched the molten veins of the earth. Tigor, ruler of
the Jiuli, had awakened the slumbering red copper mines through a
liturgy of blood. Drums stretched from the hide of the one-legged Kui
beast thundered, drowning out the cries as children were cast into the
furnaces—offerings to Mother Earth in exchange for the soul of metal.

Tigor sliced his own arm, letting his royal blood hiss into the
molten flow. “Since Heaven is cruel,” he roared to the smoke, “I shall
ally with the Earth.”

The copper did not merely cool; it solidified into living armor, its
plates fused into the very flesh of his warriors. Eighty-one men drank a
draught of cinnabar and meteoric iron until their pupils turned the color
of oxidized bronze. They devoured sand and charcoal, shedding their
mortality to become the “Copper-Boned War Spirits”—creatures neither
living nor dead, but forged.

The war erupted in the seventh year of famine.

In the wilderness of Zhuolu, Tigor spread his arms, and the world
went blind. The Jiuli shamans burned ore, bone, and millennial miasma
grasses; the resulting ash, heavy with the wailing residues of the fallen,
rose into a “Nether Mist” that choked the plain for three days. The mist
was not silent; it echoed with phantom sobs and manic laughter, driving

Xuanyuan’s war beasts—bears, badgers, and wolves—into a fratricidal
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frenzy, tearing at the shadows of their own kin.

Then, a sound cut through the fog: the creak of mulberry wood.

Xuanyuan mounted a chariot forged of dark iron and timber. It
was not drawn by horses but guided by a wooden figure mounted on the
prow, its arm pointing inexorably south. This was no mere mechanism.
It was a pact. The previous night, atop the peaks of Mount Taihang,
Xuanyuan had burned bamboo slips to the indifferent heavens, trading
thirty years of his own lifespan for the “Covenant of the Northern

Dipper”.

The wooden figure held a wisp of the spirit of Yinglong—the
dragon of earthly virtue, eternal as the soil itself.

“Direction lies not in heaven or earth, but in the covenant,”
Xuanyuan declared. He waved his command flag.

Starlight burst from the wooden figure’s fingertip. Where the light
touched, the Nether Mist did not violently disperse but dissolved, like
dew before the morning sun. It yielded not to force, but because the
souls trapped within the mist recognized an oath older than their pain.

Tigor laughed, a sound like grinding stones, and tore at his copper
chest. Embedded in his flesh was a scale—the failed scale of the Black
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

Jiao of the Yellow River. He had swallowed it for thirty years, nursing
its malice; now he spat it out, summoning the “Wind Lord and Rain
Master”.

These were no gods, but ancient cloud-beasts tamed by the Jiuli:
crocodile-like leviathans from the crushing depths of Dongting Lake.
Unleashed from copper chains and maddened by the blood of virgins,
they brought the sky down. Rain fell like the collapsed Milky Way,
turning Zhuolu into a churning ocean.

Xuanyuan watched the flood rise. He drew forth a jade cong,
sealed with wax. Inside was the “Essence of Hanba”—the lingering,
radioactive grief of an ancient female cultivator who had failed her
tribulation. Her body had burned away, leaving only a will so hot it
evaporated water vapor on contact. Yet, Xuanyuan did not release her.
He buried the cong at the northern foot of Zhuolu.

“The earth’s veins breathe.” he told his strategist Changxian. “Dig
ninety-nine trenches. Shape them like a dragon’s skeleton.”

As the Jiuli’s copper-armored troops waded through the waves,
a dragon’s roar vibrated from the deep earth. The trenches twisted,
channeling the geothermal heat of the awakened ley lines. The
floodwaters did not pool; they boiled. The water vaporized into a
scalding mist that rose, cooled rapidly in the upper air, and fell as hail—
hard and heavy as stones. Xuanyuan had used the earth as a crucible and
strategy as the bellows, forging the enemy’s rain into his own blade.

Tigor’s eyes were bloodshot maps of rage. He split the earth with
his axe, and from the fissure climbed a giant, five zhang tall, skin like
ancient bark, eyes burning with wildfire. This was no natural birth, but
the last corpse of the Kuafu clan, stuffed with the souls of eighty-one
warriors as fuel.

Nameless then, the world would later know him as “Kuafu”.

The giant lunged. Footsteps birthed vegetation that withered in
an instant. He fed on bloodlust and screams, swelling larger, his belly
echoing with the cacophony of the souls trapped within.

