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Pi Island.
Ships after ships of provisions and supplies arrived at Pi Island.
The seemingly endless flow of goods from Gaojia Village filled Shen Shikui, the island commander, with profound admiration.
After these days of interaction, he had come to understand that these supplies weren't sent to him by the imperial court, but by "Mr. Li."
This Mr. Li could be politely called a merchant, or to put it bluntly, he followed the same path as warlord pirates like Zheng Zhilong.
On the surface obeying the court's orders, he was essentially a local king.
This local king sent things to Pi Island, not out of respect for Shen Shikui, but for Cao Wenzhao.
To be blunt, he only sent the supplies because Cao Wenzhao was here.
If Shen Shikui sidelined Cao Wenzhao, these supplies would vanish.
Pi Island had never received provisions from the Ming court, and wouldn't receive aid from Joseon in the future either. Without relying on this "Mr. Li," Pi Island had no way to survive.
So what he should do went without saying.
"General Cao, what should we do in the future?" Shen Shikui now consulted Cao Wenzhao on everything as a sign of respect.
Cao Wenzhao responded, "We've already battered the Jurchens at sea. They shouldn't dare to mount another attack on Pi Island for several years. After this defeat, Joseon's stance will likely waver again. Moving forward, we'll continue using Pi Island as our base, harassing the Jurchens' rear regions... slowly building up our strength..."
As he spoke, a soldier rushed in: "The Imperial Emissary has arrived!"
Shen Shikui snorted. Imperial emissaries meant little to the people of Pi Island, but he still said, "Let us hurry out to receive him."
A group rushed to the beach where a eunuch, having just disembarked, stood stiffly, poised to read an imperial decree.
Shen and Cao hurriedly bowed. The eunuch produced the decree and recited it verbosely.
The decree first praised Shen and Cao, commending their defense of Pi Island and expressing the Emperor's pleasure. Then it appointed Cao Wenzhao as Coastal General, charged with aiding Pi Island and combating the Jurchens and the Joseon navy.
It furthermore ordered Cao Wenzhao to recruit pirates into imperial service at his own discretion.
Once the decree was read, Shen Shikui breathed a sigh of relief: He had genuinely feared the Emperor might appoint Cao Wenzhao as the General of Dongjiang Town, which would have meant taking his position.
The title of Coastal General was perfectly fine—it implied cooperation rather than competition. This way, he could govern Pi Island with peace of mind.
After listening to the decree, Cao Wenzhao mused to himself: Tasking me to recruit pirates, and giving me total discretion over appointments up to Guerrilla General rank... this is truly advantageous.
He began to deliberate: He could appoint Jiang Cheng as Guerrilla General, Shi Lang as Qianzhong, and although Zheng Sen was a guest general, since the Deity favored him, he should also be made Qianzhong. This way, Gaojia Village's naval forces could openly operate at sea in the future, without needing to pose as sea merchants anymore.
Furthermore, the Coastal General's Water Fortifications were located near Dengzhou, providing Gaojia Village's fleet with an additional base.
And Dengzhou was very close to Tianjin; the straight-line distance was only about six hundred li.
Gaojia Village's navy could sail from Dengzhou to Tianjin in just one day.
The reading concluded to everyone's satisfaction.
The eunuch returned to the capital to report. Cao Wenzhao immediately drafted a memorial, formally submitting the names Guerrilla General Jiang Cheng, Qianzhong Shi Lang, and Qianzhong Zheng Sen.
Several days later...
The Naval Wei's headquarters of the Ming Dynasty, Dengzhou.
The Dengzhou Garrison had a long history as a Ming naval base. At its peak, it boasted 100 large and medium-sized warships, with countless smaller vessels.
However, with the implementation of the sea-ban policy of the Ming Dynasty, by the sixteenth year of the Hongzhi era under Emperor Xiaozong (1503), the Dengzhou Garrison had only three mid-sized and large ships left, and simultaneously, shipbuilding had almost completely disappeared.
By the time of the tenth year of the Chongzhen era (1637 AD), the Dingzhou Naval Forces stronghold had essentially turned into a small fishing village. Apart from a tattered flag with “Dengzhou Garrison” written on it, standing on a decayed Water Fortifications, it was hardly recognizable as an imperial military port.
