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Shi Lang obtained the letter of introduction and prepared to head to Anqing.
But he always felt he had taken someone else's kindness for free yet given no return, which seemed somewhat unfair. He murmured, "Uncle, you've been so passionate in guiding me, even helping me write the letter of introduction. I've benefited from you, so I want to help with something. How about I beat that brothel madam up for you?"
Zhu Piaoling's mood suddenly brightened. He laughed heartily, "Don't cause trouble! What sort of person of status am I? Do I need to send a little kid like you to act as my enforcer? Go to Anqing quickly, and don't waste time here."
Shi Lang glanced at the more than a dozen Assassins behind Zhu Piaoling and thought, "Alright, uncle truly has no use for a child like me."
He saluted with cupped fists and swiftly rushed off toward Anqing.
Shi Lang left, and only insiders remained.
Zhu Piaoling's expression then darkened, and he snorted, "I can't expose my identity here. How can I make that brothel sell all the girls to me?"
Assassin A said, "A night raid. Kill the brothel madam and guards, then abduct the girls overnight."
Zhu Piaoling snapped angrily, "Is that your way of wanting the Deity to slap me to death with one stroke?"
Assassin A hastily shut up.
Assassin B said, "Master, in my subordinate's opinion, it might be better to... borrow the emperor."
Zhu Piaoling asked, "???"
Assassin B continued, "Master, you could write a letter to the emperor. In it, say you're bored in Xi'an with nothing to do. Heard that in Suzhou Liyuan, there's a group of famous courtesans skilled in music, chess, calligraphy, and painting, all of them excellent, so you want to buy them home as concubines. Sent your steward to Suzhou to make the purchase, but who knew the Liyuan brothel madam refused to sell... Write it pitifully, add some wailing, and the emperor will surely help you."
Zhu Piaoling exclaimed, "Eh? Eh eh eh? That plan is brilliant!"
Wailing to the emperor for benefits and skimming off the top was the specialty of imperial princes all over. Any unnamed prince could often wangle vast territories and bountiful rewards from the emperor with just one cry.
Especially when he was the most powerful feudal lord, he was quite skilled at such deeds.
Because the Zhu family had always been immensely "gracious" to their relatives.
Zhu Piaoling picked up the pen and immediately began writing tearfully. He first wrote about how unbearably dull his life in Xi'an was, nearly causing him to lose hope. Then he wrote that upon hearing Suzhou Liyuan had many beautiful girls, he wanted to buy them home to relieve his loneliness. He had dispatched his senior steward to Suzhou to redeem them, but unexpectedly faced humiliation by the Liyuan brothel madam... Royal dignity was trampled! The authority of the Qin noble no longer existed! Begged the emperor to uphold justice.
When finished, he signed his name grandly, pressed a finger imprint, pulled his seal from his bosom to stamp it firmly, and then sealed the letter with sealing wax.
All preparations completed, he handed it to Assassin B, "Speed to the capital with this... Remember, take detours when nearing the capital to pretend you came from Xi'an."
Assassin B accepted the order and departed.
"Hmph hmph!" Zhu Piaoling boasted proudly, "We'll see whose backing is stronger..."
Gaojia Village, the main village.
Gao Yiye linked her arm with the mass-produced Deity and walked into the research building of Thirty-Two Middle School.
Because graduate students were constantly increasing, the variety of research departments was also continuously multiplying.
The old fifth-floor research room in the teaching building couldn't handle it anymore.
Gaojia Village specially allocated funds to construct a new research building.
Everyone in this building held at least a graduate diploma.
Every room in the building was engaged in different research projects.
The entire place presented a bizarre spectacle.
Li Daoxuan and Gao Yiye had just entered when they saw a graduate student carrying a human skeleton specimen past them. Upon spotting the Deity and Saint Lady, the graduate student swiftly saluted, "Deity, Saint Lady! Greetings to you."
He saluted, but insisted on a ninety-degree bow, so the human skeleton specimen on his back saluted too, and the skeleton bowed in greeting to Li Daoxuan.
Gao Yiye let out a light chuckle, "This scene is quite amusing. Pity it wasn't captured; otherwise, we could definitely make a little news story."
Li Daoxuan couldn't help but smile too. He took Gao Yiye's hand and continued inward.
Before long, the pair arrived at Young Master Bai's research room.