Xuanyuan removed his crown. Hair loose, barefoot, he ascended
the altar. He slashed his wrist, painting the River Diagram and Luo
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Writing in blood upon the sand. He began to chant the “Chapter of Wild
Sacrifice”, a requiem passed down by Shennong’s last shaman.

“Flesh to flesh, spirit to spirit.”

It was an ancient covenant: all things must find their resting place.

Kuafu knelt. The eighty-one souls inside him heard the call. They
were sons of the Yellow River, forged into weapons against their will.
Xuanyuan’s blood sang to them of memories: a mother washing clothes
by the riverbank, a father humming in the golden fields.

The souls struggled to break free. Kuafu’s stitched body cracked.
The giant howled—not at Xuanyuan, but eastward, toward the rising
sun, toward the sea where souls belong. He ran for three days, his flesh
peeling away in tatters, until he collapsed in Denglin. His torso calcified
into red sandstone; his heart birthed a peach grove, its blossoms blood-
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

red, its fruit bitter as regret.

At last, Tigor strode onto the battlefield, hair wild, axe in hand.
Every step birthed flames, for he had drawn the “yin fire”—accumulated
over millennia at the bottom of the Yunmeng Marsh—into his own
veins. It was a fire that burned souls, not mere matter.

From behind Xuanyuan stepped a woman in green. History would
call her “Niiba”, the Drought Demon. In truth, she was Xuanyuan’s
younger sister, who as a child had wandered into the Thunder Marsh of
Kunlun and been infected by primordial fire. Every moment of her life
was an incineration; water boiled at her touch, wood ignited in her grip.

“Brother,” she spoke, her voice cracking like dry pottery. “Let me
return.”

She walked toward Tigor. There was no roar, no explosion—only
the terrifying quiet of absolute aridity. Her steps cracked the earth into
spiderwebs; raindrops vaporized mid-air before they could touch her.

Tigor’s yin fire, upon meeting her, went quiet. It was the ultimate
suppression: fire requires air to burn, and she drained the vitality from
the very air itself.

Tigor’s copper armor began to melt, the embedded plates scalding
his organs. As he fell, he looked up and saw Niiba smile. For the first
time in her life, she had found something that could endure her touch.

She placed a fingertip on his forehead. In that instant, Niiba’s
physical form dissolved into blue smoke, leaving only a green robe
draped over the face of the Jiuli lord. The smoke rose, becoming a cloud
that would never rain, hanging over Zhuolu for three years.

Xuanyuan had won. Yet, he ordered a paulownia coffin for Tigor.

“He was a son of the Yellow River.” Xuanyuan said, looking at the
red waters of Jiechi, stained by oxidizing copper. “He became a demon
only that his people might survive.”

After the war, the successor Zhuanxu inspected the spoils.
He found a beast-skin scroll containing no words, only a star map
embedded with meteoric dust. His wise man, Fenghou, studied it for
three months before vomiting blood.

“This is not mortal art,” Fenghou gasped. “It is a pact with the
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stars.”

Tigor’s power had stemmed from an ancient bargain between the
“Flaming Star”—Mars—and Mother Earth, a channel sustained by the
blood sacrifice of the Jiuli shamans.

Zhuanxu, wielding Xuanyuan’s sword, stood before the central
altar at Zhuolu. He split it open, revealing a deep well from which
voices drifted—voices that were neither human nor beast, tempting,
inviting, hungry.

“Sever the Earth-Heaven Passage!” Zhuanxu commanded.

It was not a command to close the connection, but to shatter the
nature of the pact. He ordered the Chong and Li clans to seize the
celestial pillars of Kunlun and Daizong. The ritual was reformed. The
era of human sacrifice ended; the shamans were bound to use only
livestock, jade, and silk.

The passage between heaven and earth did not close. It was simply
that humanity, having seen the horror of the copper-boned spirits and
the weeping sky, refused to pay for it with flesh and blood ever again.

The Birth of Huaxia

Wind whistled through the jagged stone formations of Mount
Fu, its mournful hum like the whispers of countless souls. Emperor
Xuanyuan stood atop the altar, the newly inscribed dragon-patterned
amalgamation stone still warm in his hands. Below, tribal leaders from
the Yellow River, Yangtze, Liao River, and Wei River stood silent,
their forehead tattoos still vivid—some bore the bear-eyed marks of
the Wam(Yan) Emperor’s followers, others the tiger stripes of Tigor’s
descendants, and others the fish-scale patterns of Dongyi envoys.

“The dragon soars through the nine heavens, and all nations unite
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as one!” The high priest’s cry echoed through the valley.