Jiang Cheng, Shi Lang, and Zheng Sen, led the fleet and slowly sailed into the Dengzhou Water Fortifications.
Their huge fleet's arrival gave the water troops of the Dengzhou Garrison a big fright. Many rowed desperately in their little fishing boats, dashed back to shore, returned home, took out shabby weapons, and assumed a posture as if to say, "Ah, I probably couldn't win even if I charged forward."
Jiang Cheng took out a tin microphone and shouted to the water troops of the Dengzhou Garrison, "I am Guerrilla General Jiang Cheng, under the command of the newly appointed Coastal General Cao Wenzhao. I am ordered here to take over the Dengzhou Water Fortifications. Do not be alarmed."
Only then did the soldiers of Dengzhou relax. "You startled us! With such big ships, we thought Westerners had arrived, but it turns out it's our new superior taking office."
The water troops put down their weapons and gathered by the shore.
Jiang Cheng glanced over at their tattered clothes and rusty weapons, and couldn't help sighing.
Shi Lang also whispered softly, "Such a poor army."
Zheng Sen whispered softly, "Even poorer than my family's Pirates."
Jiang Cheng spoke up, "Why are your armor and weapons so worn out? Why isn't there a single decent ship in the stronghold?"
An officer from the Dengzhou Garrison stepped forward, looking embarrassed. "General Jiang, our Dengzhou Garrison has been neglected for over a hundred years. The court never funds us, doesn't provide ships or military equipment, and makes us fish for a living. These few little fishing boats we have are built by ourselves, costing the court not a single penny. You shouldn't blame us for this."
That made sense!
Without funds from the court, how could they have decent belongings?
Jiang Cheng turned his head to look at Shi Lang and Zheng Sen.
The two young men helplessly spread their hands and shook their heads. "Sigh!"
Jiang Cheng said, "All right, I now know your situation. Ahem, to be direct, I am a person who strongly protects my own people. Since you all will be one big family with us from now on, family shouldn't speak different languages within itself, and I have substantial personal wealth. Whatever the court couldn't give you, I will provide."
All the Dengzhou Garrison soldiers froze in confusion. They were baffled, wondering what the general meant.
However, they quickly understood!
Jiang Cheng waved his hand grandly. "Distribute food, money, clothes..."
Large amounts of supplies were stuffed directly into their hands!
Gaojia Village's specialty was the sugar-coated shell tactic, an offensive of material supplies.
In an instant, the soldiers of the Dengzhou Garrison were conquered by Jiang Cheng.
"General Jiang, you are the most conscientious superior I have ever served under."
"Please don't doubt my loyalty. From now on, I am your most faithful subordinate."
"In the future, if you call on me to brave extreme dangers, I would be inhuman if I hesitated even once."
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The soldiers of Dengzhou Garrison simply couldn't understand it.
They were clearly poor fellows, living by fishing along the coast every day.
Then suddenly one day, good fortune came out of nowhere, instantly making them wealthy.
They now wore top-quality armor.
Their spears were all upgraded to top-quality iron spearheads.
Their tattered bows were exchanged for brand-new Kaiyuan Bows, just like the equipment used by the border army.
Monthly pay of several taels of silver was swiftly distributed to each.
This pay didn't even include food.
Their new superior handled the meals as well, giving each several large bags of rice and dried meat.
Good things were continuously carried back to their homes.
In just a few short days, a group of destitute men who sailed broken boats, wore rags, and never had enough to eat had suddenly transformed, every face glowing with vigor.
In their hearts, Jiang Cheng became an incredibly grand figure.
If asked whether the sailors of Dengzhou Naval Forces were willing to die for the emperor or for Commander Jiang, it was undoubtedly the latter.
Yet, the sailors realized one thing: there was still a gap between themselves and Jiang Cheng's personal guard.
They still used bows, spears, and big knives, while Jiang Cheng's personal guard all used firearms.
That gap was very important to pay attention to!
Who didn't want to rise higher?
To go from an ordinary garrison soldier to become Jiang Cheng's personal guard was how to secure a steady livelihood.
So, the soldiers of Dengzhou Garrison chose a representative to come before Jiang Cheng.
"Commander, we know we've just joined your command and don't yet have your trust.