Upon entering, they heard a "whoosh," which came from a steam engine. Gao Yiye looked closely. Right in the middle of the research room, a huge steam engine was installed. A heavy hammer was linked to the shaft of the steam engine and, as the shaft rotated, the heavy hammer moved up and down in a hammering motion.
A large group was pointing and discussing around this machine. Young Master Bai, Song Yingxing, Wang Zheng, and others were there, along with many graduate students and senior engineering technicians.
Gao Yiye said, "Oh, I recognize this. It's the steam forging machine from my last news broadcast, invented by Chen Ergou with assistance from Qi Cheng. How did it end up in the research room?"
The people in the research room turned at Gao Yiye's voice and, seeing the Deity and Saint Lady had arrived, quickly saluted and greeted them.
Young Master Bai replied, "This steam forging machine was designed too simply. Though Chen Ergou invented it, he worked purely from practical experience. His own physics knowledge isn't enough to improve it further, so we brought it in to brainstorm and make it even more capable."
Gao Yiye responded, "Oh oh, I see."
Li Daoxuan smiled. Indeed, many scientific inventions were like this. The initial idea often came from grassroots laborers at the front line. But after conceiving it, these laborers couldn't elevate it due to insufficient expertise.
Then scientists stepped in to refine and innovate upon the basic laborer designs, stuffing in plenty of high-tech enhancements...
After which, the high-tech-loaded creation might develop peculiar flaws in practical use, prompting laborers to suggest new improvements.
This was called "basic science" and "applied science" combining, complementing each other to jointly promote the spiral advancement of science and technology.
Li Daoxuan felt quite content upon seeing them traveling this path. "Young Master Bai, I came to discuss the steamship with you."
Young Master Bai turned around, "Ah? What happened with the steamship?"
Actually, many years earlier, Young Master Bai had designed a steamship. It was built at the shipyard of Heyang County's Qiachuan Port and deployed on the route from Qiachuan Port to Yongji Ferry Dock.
But since the Yellow River navigation wasn't very reliable, the steamship project stopped there and didn't advance further.
Li Daoxuan stated, "The Sunshine Ship has successfully sailed from the Yellow River into the sea. It's time we considered seagoing vessels."
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Young Master Bai was quite confused at that point:"Build sea ships? We are in Shaanxi, far away from the sea, building sea ships just seems a bit..."
Li Daoxuan laughed: Indeed, at this time, starting on sea ships was a bit baffling for folks in Shaanxi.
But, putting aside the celestial ship he had invested in the box, and only considering the technological level and production capability of the little people inside the box, working on sea ships now wasn't early; it could only be considered a bit late.
The Westerners' sea ships were already roaming all over the globe, while the Ming Dynasty's maritime technology was still quite backward. If they didn't hurry to catch up, what could they do? Were they to wait until Western ironclad warships came knocking at their door before starting to chase?
Li Daoxuan's expression turned serious:"All of you have stayed in Shaanxi, unaware of the coastal situation. Actually, in recent years, Western pirates have been rampant and lawless on the southeastern coast. Just a couple of years back, they fought a 'Liao Luo Bay naval battle'. In that battle, our dynasty was completely backward in shipbuilding tech and only won by relying on numerical superiority..."
The group:"Huh?"
Song Yingxing suddenly piped up:"Yes, Western sea ships have become extremely formidable."
Wang Zheng:"I've heard something about that too."
Li Daoxuan:"I hope you all work harder and design a powerful steam warship. Then, through Shi Kefa, we'll find a way to build a shipyard in a coastal area, move the technology and equipment over, and try building a ship for testing."
Song Yingxing:"Deity! Even if we build the ship, we won't have enough sailors. Sea navigation is entirely different from river navigation; this aspect..."
"Hmm, I'll entrust that to Shi Kefa to figure out." Li Daoxuan:"You focus on solving the technological problems. Other issues will be handled by other people."
The scientists understood:"Understood."
...
Shi Lang was sitting on a river boat, heading toward Anqing Port.
It was late summer, and the temperature was starting to drop. However, since the boat on the river had been sun-exposed for ages, it was still hot. So Shi Lang wore only a short jacket. The sun scorched his slightly dark skin, making it shine with sweat.
The boatman rowing glanced at him and chuckled:"Young Master, your build isn't quite like the regular young masters."