Yet Xuanyuan’s gaze pierced the cheering crowd, settling on the
silent faces. A Jingyue elder from south of Yunmeng Marsh bore not a
dragon but a vermilion bird on his brow; a Western Qiang herder’s fur
robe was edged with woolen flowers.

That night, in his leather tent, Xuanyuan summoned the historian

Cangjie and the craftsman Gonggu.
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

“Did you see?” He stirred the embers with a stick, sparks dancing
in the firelight that carved deep lines into his eyes. “When they bow
their heads, what they see is not the dragon, but their own tribal totems.”

Cangjie fell silent before murmuring, “Your Majesty, the
amalgamation requires a unified symbol.”

“Unification is not annihilation.” Xuanyuan picked up a withered
leaf, its veins stretching like life lines under the firelight. “See this leaf?
One main vein, yet countless smaller veins branch to nourish the blade.
True amalgamation should be like this leaf—a clear main vein, with
smaller veins flowing freely.”

Gonggu suddenly spoke, “Your Majesty, when smelting bronze,
I discovered pure copper is too soft, pure tin too brittle. Only when
combined do they yield the strength of a tripod and the resonance of a
bell. Might civilization be the same?”

Xuanyuan’s eyes kindled with twin flames as he nodded. “Go forth.
Seek those tribes whose voices have yet to be fully heard. Find totems
that resonate with the dragon. We forge not a lock, but a key to unlock
all hearts.”

Three years later, deep in Mount Heng, the boy Xuanli—
Xuanyuan’s youngest son—followed a Jingyue guide along a
precipitous mountain path. As one of seven “totem-seeking envoys”
dispatched by his father, his mission was to explore the southern Baiyue
tribes.

“Young Lord, behold the Vermilion Cliff.” the guide pointed to a
crimson precipice.

As the first sunbeam crested the ridge, a miracle unfolded: sunlight
refracted through natural cinnabar veins in the cliff, projecting a colossal
bird’s silhouette in the air! Its wings spanned half the valley, and gold-
red light from its tail feathers ignited wild plums in the crevices,
blending plum blossom fragrance with morning mist.

“The Phoenix! The Phoenix!” Central Plains soldiers cried,
kneeling in worship.

But the Jingyue elder did not kneel. Instead, he sang a song in an
unintelligible tongue—ancient as a well, yet gentle as a mother’s hand.
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Xuanli requested a translation.

The elder’s eyes mirrored the phoenix’s glow. “We sing: O bird of
the sun, who journeys north and south each year, tell my son who died
in the south that his homeland’s rice blossoms have bloomed thrice

more.”

In that moment, Xuanli understood: to the Central Plains,
the phoenix might be an auspicious omen, but to these displaced
descendants of Tigor, this solar bird was a messenger bridging the living
and the dead.

He sketched the phoenix’s form that night, noting on bamboo slips:
“The southerners revere the phoenix—mnot as a Central Plains auspicious
bird, but as a soul-guide, a rice-cultivating spirit, and a wing of the
monsoon. Its fiery nature complements the dragon’s watery essence.”
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

Concurrently, another team in the northeastern forests observed
Dongyi eagle rituals; a third in the Sichuan Basin recorded ancient Shu
ceremonies honoring the solar divine bird.

These scrolls and records converged upon Xuanyuan’s desk.

On a parallel path, the warrior Leizu—Xuanyuan’s wife—led a
contingent through Qiangrong lands.

They sought the truth of “Niiba”. After aiding the Yellow Emperor
against Tigor, the drought deity Niiba had dissipated into clouds, but
Xuanyuan secretly learned she was a Qiang tribal matriarch possessing
ancient knowledge of stars and earth energies. Her “divine power” was
but a transmission of celestial and terrestrial wisdom over generations.

By Qinghai Lake, Leizu found the remnants of the tribe—a small
settlement of elders, women, and children. The blind matriarch traced
the jade cong Leizu carried—Niiba’s former token.

“She was our last star-seer,” the matriarch’s voice rustled like
prayer flags in the wind. “After the war, fearing her knowledge might
bring disaster, she asked the Emperor to ‘deify’ her, then vanished into
the wind with all her secrets.”

She led Leizu to a slope abloom with tiny blue flowers. “These
were her beloved ‘soul-return flowers.” She said their roots could pierce
stone, blooming where life seemed impossible.” Plucking one, she
revealed a peculiar warmth at its heart. “Touch it.”

Leizu gasped—the flower’s heart was warm!