But we're willing to strive hard.
Just tell us how to become your trusted followers—give the orders, and we'll definitely carry them out."
Jiang Cheng chuckled slyly.
"This isn't actually too hard."
He instantly produced a book, The Celestial Book: Military Discipline and Rules.
He handed this book to the representative.
"If all of you can study this book well and pass our political review, I can make you my trusted personal guard.
Then I'll issue you firearms like the ones for my own soldiers."
The representative quickly accepted the book with both hands.
"Understood! Commander Jiang, rest assured about this.
We will study this book diligently."
For a long-term meal ticket, studying a book was nothing?
They pushed themselves to the limit!
Under the guidance sent by Jiang Cheng, the sailors of Dengzhou Naval Forces began studying desperately and striving to better themselves...
...
Just as the sailors of Dengzhou Naval Forces were earnestly learning discipline...
Guangzhou, Humen, offshore.
Former British Royal Navy officer John Weddell was leading a fleet of four large sailing ships, hovering near the coast.
At that time, Spain's naval dominance had already declined.
The Invincible Armada had perished in 1588, and the British Navy was rising.
But when the British fleet sailed thousands of miles to the East, they found the trade routes to the golden land there were already monopolized by Spain and Portugal.
Add the Netherlands too.
Not long before, Weddell had led his fleet to Macau wanting to take on goods, but was refused by the Portuguese there, not even allowed to dock.
Although the British could swagger through Northwestern Europe at will, in the remote Far East, Weddell—with only four sailing ships—dared not provoke the Portuguese local power in Macau.
So, he turned his attention to the Ming Dynasty.
"Admiral, our light sailing ship Anne has entered the Pearl River estuary to survey the channel.
Before long, we'll have the sea chart drawn for this area."
A subordinate reported this to Weddell.
"However, the navies of the Ming Dynasty have already spotted us."
Weddell snorted.
"The navies of the Ming Dynasty? Those shabby hard-sail vessels we saw all the way here?
How could they call themselves a navy?"
The subordinate also laughed.
"I misspoke—the Ming trash have spotted us and sent someone to negotiate."
Weddell said.
"Well, let's hear what they have to say."
Soon enough, a small boat from Guangzhou naval forces approached the large sailing ship.
A minor official from the Ministry of Rites of the Ming Dynasty climbed aboard the sailing ship and walked up to Weddell.
"My name is Kailong—I am a minor official from the Ming Ministry of Rites, responsible for foreign affairs."
The official introduced himself first.
He then said.
"We've seen you send out a small ship into the Pearl River estuary—that's your reconnaissance boat, right?
This behavior is extremely discourteous.
We demand you recall that reconnaissance boat immediately and not enter territories of the great Ming Dynasty without permission."
The Portuguese interpreter on board with Weddell quickly translated the words into English.
After listening, Weddell showed a face full of arrogance.
"This is a merchant ship of Great Britain—I am Weddell, here for trade.
The sea conditions are a bit unfavorable, and I fear a typhoon might strike.
So I plan to bring my fleet into the inner river to take shelter."
Kailong replied.
"Entering the inner river to shelter from a typhoon is allowed—we of the great Ming Dynasty are a civilized people and can provide safe harbor for distant friends.
But you must first gain approval from our Ming court.
You can't just send a ship of your own to scout anywhere you please."
Weddell sneered inside, almost retorting, "So what if I scout?"
But his subordinate whispered.
"Admiral, we mustn't act rashly—Anne is still surveying.
We don't know this area's waterways well and aren't battle-ready.
Turning hostile now is too soon."
Weddell put on a changed expression and smiled.
"Oh, how regrettable—we've come from afar and didn't know the rules of the Ming Dynasty.
Now that we do, allow me to sincerely request permission to borrow a harbor and shelter from the typhoon."
Kailong gazed out at the eastern sea.
Based on his long life in Guangdong and years of experience, he judged no typhoon could possibly arrive soon.
Kailong turned back to face Weddell, his expression serious.
"Sorry, I see no sign of a typhoon coming—your fleet is safe.
I see no need for you to enter the inner river for refuge.
Please take your fleet away quickly and do not linger in the territorial waters of the great Ming Dynasty."
Weddell cursed under his breath, but outwardly maintained a polite British gentlemanly demeanor.