Shi Lang laughed:"Ever since I was small, I wasn't fond of reading books; I only liked wielding swords and knives."
The boatman:"At your age, running all over the place, aren't your parents worried?"
Shi Lang chuckled again:"My father expects me to forge a grand career."
Shi Lang's ancestor was named Shi Bing, a review official during Emperor Gaozong of the Southern Song. But by the generation of Shi Lang's father, Shi Daxuan, the family fortunes had already begun to decline.
Shi Daxuan believed his son's large face and broad forehead were signs of nobility, so he pinned high hopes on Shi Lang. He constantly hoped Shi Lang would grow up to become a lord or minister, restoring the Shi family's bygone glory.
So Shi Lang started his adventures young. His father not only didn't stop him but actively supported him.
The boatman said:"Ah, aiming for a career? No wonder you're heading to Anqing."
That muttering caught Shi Lang's attention:"How so? Is there opportunity in Anqing?"
The boatman replied:"Young Master, don't you know? Anqing is a troubled area! The Huangmei Water Bandits are in rebellion; Henan Bandits are invading south; even Fengyang was scorched to the ground. That place now has frequent warfare. The court has swapped several governing officials there in just a few months. Currently, Deputy Minister Wang from the Deputy Minister's Office, and a newly arrived Mister Shi—I heard they were officials who earned big merits in bandit suppression in Shaanxi—are incredibly capable."
Shi Lang:"Huh?"
When he heard that, he wasn't afraid; instead, he got a bit excited.
Ancient troubles bred heroes; the more chaos in Anqing, the more Shi Lang saw a chance to rise above others.
As they conversed, Anqing Port was already visible in the distance.
Shi Lang spotted a colossal giant ship at a glance from far off.
So huge!
Such a massive ship!
As a resident of the Fujian coast, Shi Lang had seen the three-masted sailing ships of the Franks with his own eyes, but those large ships were still a whole size smaller than the vessel before him now.
"Wow! Sure enough, there really is a giant ship here. Uncle Zhu didn't lie to me." Shi Lang was absolutely elated. "Quick, row faster! I want to get on that ship to see."
The boatman smiled and shook his head. "That's a warship. There's no reason they'd let just anyone go up for a look."
"You just row quicker, got it?" Shi Lang insisted.
Just as the two were talking, the colossal ship suddenly began to move. Neither sails were hoisted nor oars were seen, yet it abruptly accelerated, rushing out of the harbor and charging upstream.
Shi Lang panicked. "Huh? What's going on? I just arrived, how come it's already leaving? Chase it! Hurry! I'll pay you extra! Extra money! Hurry and catch up!"
The instant the boatman heard "extra money," his two hands rowed furiously. The small skiff darted forward on the water like an arrow.
However...
The massive ship ahead was even faster, instantly accelerating to over twenty knots, darting upstream like the wind.
Seeing the huge ship pulling further and further ahead, Shi Lang grew frantic. "Boatman! Got more oars on this boat?"
"Yes, under the plank behind you."
Shi Lang flipped up the plank, found an oar, and started pulling hard.
The small skiff shot forward even faster. However, it was utterly useless. Shi Lang could only watch helplessly as the massive ship grew more distant.
"Is this some kind of joke?" Shi Lang yelled. "A ship that big can't be that fast! It's impossible!"
The boatman felt helpless. "But it is that fast."
"Chase it! Don't stop! Row! I'll pay even more!" Shi Lang roared. "Chase it!"
It looked like they were about to lose it...
Suddenly, firearm shots rang out ahead. Shi Lang jolted in surprise and finally saw that the gigantic ship, which had nearly vanished on the distant horizon, had now stopped. It was engaged in combat on the water with a group of small boats.
The boatman shouted, "The Huangmei Water Bandits! So that huge ship rushed out to fight the Huangmei Bandits! No wonder it was moving so fast just now."
"Row closer!" Shi Lang was thrilled. "Getting to see a river battle up close is a rare opportunity!"
The boatman pleaded, "Sir, don't joke. Rowing over there is much too dangerous."
Shi Lang retorted, "If you're scared of danger, why'd you join the military?"
The boatman cried, "I'm not in the military!"
Shi Lang pulled out all the money his father had given him for the journey – a heavy bag of silver. With a clatter, he threw it all at the boatman. "Row us over there. It's all yours."
Where a bribe is heavy, a brave man is found.