“She said it carried seeds from her volcanic homeland, its heart
holding a thread of geothermal heat.” The matriarch’s sightless gaze
“looked” to the horizon. “’Scatter my ashes beneath this flower” were
her final words. ‘One day, someone will understand: true power is not
the drought’s consuming heat, but the warmth preserved in adversity.””

That night, Leizu inked the soul-return flower’s form onto
sheepskin, noting: “This flower is no mere bloom, but a tribe burying
civilization’s final ember into earth.”

The most distant expedition was to the “Spine of the World”.

Envoy Fenghou, after two years’ trek, reached a snow-capped
mountain tribe worshipping the “Qiong”—a golden-winged giant bird
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that fed on dragons.

“Feeds on dragons?” Fenghou exclaimed to the interpreter.

The tribal shaman grinned, revealing tea-stained teeth. “Not to
devour, but to subdue. See—" He pointed to a mural: the great bird’s
talons gripped a dragon’s back, yet the dragon’s eyes glowed with relief.

“In your plains, dragons govern rain as benevolent deities. But

13

in our highlands, dragons sometimes become ‘Lu’—lake-dwelling
monsters, causing avalanches. Qiong subdues Lu not by slaying, but by
restoring it to a guardian dragon.”

Fenghou realized: the same dragon played vastly different roles
across terrains. Highlanders needed not a tame dragon, but a force to
balance it—thus they created Qiong.

“May we depict Qiong to bring it back to the Central Plains?”
Fenghou requested.

The shaman pondered. “Yes, but on one condition: you must carry
our story too. Tell the plainsfolk we do not seek to replace your dragon,
only that in our land, heaven and earth require different equilibria.”

At parting, the shaman gifted Fenghou a genuine Qiong feather. In
sunlight, it shimmered iridescently, and Fenghou noted that its structure
resembled seven parts of the Central Plains phoenix motifs.

That winter, when all envoys returned, Xuanyuan gathered tribal
representatives in Zhuolu’s new “Hall of Ten Thousand Totems”.

This circular edifice lacked a throne, only a central hearth.
Walls bore murals painted by artisans from every tribe: reindeer and
shaman drums from northeastern forests, wolves and starry skies from
northwestern steppes, tigers and blood-vine flowers from southwestern
mountains, serpents and rice waves from eastern shores. ..

Xuanyuan stood by the hearth, holding not a scepter but a branch
fresh from Qinling, bearing buds, withered leaves, and a late-blooming
blossom.

“Brothers,” his quiet voice stilled the hall, “seven years ago at
Mount Fu, I swore alliance under the dragon. But I’ve come to see the
dragon is but one leaf on this tree.”

He lifted the branch. “Civilization is the whole tree—roots digging
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

deep, branches stretching skyward; canopy shading descendants, new
shoots sprouting each spring.”

Xuanyuan unfurled seven scrolls: southern fire-phoenix,
northeastern sun-bird, Qiang soul-return flower, highland Qiong,
Dongyi jade eagle, Baiyue rice- f#§ £ , Central Plains cloud-thunder
pattern...

“These do not replace the dragon. They join with it to complete
civilization’s tree.”

He approached the Jingyue Elder. “Though you have lost three
sons, let us carve the phoenix into our Covenant Stele. Let this solar
bird carry the message of spring to the south, and bear our northern
longing to those who rest there.”

Tears streaked the elder’s face as he knelt in Baiyue rite.

Xuanyuan turned to the Qiang herder. “The soul-return flower will
embroider our ritual flags, reminding us: the greatest treasure is not
victory, but the warmth of humanity preserved after war.”

Sobs rose in the hall as those who lost kin in war felt their grief
seen and memorialized.

Finally, Xuanyuan announced his considered decree:
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“Henceforth, our covenant totem shall not be the single dragon,
but the Three Symbols—dragon as the skeleton of order, phoenix as the
blood of vitality, flower as the soul of resilience. Within the Three, each
tribe may keep their totem as ‘hidden veins.””

“What are hidden veins?”

Xuanyuan displayed a new ritual robe: from afar, a coiled dragon,
but close inspection revealed dragon scales composed of micro-
totems—bear eyes, fish scales, tiger stripes, bird feathers, ram horns,
deer antlers... In sunlight, these hidden veins shimmered faintly.

“Like this leaf.” Xuanyuan lifted the branch again. “The main vein
is Huaxia; the smaller veins are the tribes. Same sun, same roots.”

The final rite unfolded at winter solstice dawn.