"Understood—we'll depart soon.
But that reconnaissance ship has sailed too far already—we have no long-distance means to contact it...
Nor have we another small ship to chase it back."
Kailong frowned, sensing something wrong deep down.
However, without wireless communication in that era, he couldn't pick fault with that statement.
He could only caution again.
"As soon as that light sailing ship returns, please depart immediately."
With that, Kailong descended from the ship, boarded the small Guangzhou naval forces boat, and headed back to shore.
Watching his receding figure, the gentlemanly air Weddell had faked vanished instantly.
A pirate's cruel grin spread across his face.
"These worthless little people—once I've charted these waterways, I'll show them what the Royal Navy of Great Britain is made of."
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Thus, Weddell lingered at the Pearl River Estuary for several days.
The scouting light sailing ship Anne returned; it had ventured deep into the Pearl River Estuary for several days, reaching Toutan, 15 miles from Guangzhou City; along the way, it measured water depth and marked routes, clearly identifying the surrounding terrain, hydrology, and the Ming army's defense arrangements.
The people of the Ming Dynasty had already sensed something awry, so Kailong hurriedly reported to his superior: "The British fleet harbors ill intentions."
But his superior only wanted to avoid trouble, fearing that escalating matters would bring him hardship; blinded by the Heavenly Nation's sense of superiority, he dismissed others spying on them entirely; he replied to Kailong: "The barbarians have just four ships; what harm can they really cause? If he wants to hide from the typhoon here, let him be, it's fine; fine."
Kailong grew very anxious; as the Ministry of Rites official handling foreign affairs on the front line, he knew best what these Westerners were like—the more they were indulged, the more arrogant they became; these people would only behave after being struck.
But he was just a civil official, without soldiers under his command, and truly helpless in this situation.
August...
Weddell's fleet finally moved, sailing toward Humen Fort.
Kailong quickly ascended the fort; he saw four British warships stop not far away, even launching barges and measuring the nearby waterways.
How could this be tolerated?
This was Humen Fort, the gateway to Guangzhou, a crucial military stronghold; with Westerners coming here to measure waterways, how could they endure it? They could endure it no longer.
Kailong darkened his expression and loudly ordered: "Fire cannons! Warning shots, drive them away."
The commander of the cannon troops battalion at Humen Fort whispered: "Master Kailong, these Western ships have guns lining both sides; with four ships combined, it's overwhelming. If we fire at them, we might not defeat them."
Kailong darkened his expression: "Is this a matter of whether we can defeat them or not? The enemy has already come to spy beside a fortified base; if we don't act, next their scouts will swagger right into our camp to count every soldier one by one."
The commander said: "True!"
National rivalries weren't as simple as "only fighting when we can win."
This wasn't a cultivation world, where upon seeing higher cultivation, someone instantly kneels and cries "senior, spare my life, don't kill me, I'll be your dog."
A warrior's courage wouldn't allow enemies to step on their faces.
Kailong said: "Even if we can't win, we must fight! The Great Ming must never allow barbarians to rampage unopposed; fire cannons, launch three warning shots first to show our stance."
The artillerymen gritted their teeth and fired!
"Boom boom boom!"
Three warning cannon shots flew out, landing far off on the water near the British ships, sending up three white columns of spray.
On seeing the Great Ming dare to fire, Weddell paused briefly, then laughed: "Hahaha, the little dwarves are actually angry, hahaha; the war has begun; fire cannons at them, take down that ramshackle fort."
Weddell's four sailing ships immediately dispersed and advanced toward Humen Fort.
"Fire cannons!"
"Fire!"
Artillery from both sides shouted simultaneously, and booming cannonfire erupted continuously.
Cannonballs narrowly missed each other in mid-air, whistling as they flew toward their targets.
Following was the sound of splintering wood...
Weddell's four ships soon suffered some damage, but this was insignificant; British warships at the time were formidable, and the British water troops' combat skills exceptionally high; they had recently defeated Spain's Invincible Armada, gaining prominence worldwide and charging forward aggressively.
The cannonfire didn't deter the British water troops; they treated minor casualties as routine, kept the gun-barrels loading cannonballs, and fired furiously at Humen Fort.