The moment the boatman felt the weight of the silver bag, he thought, "Oh my God, why should I fear the damn danger? Charge!"
Soon, they drew closer and closer.
Ahead, three cargo ships were being surrounded by a large group of bandit skiffs. The colossal ship was alongside the cargo ships, driving off the bandit boats. The behemoth vessel rammed randomly amidst the chaos; firearms roared along its sides in fierce contention.
The water bandits suffered a total defeat, their ranks utterly shattered.
Shi Lang jumped in excitement. "Oh my God! Amazing! What an incredible ship! This huge ship wouldn't be outmatched even fighting against Frankish three-masted sailing ships! Too strong! So strong!"
Just as he was shouting joyfully, a splash of water sounded. A water bandit suddenly emerged beneath the water, grabbed the gunwale with both hands, flipped himself over, and landed on their deck.
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On The Sunshine Ship, Jiang Cheng and Iron Bird Flies were commanding the battle.
One was in charge of the bow, and the other was in charge of the stern, each leading a team of sailors, randomly striking at the water bandits.
Amidst the chaos, Iron Bird Flies suddenly saw a small boat approaching from downstream on the river, with an old boatman and a young boy of fourteen or fifteen years old on board.
There was fighting here; normal civilian boats were staying far away, but this small boat not only didn't avoid it, it kept moving closer.
Iron Bird Flies cursed inwardly: Where did these thoughtless old man and kid come from, barging into such a scene like this?
Just as he thought that, he saw a water bandit emerge by the boat's railing and flip onto the deck with a whoosh.
Iron Bird Flies said: "Oh no! That old boatman and child are going to get harmed. At this distance, I can't help."
...
This water bandit who had flipped onto the boat had just fallen into the water from a water bandit vessel.
Indeed, The Sunshine Ship had been randomly firing firearms at the bandit ships; this water bandit was on one of those ships when it happened; there were six men in total, and the other five had been shot dead by firearms.
This guy found that there was no place on the ship to dodge the bullets; staying on would only mean death like his comrades, so he simply jumped into the river.
Swept by the current, he drifted downstream and ended up next to Shi Lang's boat.
Reaching out to grab the railing, he climbed aboard, scanned around with a glance, saw one boatman and one boy, heh...
"You two, roll off this boat; this vessel is mine now." The water bandit grinned ferociously.
The boatman inwardly cried out: It's over!
He was about to jump into the water.
Then he heard Shi Lang snort and say: "What foolish bandit dares speak so arrogantly? If you drop your knife now, you can avoid death."
The water bandit: "?"
The boatman: "?"
The two were a bit stunned; this kid had such a big mouth.
The water bandit stepped forward, raising his knife: "Die for me."
Then...
He died!
Shi Lang used the boat's rocking; his body swayed with the hull, easily avoiding his knife, while drawing his own waist knife and slicing off the water bandit's head with one swift chop. The move was clean and sharp, almost unimaginable for a child.
The boatman was completely dazed: "Young master, you have great skills."
Shi Lang said: "Hmph, I already said I'm going to join the army. This fool even delivered me a head, which helps me a lot—now I've got my entry ticket too."
...
Iron Bird Flies said: "Huh? That kid has such swift skills."
This wasn't on land, but on a small skiff; the skiff was unstable and shaky to begin with, and northerners struggled just standing on it, yet that youth could dodge and counter so easily, even using the vessel's movement.
From that one move alone, it was clear his aquatic ability was outstanding.
Iron Bird Flies sighed involuntarily: "Southerners really are natural warriors on water; us northerners are far behind. If nurtured well, this child will surely become a fierce naval commander."
Sailing in the south was no joke!
"Mr. Tie, be careful of the port side; someone's trying to climb aboard!"
Iron Bird Flies quickly snapped out of his admiration and refocused on the battle. He dashed to the port side and fired a gun with a "bang" downwards. The water bandit climbing the side cried out in pain and fell back into the water.
From afar, Shi Lang saw this and couldn't help exclaiming, "What an impressive big ship! In front of such a vessel, martial arts were useless; one couldn't even climb the rail."
It wasn't long before the fight ended.
The water bandits' small boats began scattering in all directions. Three cargo ships were saved and followed behind The Sunshine Ship like little attendants, heading for Anqing Port.