The new altar was three-tiered, circular: the lowest layer embedded
stones from tribal sacred sites, the middle tier held nine bronze tripods,
the upper tier suspended the newly cast “Three Symbols Covenant
Jade”—a central dragon flanked left by a phoenix spreading wings, right
by a blooming flower, their forms interlocking in a perfect circle.

As first sunlight crested the mountain, Xuanyuan placed the Mount
Fu amalgamation stone at the altar’s heart. Now bearing not only dragon
marks but phoenix feather traces and flower imprints.

Light worked a miracle.

Morning sun through the jade’s perforations casts shadows on the
altar floor. The dragon’s shadow became the outline of a majestic hall,
the phoenix’s shadow the soaring eaves, the flower’s shadow the trees
growing before the hall—mirroring the “Xia” character’s ancient seal
script with uncanny precision!

More wondrously, as sunlight shifted, it passed through tribal totem
jade tablets(tiger, bird, fish, flower...) held by representatives. These
overlapping shadows merged with “Xia” to gradually form “Hua”—a
great tree in full bloom, its roots encircling tribal figures.

“Hua-Xia... this is heaven’s mandate!” The high priest trembled,
kneeling.

But Xuanyuan knew it was no celestial omen, but meticulous
design. He, Gonggu, and Cangjie had spent a year calculating shadow
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Chapter 15 The Huaxia

angles using sundial principles, shaping the jade tablets according
to tribal totem symbolism so that the solstice light would spell these
characters precisely.

“This is not divine.” Xuanyuan lifted the high priest. “It is

mathematics, sincerity, and hands joined to create tomorrow. True
heavenly mandate lies not above, but in learning to blend different lights
into one shared future.”

Centuries later, the Yellow Emperor faded into legend. Yet the
“Three Symbols Unified” tale grew new branches through oral tradition.

In the Central Plains, the Zhou royal court engraved dragon-
phoenix-flower motifs on bronze ritual vessels, as described in the “Rites
of Zhou”.

In Chu, Qu Yuan’s “Li Sao” journeyed heavenward in a dragon
chariot, guided by phoenixes, adorned with blooming herbs.

On the high plateau, when Songtsen Gampo married Princess
Wencheng, the Tang emperor’s gift included a “Three Symbols Mirror”
bearing a Han dragon, a Tibetan Qiong bird, and a snow lotus.

In the southwest, the Yi tribe bimo sing: “Eastern blue dragon
spouts rain, southern vermilion phoenix hastens blossoms, central soul-
return flower never fades—Three Symbols guard our progeny.”

When dynasties shift and wars rage, someone always recalls the
ancient metaphor:

—When steppe cavalry ride south, wolf heads adorn saddles, but
peonies bloom.
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—When Central Plains soldiers guard borders, dragon motifs grace
armor, yet they learn to plant tamarisk in deserts.

—When sea vessels unfurl sails, Mazu graces the prow, but “smooth
sailing” banners always fly.

These totems never fix—they migrate, transform, hybridize, like
wind carrying seeds over mountains, taking root wherever they land,
growing to that land’s shape.

In the early 21st century, a joint excavation uncovered a peculiar
Three Kingdoms tomb. The occupant, a Qiang woman married to the
Central Plains, bore on her coffin:

A dragon-coiled tomb guardian(Central Plains rite),

A Qiong-patterned bronze mirror(Qiang dowry),

An embroidered soul-return flower robe(personal memory).

The excavation leader—a Tibetan scholar—wrote in the report:

“This is not cultural mixture, but profound fusion. The occupant
neither abandoned her roots nor resisted new soil. Her life is the most
vivid testament to ‘Three Symbols Unified’: dragon sheltered her with
order, phoenix(Qiong) gave her spirit wings, flower gave her life’s final
solace.”

“We debate ‘What is Hua-Xia?’ Perhaps Hua-Xia is never a
finished answer, but an eternal gesture—how to coexist in difference,
inherit through flux, bloom amid adversity.”

The report’s conclusion quoted a line from a wooden slip in the
tomb, its characters faded but legible:

“Father buried on Snow Mountain, mother by the Yellow River.
Now I rest in Central Plains, soul between three realms. From snow
lotus to cloud-rain, the the Yellow River nurtures rice fields. See the
new moon rise, shining on three mountains.”

Outside, a new sun rises. Light, as ever, shines equally on every
leaf—whether called dragon, phoenix, flower, or a thousand different
names.

For all leaves remember: we spring from one great tree.

That tree’s name is eternal renewal.
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