Cannonballs slammed into the breastwork of the fort, sending mud and stones flying. Occasionally, a shell flew inside the fort and hit directly a gunner, leaving him bloodied and broken.
Soon, the return fire from Humen Fort was suppressed. British shells kept raining down, forcing the gunners to duck their heads. The action of loading even ceased. Everyone sheltered in corners.
Shielded by two subordinates, Kailong crouched behind a low wall.
The thunder of cannons drowned out his commands.
One subordinate roared into his ear, "Magistrate Kai! This is bad! The British have too many cannons! Our fort cannot hold!"
Kailong looked around and saw the entire fort lay incapacitated. He couldn't help but let out a long, heavy sigh.
Humen Fort was a fortress built with vast sums from the imperial Ming court. It boasted no less than forty-four cannons – a formidable number that wasn't obviously outgunned by the armament of the four British warships.
But...
While the cannons on the fort were numerous, gunpowder and cannonballs were not. The gunners were poorly trained and lacked fighting spirit. Amidst the firefight, fearful of being hit, many hid far away. The fort's firepower couldn't be brought to bear.
Kailong could only raise his gaze heavenward and sigh, "What can possibly be done?"
"Milord! Enough sighing! Retreat now!"
His subordinates dragged him scrambling out of the fort, followed by the complete withdrawal of all the remaining gunners.
Humen Fort... had fallen.
Weddell watched the Ming army troops flee the fort and burst into uproarious laughter. "Cease fire! Send a hundred sailors ashore! Move every cannon left in that fort onto our ships!"
A group of British sailors, triumphant and insolent, surged ashore. They swaggered into the deserted fort and began hauling the big guns towards their vessels. Nine cannons had been smashed or were pinned under fallen masonry, leaving thirty-five intact ones for the British to seize.
...
"Report!"
A messenger dashed into Zhoushan Dinghai Port like the wind, practically hopping with agitation on the dock. "Urgent military report! Urgent military report! Is Instructor Jiang back?"
Sailors on the dock shook their heads. "Instructor Jiang is in Dengzhou, reorganizing the navy. He hasn't returned yet."
The messenger was frantic. "What, then, can be done? Who is here? Who capable of command is present?"
"What's all the shouting?" A teenager strode up. It was Shi Lang, with Zheng Sen close behind.
Actually, Jiang Cheng had remained in Dengzhou to reorganize the navy and build the Dengzhou Water Fortifications.
Shi Lang and Zheng Sen, however, had returned to Zhoushan Dinghai Port.
They were still young and couldn't devote all their time to official duties. They needed continued study at the maritime school to prepare for greater responsibilities in the future. So, once affairs on Pi Island were settled, they had returned to Zhoushan Dinghai Port. Their arrival coincided perfectly with the messenger's frantic search.
Spotting Shi Lang, the messenger jumped toward him. "Young Commander Shi! You're here! Something terrible has happened! Something terrible!"
Shi Lang: "?"
The messenger blurted, "The British arrived with four ships. They bombarded Humen Fort and have carried off all thirty-five of its remaining cannons!"
At these words, Shi Lang paled in shock. Zheng Sen gasped in shared astonishment.
"They've dared attack the great Ming Dynasty?"
"Damned thieves!"
The two teenagers erupted in unified outrage. "Kill them all! Kill every damned one of them!"
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The two older kids instantly grew excited, shouting with excitement, "Dispatch troops! Attack! Both of us already hold official titles from the imperial court. This is the perfect chance to deploy troops openly."
Just then, Young Master Bai, piloting the wheelboat Little White, was just returning to port. Hearing this, he hurried over and immediately shook his head. "Listen to yourselves! Precisely because you hold official titles now, getting involved in this matter would be inappropriate."
The two older kids stammered, "Huh?"
Young Master Bai explained, "Earlier, we could claim to be pirates, striking wherever we pleased, and that was the end of it. But now, as imperial military officers, you each have your own jurisdictional areas. Matters outside your jurisdiction are not yours to meddle in. Interfering would only jeopardize the identities we painstakingly acquired and create trouble for Gaojia Village."
The two older kids muttered, "Ah, this..."
Shi Lang interjected, "General Cao currently holds the position of Coastal General. Doesn't that mean he oversees the entire coast?"