Numerous captured water bandit prisoners were taken aboard The Sunshine Ship, tied up, and thrown into the cabin to be brought back for labor reform. The seized small skiffs from the water bandits were all towed by ropes behind the cargo ship, dragging in a large cluster.
While the water troops were busy cleaning up the battlefield, Iron Bird Flies noticed the strange pair of the old boatman and the youth approaching below the side of The Sunshine Ship. The youth tilted his head back and shouted loudly, "Heroes on the ship, hello! My name is Shi Lang. Please let me come aboard; I have a letter of introduction..."
At his first few words, the group had paid little attention, but when he mentioned the final three words "letter of introduction," the people on the ship paused slightly—Huh?
This thing called a letter of introduction was very much in the style of Gaojia Village.
When transferring jobs, the technical workers of Gaojia Village would report to their new unit with a letter of introduction from their original one.
As soon as the youth uttered the words "letter of introduction," he was instantly regarded as almost part of the family.
A water troop poked his head out from the side and laughed, "I'll throw a rope down; can you climb up?"
Shi Lang replied confidently, "A rope is enough."
The water troop flicked his hand, and a long rope was cast down.
Then Shi Lang was seen gripping the rope with both hands and stepping on the ship's side with his feet, as if walking sideways. In moments, he ascended onto the rail of The Sunshine Ship and stood firmly.
The water troops couldn't help but cry out in unison, "The lad has fine skills!"
Iron Bird Flies squeezed his way out of the crowd of water troops. Having seen the youth earlier, he wasn't surprised by his boarding skills now. He said with a smile, "You said you have a letter of introduction?"
Shi Lang reached behind his back and pulled out a water bandit's head.
The water troops: "..."
Iron Bird Flies shook his head with a smile, "That item is not a letter of introduction."
Shi Lang replied, "Is a pledge for joining the gang less useful than a letter of introduction?"
Everyone laughed.
Then Shi Lang reached into his chest pocket, pulled out the letter of introduction given to him by Zhu Piaoling, and handed it to Iron Bird Flies with both hands.
Iron Bird Flies unfolded it—tsk—it was written by that unreliable hero Zhu Piaoling. But the content forced him to pay attention; this youth was actually a person noticed by the Deity.
But...
The Deity had specifically instructed, "Strengthen his ideological and moral education, education on national righteousness."
Iron Bird Flies put away the letter and wore a smile, "Ah, so you were recommended by Zhu Piaoling. Fine, you can freely tour our Sunshine Ship without any restrictions."
Shi Lang was overjoyed, "Huh? Uncle Zhu's letter of introduction is such a big deal? He... is he that remarkable? I thought he was just an unreliable uncle; he even called himself a tenfold wastrel."
Iron Bird Flies laughed, "He is unreliable, alright. But an unreliable person might still recommend a reliable one. Whether you can make it here depends on your own skills."
Shi Lang answered confidently, "My skills won't disappoint you."
Iron Bird Flies smiled, "Good, then we'll await to see. Next, do you want to have a tour first?"
Shi Lang said happily, "That's of course great."
He let out a cheer and charged into the cabin entrance.
The first thing he wanted to figure out was how many cannons this giant ship actually had. He could tell that although no guns were visible outside, they must be inside. Those rows of small windows on the side were surely gunports, just concealed by covers.
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Shi Lang ran around the ship several times. The thirty-two cannons on the ship made his eyes light up. This number of cannons perfectly overwhelmed the Franks' three-masted sailing ship. Moreover, this ship's cargo capacity overwhelmed the Dutch sailing ship.
Both its firepower and carrying capacity surpassed those of Western ships of the same period.
"Amazing! If we had a dozen or so of these big ships, we could strike the headquarters of the East India Company," Shi Lang said.
Shi Lang was inexplicably excited.
Jiang Cheng and Iron Bird Flies couldn't help but ask curiously, "The East India Company? What is that?"
Shi Lang sighed and said, "It's a company established by the Franks in Nanyang. Although it is called a company, in reality it is a naval headquarters. Westerners come from thousands of miles away on big ships, constantly spying on the southeastern coast of our country. Now they have already built a base on Yizhou Island... If we do not eliminate them soon, Yizhou Island might be taken by Westerners."
Jiang Cheng and Iron Bird Flies had never heard of this before and couldn't help but be stunned. "Westerners could be that powerful? That can't be right. How many Westerners could there be? Our great Heavenly Nation could just send an army casually and beat them severely."
Shi Lang said, "You need to learn more about matters on the coast too."
In fact, not only he thought this way; Li Daoxuan had the same thought in his heart: It’s not good; even the people of my Gaojia Village are similarly unaware of the situation. It seems I need to tell them about the might of the Westerners.
How to talk about this matter?
Hey!
The best way, of course, is a movie.
"The Small Troop at Daling River" had brought a huge impact in the territory controlled by Gaojia Village. To make them wary of Westerners, the best way was certainly to make another similar movie. It should show them the malicious ambitions of Westerners and the technological achievements they had attained, so that everyone would pay attention.
Li Daoxuan jumped on the word "Puzhou" on the box, and his viewpoint instantly shifted to the "Colorful World Star Agency" in Puzhou.
As soon as he switched over, he saw Old Nan Feng grabbing Commander Chen by the collar and saying, "Come here, act properly for me, don't run around everywhere, damn it."
Commander Chen said, "Brother Nan Feng, spare me, spare me. Please don't make me act as Huang Taiji."
Old Nan Feng said, "Is this your first day hanging around under me? Don't you know I am ruthless? Spare you? Spare a ghost! I'll give you five minutes to change into Huang Taiji's costume and hairstyle, or don't blame me for being rude."
The moment Old Nan Feng released his murderous aura, even Chang Wei would immediately kneel on the spot.
Commander Chen did not dare resist; he obediently lowered his head and changed his costume.
Just then...
The Deity arrived, and the embroidered Deity on Old Nan Feng's chest spoke, "Good day, comrades."
Everyone quickly responded together, "Pay respects to the Deity!"
Li Daoxuan said, "Old Nan Feng, I want to shoot a naval battle drama."
"A water battle drama?" Old Nan Feng became awkward instantly upon hearing this. "This... how do we shoot that? All my people are landlubbers."
"Well..." Li Daoxuan said, "I'll have Bai Yuan send the naval forces to cooperate in the acting. What you need to do is find someone to write a good script and craft the story."
Old Nan Feng said, "Alright, then there's no problem. May I ask which water battle drama the Deity wants to shoot? The Battle of Red Cliff? Or Han Xin's battle at Wei River? Zhu Yuanzhang and Chen Youliang's naval battle at Poyang Lake?"
"None of them!" Li Daoxuan said. "I want to shoot the Liao Luo Bay naval battle."
Old Nan Feng: "???"
Everyone present: "???"
The Liao Luo Bay naval battle had happened only two years ago; most people inland did not yet know about this battle.
Li Daoxuan had to briefly explain, "This was a naval battle between the Ming Dynasty Naval Forces and the Dutch..."
As soon as he finished speaking, Commander Chen's eyes lit up beside him: "The villain in this movie is a Westerner?"
Li Daoxuan replied: "Yes!"
Commander Chen was overjoyed: "Hahaha, I can't play a Westerner, hahaha, I can't play a Westerner! No matter how the script is written, this time it won't be me playing the villain! Hahaha!"
Li Daoxuan said: "There's a traitorous pirate in the film, a lapdog for the Westerners named Liu Xiang."
Commander Chen: "!!!"
Old Nan Feng: "Oh? A big traitor pirate? A lapdog for the Westerners?"
As he spoke, Old Nan Feng turned his gaze toward Commander Chen.
Commander Chen: "No! No! Nooooooo!"
His shrill scream echoed through the star agency.
It was enough to bring tears to the listeners' eyes.
That night, several impoverished scholar-screenwriters hired by the Colorful World Star Agency began working diligently—crafting stories, writing the script, developing character designs...
Meanwhile, Li Daoxuan picked up the phone and called Cai Xinzi: "Old Cai, you must have ready-made models of Spanish sailing ships from the Age of Exploration, right?"
"Of course I do! If I didn't even have this, what kind of model shop would I be running?"
"Good. Give me eleven of them."
Cai Xinzi was baffled: "I could understand ten or twelve, but eleven? Is it meant to symbolize your status as a bachelor?"
Li Daoxuan retorted: "I’m not like you. Being single, I’m perfectly happy. Unlike you, bent low in submission whenever your wife shouts ‘Lao Zi The Road to Sichuan’."