Young Master Bai shook his head again. "Of course not. The Su-Song navy governs only the coastal region of Su-Song; the Fujian Naval Commander governs only Fujian's coast; and the Guangdong Commanding General governs only Guangdong's coast. General Cao’s role as Coastal General likely pertains only to the coastal areas around Tianjin and Shandong. You absolutely must not act recklessly."
Shi Lang protested, "But the British are practically dancing on our doorstep! We have warships. We should teach the British a lesson."
Young Master Bai conceded, "I also believe the British deserve a good thrashing. But how to administer that thrashing... that's a matter requiring further discussion."
Just as everyone reached this point, a fast ship sailed into the harbor. This vessel flew Zheng Zhilong's family flag. A burly man jumped down from the ship and shouted, "Young Master! Young Master!"
Zheng Sen exclaimed, "Huh? That’s one of my father's trusted men."
The man rushed over. "Young Master, my lord sent me to notify you. He says there's an interesting spectacle unfolding and asks if you wish to come see?"
Zheng Sen inquired, "What spectacle?"
The man replied, "Four British warships..."
Zheng Sen finished, "...Bombarded Humen?"
The man was surprised. "Ah? So the young master already knows?"
Zheng Sen said, "Yes, I just got the news myself. So, it's already happened? What’s there left for me to see?"
The man explained, "These Westerners shelling Humen has enraged the Provincial Governor and the Defense Commissioner immensely. Several senior officials ordered Guangzhou Commanding General Chen Qian to immediately expel the British. However, Chen Qian has scant forces under his command, and his vessels are old and decrepit. Incapable of driving the British away himself, he has sought help from my lord."
Hearing this, the group suddenly understood. It turned out the Guangdong Commanding General was appealing to Zheng Zhilong for aid.
Zheng Zhilong was now the foremost local power on the Ming Dynasty’s southeastern coast, commanding formidable military might. He possessed extensive experience fighting Westerners – it was he who led the operation at the Liao Luo Bay naval battle that drove out the Dutch.
Now that Guangdong was being bullied by Westerners, they naturally thought of Zheng Zhilong.
And Zheng Zhilong, facing such an excellent opportunity, naturally wanted to take his son to witness the event firsthand and have him learn a few things.
Shi Lang was overjoyed. "Little Sen, you've got to go! Of course, you'll go, right? And when you go, just bring me along to watch the excitement – perfectly reasonable, isn't it? I won’t reveal my real identity; I'll just disguise myself as your subordinate."
Zheng Sen was equally delighted. "That would be splendid indeed!"
With Zheng Zhilong stepping in, Gaojia Village decided against deploying its main forces. They dispatched only two ships: The Sunshine Ship and the newly constructed wheelboat Little White, piloted by Young Master Bai.
Shi Lang disguised himself slightly, posing as Zheng Sen's subordinate.
Then, the two vessels departed from Zhoushan Dinghai Port and set sail for Fujian.
Before long, the two ships arrived at Anhai Town in Jinjiang, Fujian – Zheng Zhilong's stronghold.
The docks beside Anhai Town were jam-packed, densely crowded with ships.
The largest was a Western sailing ship about fifty meters long, though it was unclear where Zheng Zhilong had seized it from—certainly not something he built himself.
The subsequent ship sizes saw a noticeable gap. The second largest were the Rongke ships, around twenty meters each, numbering over ten, followed by a swarm of chaotic equipment of smaller vessels.
The arrival of the two large ships from Gaojia Village instantly overshadowed Zheng Zhilong's largest Western sailing ship. One was the over-sixty-meter-long The Sunshine Ship, while the other was an over-sixty-meter-long Little White ship, leaving Zheng Zhilong's water troops tutting in admiration.
"Young master! The young master has returned!"
"Young master, it's been so long."
Many on the dock waved at Zheng Sen.
Zheng Sen cheerfully returned the greetings, addressing them as Uncle Zhang, Uncle Li, Uncle Zheng—each one an elder of higher seniority.
Zheng Zhilong stood on the dock to welcome him. Seeing his son, his face lit up with a smile. "Xiao Sen, it’s been a long time. Have you learned anything while studying with Eunu... cough... Mr. Li?"