Cai Xinzi snapped back: "What do you know? I am the boss in my house. I say ‘Lao Zi The Road to Sichuan’! When I give the order, she cooks and washes clothes immediately, no backtalk!"
Li Daoxuan was about to mock him when a sharp cry erupted from the other end of the line...
Silence. An eerie silence...
Several seconds later, a young girl’s voice answered: "Uncle Li? Daddy is getting spanked. Mommy says he was showing off and needs disciplining. His ear is twisted like a dough twist!"
Li Daoxuan: "Pfft, hahaha!"
The little girl asked: "What does ‘showing off’ mean?"
Li Daoxuan explained: "That's a nasty thing to say. Your daddy got spanked because he said it. Don’t learn those words, or Mommy will spank you too."
The little girl gasped: "Wow, I won’t learn it then."
"Good girl!"
The next day, eleven models of Spanish sailing ships arrived. They were all "dead models," without any trace of motors or solar panels inside.
After all, Li Daoxuan didn’t actually need these ships for battle; they were merely props for filming scenes.
With the props ready...
...and under Li Daoxuan's close guidance, the impoverished scholars completed the screenplay.
The protagonist was a youth living by the sea on Yizhou Island, once enjoying a peaceful life. Then, one day, the Dutch arrived in massive sailing ships at his small village. They slaughtered every man, woman and child, burned the village to ashes, and built a fortress city named San Salvador.
The youth narrowly escaped the massacre.
Fleeing to the mainland, he enlisted in the court’s Naval Forces.
Not long after, the Dutch set their sights on Kinmen, Fujian. Led by the traitorous pirate Liu Xiang, the Dutch sailed menacingly toward the coast with eleven massive sailing ships.
A great sea battle formally unfolded!
The film was titled: Blood Battle at Liao Luo Bay.
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Old Nan Feng looked at the script and felt it was a bit troublesome.
"Deity, this 'Blood Battle at Liao Luo Bay' story is almost entirely set by the sea or on the sea. We don't have the environment to film it."
"This is very simple. When you shoot the dialogue scenes, just hang a huge green cloth in the background."
"What?"
Old Nan Feng didn't understand what hanging a green cloth as scenery meant.
But since the Deity had given the order, everyone just had to follow it.
The next problem was the filming location...
Using the Yellow River for a naval battle scene was quite unsuitable. Firstly, the river was narrow, and the grand scale of dozens or hundreds of warships engaged in combat couldn't be arranged. Secondly, the current was rapid, and in the blink of an eye, ships could be swept over ten meters away. Filming that way could easily cause safety accidents.
Old Nan Feng pondered deeply, and finally chose the filming location at "Wu Xing Lake" northeast of Puzhou City. This lake was Shanxi's largest freshwater lake, with a width of up to five li. The lake water wasn't as turbulent as river water, making it relatively easy for filming.
Old Nan Feng reported to the mass-produced Deity, "When filming wide shots of large-scale battles on the lake, the background can't have a green cloth hung."
The mass-produced Deity replied, "No problem. Hang a green cloth where possible. For places that can't, just film directly. I'll have people add the background later."
Old Nan Feng understood: the background issue would be handled by the Deity's divine magic, so there was no need to worry; they could just do it.
This movie was personally requested by Li Daoxuan to raise national awareness about the Westerners' threat, so he spared no effort in resources.
Bai Yuan transferred many warriors from Xiaolangdi to play the roles of Western pirates, Great Ming Naval Forces, and Pirate Liu Xiang's crews.
Those were easy to handle, but...
A difficult issue arose!
For the Western pirates' side, the five-star general MacArthur—oops, wrong—the fleet admiral Putmans, along with his close guards who delivered lines with him, had to be played by blonde and blue-eyed Westerners.
In later times, it was easy to pull a few Westerners from anywhere for movie roles; they didn't even mind playing villains, and some even came from places like Japan to specifically play colonels in anti-Japanese films...
But in the late Ming Dynasty era, finding Westerners was truly difficult; very, very hard.
How could they get Westerners as actors?
Old Nan Feng suddenly had a brilliant idea and found Wang Zheng.
Wang Zheng had funded a Catholic church in Xi'an. Through Wang Zheng's connections at the church, they quickly gathered a group of Westerners.
These Westerners were adventurers who fared poorly in Europe and followed pirate ships to the East seeking the "land of gold." They appeared shabby and malnourished. They knew the land of
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