Zheng Sen replied eagerly, "Father, what I’ve learned this time is truly immense. I’ve learned about the Earth, the Sun, the Moon, the universe... I understand how tides and monsoons form, and absorbed so much maritime knowledge. It’s incredible. Mr. Li’s wisdom is vast—exceedingly vast!"
Hearing his son had acquired knowledge, the father naturally beamed with pleasure.
Zheng Sen added, "By the way, I’ve also secured an official position."
"What?" Zheng Zhilong was astounded. "You hold an official post already? What title?"
Zheng Sen grinned. "Qianzhong!"
The rank stunned Zheng Zhilong. His son was only thirteen years old, yet already a Qianzhong? Recalling how much hardship he himself had endured just to become a Guerrilla General back in the day, this felt almost unreal.
Surely, sending his son to the eunuch Mr. Li had been the right decision. Working under the emperor’s favored eunuch meant promotions came quickly. Hmmmm... who knows, as a father, Zheng Zhilong might rise through his son's position in the future.
"How did you come by this Qianzhong rank?"
"Ah, that’s a long story," Zheng Sen chuckled. "Let me tell you later, in detail. For now, Father, let’s set sail quickly to fight the British!"
"Good!"
Zheng Zhilong was actually already prepared, having been waiting for his son. He promptly mobilized the fleet.
With the British sending only four ships, and Guangzhou being far from Fujian, Zheng Zhilong saw no need to bring a massive force. Smaller vessels couldn’t manage the long voyage anyway.
He selected only ten mid- to large-sized ships capable of long voyages. He himself commanded the largest Western sailing ship, while his Second Brother, Zheng Zhihu, led the vanguard aboard a twenty-meter-long Rongke ship. They left Anhai Town and set course for Guangzhou.
During the voyage, Zheng Sen recounted the Battle of Pi Island to him. Zheng Zhilong listened with silent astonishment. So such a massive battle had been fought at Pi Island! It was a relief the Ming Dynasty forces won; otherwise, the dynasty itself might have been imperiled.
Zheng Sen also shared various curious things he’d learned at maritime school. The Earth being a giant sphere was something Zheng Zhilong already knew. But when Zheng Sen explained that tides were formed by the Moon’s gravity, it completely baffled him.
Further discussions covered ocean currents, monsoons, steamships, propulsion by propellers, and more chaotic equipment of knowledge.
Zheng Zhilong couldn't help but exclaim, "My son, Father will surely not match your achievements in the future."
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Chapter 1155: The Arrogant British
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The Zheng fleet sailed toward Guangzhou. Midway, a small boat approached, bringing new tidings.
Four large ships under the British commander Weddell defied the warnings and expulsion orders of the Ming court, anchored insolently at Tiger Island beyond Humen.
The Guangdong officials could not simply endure such humiliation. Adopting the tactics proposed by Deputy General Li Yanqing and others, they deployed fire vessels. Commanders Chen Bangji and Wu Yifeng "recruited forty Fujianese soldiers skilled in fire attacks, like Zhang Qi, prepared incendiary tools and kindling, and selected five aged warships as fire ships." Each vessel was chained together. Under night's cover, they sailed toward the British ships. As they drew near, hidden sailors ignited them and leaped into the river. Instantly, flames lit the sky.
By the time the British spotted the fire ships, the blazing hulls were almost upon them. Yet the British water troops proved exceptionally well-drilled, maneuvering their ships clear in moments.
The fire ships burned for nothing...
This engagement left the Guangdong naval forces reeling. None foresaw such agile reactions from the British maneuvering such massive ships.
The fire attack failed, costing five old vessels and ample fuel instead.
After this, Weddell grew bolder, attacking a Great Ming Naval Forces fleet on the Pearl River. Though the Ming boasted twenty-one ships, they stood powerless against the British assault. Three artillery ships and two common war junks were set ablaze, an entire village was torched, and thirty pigs seized. The remaining "sixteen warships" scattered in retreat.
Zheng Zhilong’s expression darkened upon hearing this.
Shi Lang sighed. "This battle proves the Ming Dynasty’s naval forces stand no chance against the British."
Zheng Sen: "That can’t be right. Aren’t we part of the Ming navy too?"
Shi Lang: "Huh? True. Counting us as Ming navy, there’s still a fight to be had. Heh."
Zheng Sen: "Hurry! Let’s go teach that goddamn bastard a lesson."
...
At the Humen Fort, a Great Ming Naval Forces junk burned furiously on the river.
Moments earlier, Weddell had intercepted another Ming vessel on the Pearl River. After seizing it, he deliberately sailed beneath Humen Fort and set it aflame.
Humen’s strategic significance needed no explanation. To burn a Ming warship there was peak arrogance.
Weddell, swollen with pride, laughed to his crew: "We’ve made our might known here. When we trade next, won't these little dwarves submit obediently? They’ll bend to our will entirely, like those African blacks and Southeast Asian natives."
His men joined the laughter.
Weddell seemed unsatisfied with burning just one ship. His gaze shifted to Humen Fort nearby...
Already, he’d stripped its dozens of cannons bare, leaving only an empty fortress.
"Heh heh," Weddell chuckled. "Carry some gunpowder up. Blow this worthless fort apart. Let these little dwarves hear a proper blast."
Water troops scrambled ashore with three huge barrels of explosives, stuffing them into the fortress walls’ gaps before lighting the fuses...
"Boom! Bang bang!"
Explosions echoed, and Humen Fort’s walls crumbled entirely.
Ming court officials watching from afar trembled with fury yet remained helpless.
Kailong, Director of the Ministry of Rites Department of Receptions, wailed to the heavens: "Why is the navy so useless? Can our Ming Dynasty endure such disgrace?"
Mid-sob, a messenger rushed over: "Lord Kai! Guerrilla General Zheng Zhilong’s fleet has arrived!"
Kailong brightened: "Oh?"
But joy faded instantly: "Even Zheng Zhilong may not match these red barbarians... Their four ships—they’re the fiercest pirates I’ve seen, far surpassing the Portuguese, Red-haired People, or Arabs. May fortune favour Zheng against them."
As Kailong received this word...
A light sailing ship approached Weddell’s flagship, reporting: "Over ten large Ming warships approach us."
"Large ships?" Weddell scoffed. "How big could ships from these dwarves be? I see no decent vessel in sight."
"Massive!" The sailor insisted. "Truly massive. Larger than ours by a whole span!"
Weddell: "Larger than your light sailing ships?"
"No! Bigger than your flagship!"
"What?" Weddell bristled. "Impossible! Ours are Royal Navy warships—we crushed Spain’s Armada! Our vessels are the world's finest."
The messenger grew frantic: "They’re enormous. You’ll see them soon."
Weddell: "Fine. Your light ship joins my battle line."
Weddell now commanded five ships: three British three-masted sailing ships and two smaller light sailing ships. Arrogantly blockading the Pearl River estuary, they awaited the Ming Dynasty’s "large ships."
He wore utter disdain, refusing to believe this land boasted any worthy shipbuilding...
But his Portuguese interpreter nudged closer, whispering: "Admiral, underestimate them not. The Ming Dynasty once built mighty vessels. Rumor speaks of something called Zheng He's treasure ship—immense as a sea fortress."
Weddell: "Hah! Scribbling officials’ nonsense! I hear their historians invent freely."
The interpreter murmured: "That ship voyaged to the Southern Seas, visiting many Southeast Asian nations. Likely not fiction."
Weddell: "Southeast Asia teems with savage lands without written histories. Leaving the Ming historians free to fabricate."
Just then, sails emerged on the distant sea.
Leading them was a twenty-meter-long Rongke ship under Zheng Zhihu, a Fujian naval banner flying aboard.
Weddell laughed instantly: "See? They call these large ships? That’s a mere medium-sized boat! Such junk holds maybe five cannons at best—practically useless."
Amid his ridicule, Zheng Zhihu’s Rongke ship closed in swiftly.
Adhering to Ming customs—first diplomacy, then force—even the rough Zheng Zhihu observed protocol. Arriving without immediate attack, he dispatched an envoy via rowboat.
Boarding Weddell’s ship, the envoy bellowed: "We are the Fujian Water Forces of the Great Ming. Cease your aggression instantly! Compensate for the ruined fort, burned ships, and village losses! Return our seized cannons and valuables! Then leave—far away! Or the cannons shan’t know mercy!"
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